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rWO NOBLE KINSMEN 


d them* ih . Tmpkj 


iitxk. Efikr Hvmf.k rnVA a tifrch hurmi^ ; a 
i%. m ;< /«/<• rnk\ k‘Jhri^ 
hi^jiuuw; (iikr I{vmkx, ti Xympif, mcumpasst'd 
in her lro'seA\ bearing a xrhaiitH Goriund ; then 
TitKSf cs, btiwten lu u other NpmpLs, niih wheat* 
xn ebapkts on tfnir headx ; then Iliri'OLi r.^, fed 
% Plhithucs/ mtl another hoUing e (mrbmd 
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JtteaekttiA .. , ^ 
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i fie mmg rtwea, mr rftota4 hmr* 


» Aol an »ngfl of ik aiV.j Mr Thuukid h<'rf hit uiHiti mt 
pmciiilttium, which wc «u‘ inliinmii hi* wni, rrmaikiiWy tod 4; 
hut winch i- ujw tiC tk* strangest conception*, which crer citii-rt-d 
the head Ufa cninroentator. lie wislics, i„ short, i«j enrich wui 
MiiitBoge with the ward at^c/, from the Iiaiian au^tUo, JUtl dwl 





SCEME 1] 


KINSMEN. 


Xnr cXitfrhig pie, 

3fctu m uur hr uk home perch or sing^ 

0/ -j ith ihim am/ tihcord biingi 
.But from iijh/ f 

£nUr ihirr Quei'u.s\ in hiack, n-ith i'eik siaim'd, tcith 
Imperial ('rmrtu. Thejir.it Qumt Jails dawn at 
thejhot aj 'Ymsi cs ; the 'iermd jdlh dw/i at the 
J'mi «/*Ht t'lMjLiTA ; the third before Emilia, 

1 Queen. For pity’s sake, ami true gentility’s. 
Hear and respect me 1 

2 Queen, tor your mother s sake, 
mi as you wish' your womb may thrive with fair 

ones, 

ear, ami resnect me ! 


rhe Iwl, awd fbtm* sake 

Of clear virt'iiiity, he advocate 

For MS, and our distresses! This good deed 

S«Jkioin, h nfitlser h-hm' ii«r rlnnii*, Mj' tlictbiwnw at kast have 

110 *iicb I4f«l ii*^€luwgh^ Vhmgk mu\ Fk*t€liisr*i iiiinie 

of II ill Pmtim purs atpiim dmrmdi^ 

Ei\S be (iiiid tfiifii liiii'i llie editior) niktakeisi iii itiayiitg $|ie 

ckm%^h liie niwiiij a Cr4H|aeiiifr ul Ike aitiy^ wliicfe 


e liiie, Biy ars 

!»0 Ibat the be the daw oi 

grej feallier$ on head mii back* S#« 
be iia miMm m dt*«bL iherafiire. 


tiaviiii,* Eftiiiii ff»tbt»oii li» lieadt ifnni wltnce Sink 


■ 






iiiat for ottr crou'iH-il heatls we h 
Mve this, which is the limi’s aiul 
And vaidf to every thin**' * 

Tka. Fray you kneefnot ! 

I was transported with your spe« 
Vour kn©M to wronjy themselves, 
lines 

Ofyour dead lords, which gives roe 
As wakes my veo^'cance mtl revei 
Aiiig Capaneus was your lord; Th 

^^**°'* “■‘*"*** 

httw hitherto, ever since th« bmk, eiSS ili« I 




That he ^lunild mariy yosi, at a .seasort 
Afi ii'nr it !<» u’ifii me. ! met yam "room 
i’v .M'us’s }t,)u ‘xere that time fair, 

Nfit J'iniu's inantic fairer th:t« your ire'>se.y 
Ni>r in more boiuny .spread her;* your wiieaicu 
wreath 

liVaN titru imr thresh'd unr hlasted ; Fortune at yrnt 
Dimpled her eheek with smiles i Hercules om 
kinsman, 

(Then weaker than your eyes) laid iiy his ehih, 
ife tumbleti rknen upon lus Xemean hide,* 

And swore his sinews thaw’d: Oh, Grief and Time, 
Fearful consumers, you whli ail devour! 

1 Queen. Oh. I hi»pe some ^od, 

Some god hath put hts mercy tn your manhotitl. 
Whereto lie’ll inru.se power, and press you forth 
Our uiulertaker ! , ,, 

__ Thes. Oh, m knees, none, widow 




iiiici pray lor \uur sf^unn. — i aiii, 

I l ui'us tiwa^, 

^QufCN. Homnu'd Hi[(prdita, 
jSiIost dreaded Amar.ontan, tiiat hast slain 
TJieseytlie-lusk'd hoar; that, with thy arm as strong 
As it is white, wast near to make the male 
To thy sesc captive; hut; that this thy lord 


® Kiii Jwiif/i mmiik fimrt tkm /rriirii 
Mw iVi mmr hmmi^ ^prrmi bur*] llw will 5i'*a iliat /»(fr 
is pnittilsciti til l!i« and infsi^syrc, mi Tim 


ilm IliJifL It mm hy !l!iwfr«it and iidoriml wills mmty 

uf tigijirc^; il mmy a‘llii*r Hdorurd with ||tf 

siiti {iiifi ttiiiii#il liy L r. ikn wisdom ©f the Crtu- 

Wi» ** 5rr tliat Iff h pn{p!i!ici*il la the nfnsa hihI met* 
iKif iliit h ta Iht Tbe catii^irgcliafi if 

Carre cie 4 ill iTiD* 







Fir^it KaUire styled it in') shrunk thee, into 
'i’he Iwmitl thou wast o*cr*th,»H iiig, m oucc huIj’ 
duing 

Thy force, and thy atlection ; sf»h!it'rcs<, 

That equally eanst poise sfernness with pity. 
Who now, I know, hast much more power un hiu 
Than e’er he had on thee; win* «w st his stiengil 
And his love too, who is a servant to 
The tenor of thy sfieech dear glass of ladies, 
Bid him that we, whom flaming War doth .scorch 
Under the shadow of his sword may cool us ! 
Require him he advance it o’er our heads; 


s any of u» three; weep ere you 


Min. roor lady, say no more ! 

I had as lief trace thi.s good action with ytn 
As that whereto 1 am going, and never yet 


1* Wiioiii / kmi^' kmi mmk m&rc 


Jni'kk hiT itkM h a Mrmnt f^r 

Tki imm f/' ihc *i‘hr cil’ I’Htliclw 4*fHi thu^ 

, noiylkyto fftifUiiiiily %h%%my IkuIi ilit* gmmmftt ami nnm out 
Wkmn miglH have husmi ci'^rrccirtl wiilumi m but 
whai », U%^ is 0 mrmMi iVr tin kmr ilw special f Tlie on|m 

m! prubttWy ww, 

— w* »!# ft fi mmtnt ui ' ' ' •’ 

Tki im^r ; 

I* e, lit mh<Q telTO caaiiiJiewi it «be<ikiii U tvtr^ 
tlatt tiitepi# §m*$t h w fane m pwi'M in ili the ok! 







Went I so wiliing way.® lord is taken 
Heart-deep with your distress: Let him consider; 
Hi ‘-peak anon. 

5 (^utt'n Oh, iny pefilion was Emilia. 

.Set down in ice. w’hich by k»i wrlef unrainlicd 
Hicits into (imps; so sorrow wanting form 
Is pre.ss'{t with decjicr matter. 

Emi. Pray slam! up; 

Tour grief is written in your cheek. 

3 Qurcih Oh. woe ! 

You cannot read it there tiiere through my tears, 
Like Wfiiikled peiddes in a glassy stream, 

You may behoW >m! Lady, lady, alack, 

He that will all the treasure know o* th' earth 
Must know the centre too; he that will fish 
For my least minnow, let him lead his line 
To catch one at my heart Oh, pardon me I . 
Extremity, that sharpens snndiyr 
Makyiymo a - 

F.wL Pray you SUV nothing; prayyim! 

Who cannot feel nuf see tile' rain, being in't, 
Knows neither wet nor dry. If that you were 
The ground-piece of some painter, I would buy you, 
To instruct me 'gainst a capital grief indeed ; 
(Such heart-pierced demonstration !) but, alas, 
I3e,ing a natural sister of our sex, 

\'our sorrow beats so ardently upon 

• #ifif tftvr yrt ' 

tFmi i m willing %Tiiy*] i« I stj willmg n 

^ Tm tmi iiihrt ^ %h^m Hm" iemh ‘ "" 

Like ti I ifilM pMim m a gteit gtream^J Mr «tld t 

ciiiiiitf tlif M!Ci« 3 cl llrrf |0 lfr:ei m list* powti at ler 

teurlt tiici i« miMm in lie wprf* Gkm^ for gkm Mr 
IlieotoW it itk «« 

&w»ril e«llrei| the Mumm nf tim Qattn* 8li« |«$ 

fiol spttk Qibtf Irarf ^ m Eroilii €iiii«0i see ii iliere ilrottgl 

rea», b^t of her and Ibis lenders the iilefttieii pii»e««sirf * 




MX brothers heart, and warm it to som 
1’hough it were made of stone: J»iav i; 
comfort ! 

Tkeji. Forward to th* temple! leave no; 
O* th’ saerct! ceremony. 

1 Qmeth Oh, this celebration 
Will longer last,* and he ntore costly, i! 
Your suppliants’ war! Remember that y 
Knollsin the ear o’ th’ world: Wh:tt ytm d. 
Is not done rashly; ymir first thought h 
Than others’ labour’d meditauce; your 
tatiijg 

More than their actions; but, (oh, Jov 
actions. 


^ ^ 3 Qmxfh None tit for t!ie tlead ; 

Thosethat with cords, knives drams, uret'ifjitance 

Weary of this woritfs light, have to them.seives 
Been Death s most horrid agents, human grace 
Affords them dust and shadow. " 

1 Qncm. But our lords 
Lie Wist’rhig Tore the visitating suu, 

And were good kings, when living, • 

# * mu lm)g imh} C0rtmi\l hi ITMh 

» I)mm$prmpifum€4 Mr ^xmimu md I twr), iW 

iiJK’ f tiowii pit ini 

i $xdpiimi€€ we tliiRli di«jtiiiied irMiii f/mmi ; but 

mgeiieraf^ the m fxtumf 

lid pf llitir mt ilie jiiriiciilsr Mti «!' iVtf»iW fdx ^ pn < 

wluch WKJS ta US a oiljcukp rap»«nii«ion.-Etl. 1 ; V! ' * 

Sewarrf c espltnstion K neithw wrong nwr ridiculMtix 1 hr ivxi 
TOMiwrato the lit^rent kindt of suieWe, niiti frrtwiuly uwiinift- 

IKIII Irilin fceisllls i$ M| tliu nnriif liitllfffiiiiim 'ktti'ry-ts.. 



SCJKXE Lj 




W 

Thi'K. It is triu’; 

Aiul I will give ymi comfort, 

'i'o give your <U’a(i lanis graves -J 
The wliicfi to <if> innstiuakt'somcu’ork rvitli Creon. 
3 Qmr/h Anthhat work [nowj prm*iits itself to 
the doing A 

Now twill taketorm; the Ijcatsaic gone tfwimrrow; 
1 hen hootlcss i(j,i mnst rectminensc itself, 

With its own sweat ; now he's secure. 

Not lireanjs we sraiul hetore vour pnissaucej 
Knising mtr holy iwggiug* in our eyes, 

To make petition clear. 

2 Queai. Now yrsu may take him, 

Drunk with his victory. ' 

ik4iutfti. And his arniy full 
Dt hread and sloth. 

Artesius, that best know’st 
iiow to draw out, lit to this enterprkejT**-’*''* 

8nd'‘ttiennmbei' 

Jo ciiTiy such a lui sinrss ; torfli and lew 
Our worthiest instnintcnis ; whilst we dWpatch 

> 7<*C»irr t/uttr tlead k»<h ^onrt.] A» hicilh she und m?a* 

it‘isl| tlis*rr h to |>irt #f ifiir 

tirit|tt; |rt iliitjiv MiiiRnUuii likt* liir Imte 

|ie«i Ihi* :«*“ 

* Hill / kin i^iu: cmfmi, aiiii 

diiiJ Ui iimir imd imii 

i agree witli Sewanl iliai winr iii.$ pr^lnibly taken 

plaer. bat €«iiiirit to ibiakiag ji Hii.eaclmtnil tie-* 

llmiln* will gHe item ibe malWi 
AiiH'm, tn their «lc«d Iar4l> lutmrmh Marcm watibi rrail (n#* 
diHilit mure faal tii«4 k m mmmn m immwmg will ite 

text,) ’ ‘ 

Anti I til ycni ramforl 
If Hi i:nT \nuf dead lonk, ■ 

* d^J Kuii |iit J Former 

Wfiiiclifiig mr My C\!irrrcfed in l7Bi\ 




inocm 


^ IM Mi whims ip Pur wpts*} u e. «» ctiitinne '^rill i!j ‘tlir 
isosi fliNiresw^ wkkm'limMl tlie curiiJiiiiiiiice ni oiir I lie 

e»:|*re$>i0ii, though ool clear, uill gtte iliis %mhf^ hIih'Ii i% C 4 i> 
lainly « fine imc; and in %mh ii'riters m our miilmm tie iiimi i*s4 
always isiqpect that perspicuily m we meet with in jiorRi' lew 
deplL For ibis reison I cmmt tdmii a conjecitire of 51 r 
$00, though il is undoubtedly an ingtniotis one 

Idt m h wedded iP Pur 

y TM$ m a «cri^, uknip I mi, gping. 

Ifpt jwltirh h 11»f«hiW*s tir,uit»rt| 
insleid of wm k a gimt impfotfineiit of the. old t«xtf *iid i vmli 
Wkff« il lie iuiitars^ word. 1*iic I *m »« goitig ($, r. 


» Mir twiawg €krrm,} Tl««>liild corrtcied Ilf sptllmi kre. 







Ever to take a husWmi 


itCKSff. I.J 


KIXSMEX. 


For wh.'it thou fecFat not, what thou fccFst being 

To make Marn spurn his dnimr Clfi, if thnu conch 
But one night wit!* her, every hour iii't will 
Take hostage <»f thee for a huiitlret!, anti 
Thtm shall rememher nothing more than what 
That !) 3 mj«el hitis thee iti. 

liip. Though mueii unlike. \Kh«U. 

You sinnild he so transptirteil, as much sorry 
I shmihi he such a. suitcu*; yet I think 
Did I not, by Ih' abstaining of niy Joy, 

’IVhich breeds a deeper longing, ciire the surfeit, 
That craves a present inedicine, i should pluck 
Ail ladies'* scandal on me : Therefore, .sir, 

As I shall here make trial of my prayers, 

Either presuming them to have some force. 


Ytnir shichi aft»re ytmr heart, ul>out that net 
tVliich i.H my fee, and which I I'rccly lend 
To «}o these imor «|ueei!s .service ! 

JH Qumu. Dh, help now ! {7b li%t 

Oar cau.se cries for your knee, 

EmL If you grant not 
iM}\sister her petition, in that force, 

'iVith that celerity and nature, which £ 






iiu:c 


!/)«' fifi mt I Kiuriiots, 

ter ! Perithf*n<<, 

501 Jin hour ojt'i ! 

!}c feast's Miieinnity 

*iw 

i*e shal! he rctfi ruing’ 

of wiiirh I juav yon 


® Fi^Itm^ounMkr (at htfart) kme m>% 

Jml at iir ImnLuffAdy.] Jfr 'SWhijhi ‘fiit mi- h i.-yi 

Iiabli.' cw.ji'clur*’ upwii (hw placf, nnm, wfof, !,<■„,« iu inli », 

a«V -^urlt a nami* as Anii/ j» fJrt’t re ; in- h-j.K Juht 

thf reicliran'.J si-a (lorl !«‘twreu AUich# and ’l ln-bi-i. It «>,uia In! 
tired Ik- iii-nt- coiivir.cing tvere ihwts a rivtr -f that moo,-, Jnr I 
tnuiv whether ii be priijH-r, in i.pt>ukii.i< i.t Culat^ <h !»<j. 
ver, toyay, Sleet me at the banki. t>l Ih.ver. lUi! Ju/i, k-isn 
a MlnaUM &o e.screditigly pioper to be mcimutied hi n , I »uJi be* 
lievc It iha true word, and perliujis imh imiy be ai»<^ a t^rruit. 
licin, It ittiglii liav€ Ift’fji «,-!/ ut iif (Ii I'lf 

. imek fi/ /Ilf a r»i 

Theobald's TOriatkm is right, anti Sewafti’s obuctiua wry for. 
vtfhetl and ndiraloin. 'rhe pointing «f the preceding ime ««# 
proposed by ftlaiOB, wl» ..bst-tves, ilmt the ftnt Uirre word* 
are miiiresM*d to the Queeus; the lenwimler to Arb»‘»i ns.whora 
M tod hetoru desired to draw out the trwapi for the inarproe,*'' 

* Muammitia^four retm%.} Th« editors of 1750. for s»«| 
read twjr bat mnt wetas genuine ; signifying. t!»e ceiebraiion tif 
thB nuptials shtwid (wmain lacampleto till his return, m IVntlnmt 



3 Qit'trii. 'rhus dost thou still make good the 
tongue o* th‘ world. 

*2 fptvfti. .itid fani'&r a deity eijual with 
3 (inicH. If »o! above him ; for, • 

Tlimi hfing hut mortal, tuakst aftVetirms bend 
To yodiikc houours ; they iheiiiscivcs, some say, 
CiuKUi under such a rnasttry, 

'I'fn'r. As u (• are tneii, 

Thus should we fh»; lu ing sensually subdued, 

W e lose oui imnuuio litie. Good cheer, lashes ! 

[PlmrisA. 

Now turn wc tso.vards ytnir comforts. {Ej'emK. 


SCENE II. 



Jlti fur. 7 Af ( of thr Puiact, 


Kfitii' Palamon ami Amitt. 


Air, Dear Palauwn, dearer in love than blood, 
jVnd our prime csHisin, yet unharden’d in 
The crimes of nature; let us leave thecitv 




wcswnimturnordmwn; inabuur throiml 
fJtir gjimJjut life, and weakness. 

Pfil Yoiiradvh'e 

Is cried iip with examj)Ie: What stranqc ruins, 
tirst sw went tn school, may wc i)t.Tct-iv« 
alkmg jn J hehes * Scars, and hare weeds, 

0 tu iimriiaiisli m*!jo did propoatid 
10 Ills iMdcl eiids^ iiDiioiiri aiid golden iiigotSt 
H nich though he won he had not ; ami now ilurtc 
asy 1 eace, for whom he fought! Who tiien shal 
oifer 

i o Mars’s .so-scorn'd altar ? I do bleed 
hen such I meet, and wdsh great Juno would 
Jwsume her ancient fit of jealousy, 
io get the soldier work, that Peace might wurgi 

iler 

yirc. Are you not out ? 

Meet you no ruin but the soldier in 

ihe cranks an«l turns of Thches ? Voii did hegii 

As jf you met decays of many kinds : 


— ** A#7lrer 1 m * 

Tke ht thr imm^ &r 1 mn mfie 

drm' i* ih* 17 fB, 

T*'*,*.'* "" aiwnilment suggi^ed by 'i'hw.bitW. ad.in'.r-.t by {U 

iatt«itanwubo«trt.i.i„,, and jmtiy bv >Uuad, m k 

jUt^ ik^troyitht m,H‘ ni' the pn,,»ge. WiuU Arca*i mmnn t« 
I S f dial .1 tlwy ariiaglcd 

pr|K^ » and ihai i( hllm%ml ilw r 0 i«iiwa k 






Decays whcrc-e cr I find them; hut such mo 
That, hwcutinir hi nn honourable toil, 
ikrc paid with tee to cool ’em. 

Arc. Tis not this 

I did }>eiiiu to speak of; this is virtue 
Of no respect in 'fhebes : I speak ofThebe.?, 
How dangerous, if we will keep our hondurs. 
It is for tnir residing: where ever%' evil 


tiey are,* iiere were to be strangers, ani' 


not Vateiiing 

'Where t))ere is faith ? or to hi fond upon 
Another's way o!‘ speech, wium hy mine own 
1 may he rcastmahiy coticeived ; saved too, 


" 5 Whtfr nut U ht rr*i* jump 

/li wrci krt ?*'r« iuhe iftmtgtriJ} luottraiieiffit 

writeWi lm|yriitly agree, St# 

aci iL scene ill— 

** lie mh%k\ wilt draw tke %lmf aptrtt 

Aiifl lirtng liim jiiffifl where he may Ciisio fuul 

Solieiliiig iii$ wiitv 

** Mot Iwci of ihm Jumpt in one lale/* Pierce Peniiiltt^ 
hk Supplicfttion,* p* esi,— ttrrA 

Mmim nm w« ilwiyiW place enmmii m tlie Iml Wne'lller 
im; hm tfet tesci mmm the «iiii m% the tIfewliDn. 
^rcilc ** If we were »ot cKtclIy m they we i^hmM he 
litre {ill Thi?k’%) slr;iiigeW| ami mch ihiiip as mmU 
ed mme^ lliiil lsi lifisDliiie^ iiwiisleri^ m things ml u( lie ctnwwn 
Irtck yf fiiiwwii cyntaM!,**’ ■■ ■: ' , ' 
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THE *nro NOBLE 


[Act I. 


i?pcaking it truly? Why am I bomitl 

IK a»y generous homl to follow hint 

Fnllowst his taihir, haply so ionf;, tmtil 

I'hc follow'd mako pursuit? Or k’t me know, 

Why ijtine own hanwr is mthicsski, uith him 

Wy poor chin t<so, for 'tis not scissar'tl 

To such a fjivourites glass? Wluit canon is there 

Thar does ccmnitaiid nty rapier from tny hip, 

To dangle’t in my hand, or to go tiptoe 
Ikdore the street be foul? Either I am 
The fore-horse in the learn, or I am none 
That draw fth’ sequent trace! These poor slight 
sores 

Need not a plantain that wliich rips my hosoin, 
Almost to th’ heart, 's 

Jn\ Our uncle Creon. 

P«/. He, 


* T^m ymr digki .mm 

ififw mui g pliyHani J A ivii?, k* »iri 

€»Flkfii hUpiic, »ihI \\a% ii|i|)tial to ifc;s!i -liuniinb* IVnitfdloj m 
Alfoiii'u«»4r» «ay%— 

** fm fiiirij I*' rrliar : 

III mg a fimli phmigm I htukM mf uliin/* 

^ Mnkii Jfimrm irrf/fiirV* tmd viUmnii * 

Bfp*md its poutr t Ikrik mdidifg aimnf 
Bmli im umj yitmr 

cksmr*] This miUhct^ hitlimiti prir4r4, Im* i !■ la 
fliaosi tfir, fitfii, wlua is uIIkti) n^Tin-'u ijil m 

«ml Iww iioif pni I'ikh lt\ a (>\%kf Tim 

iiiijmiinetil Ifiis poinis rc^tori'’» fimi 

** llif tlm Ivrmji lkn%ru iihir-;ir*<k 

ilif! iriikitiy ehti «i»thifits b fwiwrr; whuli «|^ 

iwt llii! tytli 0f iiHii/aiuf llinri lliiuk thiii 

Gltiiie© itet t t!i« I’Im! 

of lfii« ii Wmitiftik ^ tl »|wt liltcreil hrtbfl*! Ihr) liritf 

fkil Tlieciiii tilt TOtryiifiil of iifiiio feiigtwiiW; n m tiamii and 


liici&l tiiilHmitded fvraut ! tvIioH? %nvci^$$iVi 




liii s|ii*U is§ t»y Hfpemri 


Scene II.] 


KTXSMEX, 


Be.vonc! its |»nvcr llu've’,-» nuthiiig; almost puts 
Faith in a iVvcr, and deificfs alone 
t’ldnblc chance ; u ho only attributes 
Tlu- faculties ufutluT instruiuciits 
To his ov/ji nerves and uc;t; coituaands men's w.r- 
1 i«:c. 

And whai the}' win iii't, Imot and glory too;** 
That icai'N nut, to du harm; goi»d dares not : Let 
The blood ui' mine tiiui's sibbe to him,' he suck’d 
Frutn me with U'cehes; let, tiicm break anti fall 
Off me w'itii that ct«ruptkm! 

/Ire. t.'icar-spiritcd cousin. 

Let’s leave his ctniit, tiiat w'e may iwthiug share 
or his loud infamy ! far our milk 
%Fill relish tjf the fj.isturc, and we must 
Be vile, or tlisobedient; not ids kinsmen 
In biooti, unless in tfuality. 

FaL Nothing truer f " , c*, 

1 ids shamc»>liiwf 1 f^*»l 


till* ilttii4fr oj* the oI rwai, |jj ifitrVmt’THlitiaii trf 

llii; ill tins c iyr4ri««ii %mih imL~ 

iiiiiH Ih* coBiiniti km €tti liirfke 

ulrnM* «f the olil| lii‘Ti4!th tlif' ciiiltifti olk-odl followiriig rx*- 
lilimitiuBi ivliidi iMit no mih.*, ami rcntlrr^ tlie rtai 

e«y rely 4«*voiif M' Cmm% 'iaciTs» iliiniiikhw 

oyr Ifttf «!’ the by m "n|t|>t*vt» tim Guilt C4?i oppofte 

tlieir uiiil ilefbiui iinkf imm tl)i«*ir ju'riiee*'*— 1 t«i |bjTrfr re** 

' fer$ to iimvm tmi to Tlu^y arr then oblyiHl to camVis 

Ihit ** IM^ next leiiieiicu iu bit lrtc0m|ileU% « 

cakiiril nr po^Mbly «ii |Hir|«:iw brnkvrL of! iibriipilf if,; 

tile tfwrtt siwiibl k* % tia'ili ulitr ehmee.** SttHfL 

mt fmtiii, ttiiti S«war*l» tbc |Wto«ge nl itu* li i^uisir^ it p«tf8<a6rT%^ 
mini iioifuim n» re^iiiiwd bm i« tin; rrmbfr,tlisi 

iVe* refeim m Creci% md u ewilmuapki uf ilie llni' 
ii»!« 


Bmi mai Former fidilimmi I rwi im, 

tl» uilvimkgu ami 

^ hibHe iu ^iwi«] i* e* Km» 


> "4' 



TWE TWO NOBLE 


[Act 1. 


riu* <*,ns of heavt'iily justice ; Widows' etjes 
Oescund again into their thiuats, and have not 
Due audience of the gotls.— A'ak-rius I 

Enter ^’ALKhti's. 

/W. The king calls ft*r vou : vet fie leaden- 
hwtwi. 

Till his great rage he off him ! Pfuvbus when 
Ik broke his whipstock,** and exclaim'd against 
1 iJc liorses of the sun, Isut whisper'd, to 
The loudness of his fury. 

PnL fsmall wimls shake him : 

But what’s the matter? 

Theseus (who where he threat.^ appals) 
hath sent 

Deadly defiance to him, and pronoiniees 
Kum to 'i hehes ; who is at haiul tn seal 
'he wrafin 

But that we fear the gotTs in him, tie brings not 
A jot of terror to us : Yet what man 
I hhds his own wortli (the case i.s each of ours) 

W him that his action’s tiregg d with mind assurwl 
iis fxid he goes about?® 

Pa/. Leave that unreason’d ! 

Our services stand now tor lliebes, not C'rcoit. 

• t>enf>ntlly i!,*- hamilc «if si uliiji ; but Iru):knitly 

:US<mJ tur the «hi|j it-trlf. Su tn M»rfl.s|war».-'s, i’erirlM 


By iiis rmiy opliMii Ik* iipiiefirs 

... . ... .ojt: . .# > ... it .it 


** 10 liafe |>mcti$eii iiiyie ilir wMpiiuci ihwt %lm lince/^ 

j>l 

' ■» Mtik (ikf i\ue is 

'3 vcitii mid mmmi 

'' f mmmn$ k, wliii rwati tmi 

a niim pm iif Im jiawr iirlie!i Im mimi ii cii^fi^ii %ii}i ft 

■ lliii it iigkU in n Ui 



St'EXEin.J 




Yet, to he luiutra! to him, were liishonntir, 
Helieliious tn npinwe ; dtcrel'orc we must 
^Virh him statui to the mercy of our Fate, 

Who hath hmimJed our lasit miuute. 

Jrc. So wt* must. 

Js’t siii<i this war’s afoot? or it shah he, 

On fail of some condition r 
f'td. "ris in motion ; 

The inteHigeiicc of state came in the instant 
With the (tcficr. 

PaL Lei's to t!u‘ king ! who, were he 
A quarter carrier of that honour which 
ilis enemy comes in, the blood see venture 
Should he as for our health ; which were not spent 
Rather laid out for purchase : But, alas, 

Our hands advanced before our hearts, wliat will 
The .fallo*. til’ stroke da 'dainaize ? 





The bnne they wept at killinit em : rhen if 
Ytju stay to see of us such spins tci Sj m'c 
S hould hold you here for ever, 

PiT. Peace fje to you, 

As i pursue this war! which shall be then 
Beyond further ret|uirl»g.’ [Ifah. 

* Tlial i.^, tormlnfr; biilHrw'trd 
HHti&l Ilk wkrJaiiH, ami ntfatk «rr» in mlwii !h* n 

|i| thf la^idiitofi# nvm <l«reg but 

' Ilif flit! tfxl li pff feci 

* Dm.) All pifi wulrtciion of rfo put m* 

iii I war I % 4 kk daii k iim 

’^TW# paiatge ifi wldly txpriwtl ; 

Imi tlw iufttiiig 1% i^rtet lii m |Oii ii bfig m I ilie wtr ! 
when is fii4td m sAtH iwi iietil » |iia^v foi' 







Sf ES'F. ill] 


KIXS-MEN, 


Emi flow hi*! ianjs?ing 

Fulknrs hi,- tVu'ud! hince his depart, his sports, 
Though craving Hi‘riou>ia'ss and ^kili, past slightly 
ilis ciu'vifss exeeutJon, wffere jhu gain 
!ila«!e him regarjl, or loss consider; but 
Plajiiig one business in his hand, anutiier 
Directing in Ids head,"* ids mind iim>e equal 
To these so diO'enng twins! iiave you observed 
him 

Since our great lord fiqntriedr 
Hip. VViih much htbaur, 

And { did love him thr't. They two have cabin’d 
In many as danger»>us. as poor a corner,. 

Peril and want contending, they have skiff’d 
Torrents, whf»se muring tyranny and power 
r lid least oh these w jis dreadful ;* and they have 
Fought «nit together, where Deaths self was 


jtt'd, weave, eiuaugmo, wnn so inie, so long, 
Aiui with a linger of so deep a cunning, 

i*Vr Iwiiimtt'fVI /j/.t 

Ikffciiii;; in iim kftifi.j ! it un fmieiniliiinif d 

h*h% c*4D«irrilril i»it ihi's |:sldy %uili tnDfp iliatt ti**ual 
ctiif i\ni *«iiccr 5 ^# The CDinipliuD waa very am-# fur ihu qatrlo 


r ik* kmi ri| ilfif ti‘«M ilrriffll'wl.J Tkh is certainly Dhiciirei, 
blit lip* li.faiiitig i4i l«% ** ffiil tad warit, caBti^iBlnig wlw 

liihinilil tiijinv ih«m topm,, thry liiite in ii slight bark ciftr 

tDrrfiiif^ rDumig tymiwy m^i i^iwer. even when tl tie mi* 
**i Curv, wer** irmMuV* Sfwaril sfers Ilk simugc imriii* 

tiiiii 

Tk If km'f difi 

Titfre^iik, rttiD’iifar tprunm md 

T fl’ Iwii y u’crr tinmi/nL 


* I 

[• 'i 

JN -J 

'' t 


;| 
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C ieavmi^ his conscience twain, and doinff 
Each side like justice, which he luvcs best, ® 

i^mL IJoiilitfess, 

^juTC isa^best, and Reason has no niamicts 
lo say it is not you. I was arqtiainfcd 
Once with a time, when I enjoy'd a plaUVlUnr ♦ 
ion w'cre at wars when she the grave cnrich'rj 
wha made too proud the hed, 'took leave o’ ih* 
moon . 

(B inch then look’d pale at paniim) when our 
, count 

W as each eleven. 

ffip, ’Twas Fiavina. 

^ £mi. li'es. 

1 OH talk of Perithous' and Theseus' love ; 
i heirs has more, ground, is more maturely scasnif»!, 
'''ith strmirr imiirmejtf. auil 




Ikl* U’m ^'fr pfiffaiir ; k'r iilTtfClions (prfifj^ 

7*k/ liiippelyv /icr «r<rlf4, wi^re, ijhiiimtd" 
fm\ kc*i llius tlw c4fl c|«arlit. We have a prefmian nf 
Jeclurci oil itik ptjiiiifif, %iiipiim first proposetl. 


I »/'> niippfly ill: II TOrffei'?' v, n %n ijf*ii^rm a* 

8ewiir*i lu^tii tu lik daKlaiig yntwieri projKisef liiC 

lyliinUfi;,?'*-* 

ikd UM ii€:r imlltiih kt. uh^ikm.^ ^ iiiii 
Fi’iily* Ikd ti«ji!y mrdm ijtdimfii; 

III* 1)(h 14 filraiiiitn iii Slmk^mn% ml L p. }lti1 read% 

But wm hr paiiti'n ; Irr alletti^im (prrfip^ 

. yio* fiappily wejuO ijMhVJ; 

imsi Mihjoiiis l!ie f«ill«win |4 mile: «* She my%f * She lit^l no toy 
on her liwch but that kcaiiic Iter friemftJ pattern ; And Iter 
afectioiis [lli« lltliigs fit»r frifinl ailecledi or liked, in ^Uiicli iseiiw 
tfn^ word i« freiqveritiy ii^wl'| (ever pretly, thotit*b perhaps iliejr 
were merely ciwitl twi carrier it li»t) yel the tnycli afiprovei 
llnit she iulkmiHl %%tm for her mmtmmm dfies^iin^/ Tht tmim 
will find llib iifferetiily rwsl ly the late etiilcifis Pomilily 

some iiniy ohjeri n^iiinsi: t mmlm dress liein^ calfo«t #f 

ifie wearer, timi mi how any um can ajmi or like Ihml which tliey 
lake no care about f I think two answers may l» |ieefi ; ll Is wett 
kiiowii Iww inticli wine hnlies qffti a mmki^ way of ilmsliig ; 
and wiiil wins in sheiii olfon ilic etiktofmereciiaaecisitepra* 


And put Iti'twccu niy brt'asts, (ol», then butbeeui* 

To HU’cli about fhc hl0fis0iii) hhe would long 
Tiii ,sht‘ Isad such another, and coinmit it 
To tile like iiujocent eradle, where, jduenix-Iikej 
'i'hey died in perfume; on niy head tio toy 
lluf \v;i!» iier pattern; her atlcctions (preliy, 
Tliongh !iajt[)iiy her careless wear) I foliow'd 
For my iimst serious decking p had mine ear 


Scene Ill.'j 


KJXSMEK. 


■ THE TWO NOBLE [Act L 

Stul'n <^me new air, or at adventure humm'd 
Froro musical ctjinage, vvJiy. it was a note 
WJieieuti her spirits would sf»jaurn, (rather dwell 
on) 

And shiu: it in her shimhers; Tins rehearsal 
(}'< iiit h every iuiirtceni a fus well, comes in 
Likculil inspurtment’s bastaulj has this emi, 

imi* to 'iJtf « Id maxim *« » rtt 

or it mn\ itHly iIihm* tui njfn'Umi *4 itrr 

frt«*od i;W bei'-rif v>i mill ttliiclii iitmui; Jh r,% 

sIm^ jitimaiicf PtTh^ips %ie Hiiglil rewi tbe }m>«igr tin^, ii 
reajisims tro not ?^atisiac:U>r) ; 

Biif wis /ler p&tfmif hr i lirr prfifp 
Tkmigk iiEii cmxim wic.114 I 

mUch is girimt chi* will iliuf Mt Sr^uiul plncio iti thn f«. 

f tii* vgrtgtmii ifi lim \\ 4 % pro|*0H*<l I*} iW !»•<, i'lwl 

ih^ e,!ti‘r i*lh Ihr iin.i^f |t4iiioir|r, wlwrM% lliiit ** 1 lirihdinil* 

Iir% '0 f\r |'.4vsi;.;o :i|*pr4i in hmemi'^tu iVrifi « 

r }n ■ rt* 

fdiiln Mgwlk'gtimi tfieii t|t|>fiw to !«** * I 
(ttidch «m Min* lo to’' frriiy, wn in hn iiinil f 4 ii«Lr>» fin‘.«i| 
I co|fif*d III my moiti iiiloiiimimto/ II' Ifiii rApkiintmii 

k udmi^mblr* tmiy ilit nrllmgfiipliiciil rutuxurni Wn 

lietMl iLtf Ml much US# ^^ith IH- Itoihl| tllrr hr in ikps itweli Irii 
Mitoriila ' m mmtos* It mil) imi hr §mm to 

remark, llmi» iii tto* oW ifuarto# ilic purenikaii Iwpm ul li» won! 
toll h iiowheiwclusedf^*^ Mr Ltfiito: (imll^ nMi%" 

1 tof gliVctiuns imliy* 

Though huppily im careless teW| &c» 

Bui llic sircm|»l proof of lie fifCjirirly of iW tin* uiichneil 
paffikhiiin in the i|U4rto ; aito the Viirmiimi In*?, miiilwmird Ims ;i 
very sliti# twhwarsl iounii, 

^ ih fit kwmm*ii m 

l>hm mmmd ^fwanl uml tM tel mmtl^ 

ktiiiiihi ##f ; Iml tile iM k lur hrtif?* Eiwlb up^ ** il«d 
ipiftf tif iittleti smne ww nir fwlicii f «»|3 or hiil 1 ti 
tiirc, fft» aiftw mwsciil, iwmmd tn# wiihnui #wj’ fi^iiliir 

»iri W 4 itlil iMift ilipill ipoii tlie note aito iittg it m m tiufti- 

» 



I / /fa 

(Ifhik'i tury^iriiiomit woli wfli) €9m$ i>i 
haa i^id lnipirii«iiii%li«il«ir#/| km ikk m4 
J'iiiU fkr ima hv€'*i*i(n fumd rmf m.mi 

lit HK Tli?^ h very piirielbi; 

ii i^ eviiL^iU l]iiii li4V«r 

piiice, ^ W4!fi liiitl riip!!?iti nUeml llir lint word firoprly ; tml 

Six niiitiimi t'vnlf fitly dijkfent warn Bui viria* 

iwTi at byiiip^oii^ ado|tU»il by t>n\'unl aisil the \mt rrliii3r<» i« lijo 
MTOUfI lioe^ k totally ifaiiliiihtfiblei tiz, ** wliieli mtih/ immxMcc 
wiitt well/* for tlierir is no iiMaiiliig caiivt.ycil by It. Mitmiii pm* 
po.'ieH scwial tailier viiriiilioii» in the following w$»rds * 

** 1“hepimiigi*i^ certainly e?fccei*ciiiigly kil I iliiol; 

I>y mllifriagta ifo: readiogi ind exiemiiiig Ifiv pumilbewi m t» 
iiidiiib* tliv waiilliwf/ird, it nmy, wiili a'sligliliiltoiilbiii fef ren- 
dfretl iii|rf!ipilf.kn InstCiid of importmtni^ I siwtiy wad 
mml^ from tfie French mimrirmmif wliidi signiiiKi |aiiM0a,,i»r 
twniMiorl ; wnl liwreaii I ilouM retd 


(Wliirh fyi^ lofiorrfilj U'ol I caftir!^ in 
Like old rmpQfimmfs linji ilnti vnd,^ &r» 

And Ewilm*i ifirioiiig reaiaU the inmici';nl foiy ui 

%flyrb, I well Uum^ coiiiw in lihf Itif ^}Miricnt% tlie ikigi 

retfiiiWttiiCC oi' life fmeskfon I I'ortnerly foil for Flneinii* fo inictjdfd 
fit |}foi'f lliai lave hctw’ccii iiniid and timid may Itc ilmii 

tint l«iwt«ii iivrwiin of fliffcrr iH sexes/ I1iis e4jnjecrert| howcvtri 
h bdf rni with iiiiic!i diiliiienti* j kit cxplaiimtfoii b kiter 

Mr Masoii Iws cawideniyi clmrcd up the ttetifoiiH of tliis 
pawigtj but tlirrii ure strong olijeclioiis It tie td‘ hfo wmlfoiif 
(va.f / mi!) which heiirs so ilisagrectble t MnmL ihtil I mnmt 
kdkne ii fn have feteii the arigiiwii text Hfo vxplaimtioii of m*^ 
putitmai akti is s© ftry grcti a ilcptrliire frotis tht tsiml wt'ttng 
of the wont, tfuii soiiie parisikl psssagw shoiild haft lictn infdlwctil 
wfierc ii bwitH llli^ vtffmnmmm^n ii»pr>rL inti I hmft mmt met 
will* any. Again ilic wmijhrp Ims mticfci ihcappenwce ni a cor** 
mptlmt I yiitl belt I um Imletdeil fur awry happy eonjeciarci eiiiily 
wrttpujtl into the word in iIh* old foxt, to Mrlmink^wliOiin lis 
Sfieciwfii «C ihe Pritiimiic wmk***^ Which rwry itiio- 
(\^ut %um ludL'*) But li mnm iiemhary m cjctoni Iht piti^ 




.■ii-A.. 




Ttir "phm Iwti i}ip«fi 10 * ll*'-? f4m"| 

(wfjkli %%'m Hm 10 f’wtt in liri iwml f fin »] 

I Ci»jnt*ii ill iiiy mi»i %*tmnnu jiib*iiiiii*iii^/ Ji ilii# rA|>kiiMiittii 
is Hiliiii'iiiliks Here unlf ilm *inlHigr«|iyeftl niriiTUan W# 
liwii iK»i HI iiiyclt IB# %iili Hr Hvikli liter hr te* ntyrli k%$ 
iriilihf Ui !llr viiilrnl It ini) ii«fi Ik iiwiba ici 

jrii*;4k, ifiitl, in Ihe pid i|iiirtP| itir p&rei^lkmi lv|2in* t\i lur 
ywllfi bill is Mr 

iirr nilVciiniB inTlfji 
Tli 0 \ii:lt liippily km &c» 

Bui tbf sirongfil jirpnf ui ihc' iirnfirU'ly til tin* ir^l b iltr itiir!t‘ne4 
pirr mill sk iii tie 14114110; aitd lie v^riiiiPii ksi i!u;teii0iMri luii a 
very 

« ik ni 0 kmimt nn 

‘ ¥r^mi muHmirmmm.J Sewtrd imi i&e tl»l tdiioii rmi*^ 




KIXSJILK: 


^ fin 

(ifiiri t',iry^mm>tmt%mUwtli) 
idlr M tkk r»fi 

I'haf r/ir ifuc nmf4 mil ?;*.nV mm h 

Mmt Id £«* iiuliviilu^iL] is iiiinlfti^r very pii^r/Iii.^ 
yuxHi?v, ,e,ii a h cu^erii t!sat cerni|iUuii inw^l ulm 
jtkicr, S Jitiil ullC’-rr^ the Imi woul |irf^|.*rrly ; ttiitl 

*(,% jTveiaril I'vi^fialy ili/lrmil $nm ll«i juinilicTr 

liwii &i «d0|iu*fl In* Sewiift! and tlif* k*»l €ditcr% iii tlic 

ircoiid iriie, t«l4ily tnidmi'Msiyr^ viz. ** widcli smdp iji«wwc 
wc»i5 for l}H*re is m ineanitig caiivfyed by 1%. MmiUi i%m*< 
pmv^ »\'ml Ollier vniiiiimiw in ibe folfowing mnrili : 

** The passible is exceedingly ddficsilt* bill f itdnk ihati 

bf adfiermg U ibe reailiniii ind fx:lv* 4 di!ig the ptrcnlbcM!*^ m m 10 


«** i'ktn 

IVliieh tiif) aiwirmt, 
Like idd 


earner in 


vvidrtif 1 cmiiri in Ime %m tiie luitti 

fwiiiWiiiire oi* ilir pm4mi I immmh foil for Tlii*%iiii^ » inlemletl 


wiHwn %d dillereni n%n* c:yiije«of«i newettrt 

ifcbilrrrd %hk iniicb iliflitlctice | hu% mmv vxfhmimn h !«lier 
ll»ii 

Mr Ma%fiii Iwsi coiwidertlili cleared tip iiie olttriirkic'* nf iliii 
pa»iige; Imi llieie trr sirensg tifijeclfon^ to 0»e oHib %’iirimiivM 
i wiii) wlifcli tein m disstgre^ibfo a ioiind* ih^i 1 caiinol 
Iwlknc n In hmt bten tie ofigitiBl utu ejipitiiiitiost of 
p0rimt:hi ibn m i# very grcti * tieptflow from 1 I 10 ^leilaitig 
cil’ the W4^rii, t!uii some patilkl pisttgei shonltl bate kten idiincest 
%f lien* ii lids very si«iptiri| mi I liniff Ofwr met 

wiiti aii)a A%mn ilu? word/iirf -haiiniitfellieapiieAiw of a txir** 
rtipiirtri; and luxe I iiiii iiidelilrd far awry hippy easily 

coriiipiinl ifilii llii* %nrd In the old U*%U t0 ftirl*iwnbr|\vli«»iw Ik 
Sf^ciineni Ilf ilif Dranialic reads*^ C** Wbicii mry iiwid* 

I’cnt \%%ii Ikl It Xu lit pitih 
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Uip, Vo« art* out of breath ; 

Anti this high-spreded pace is hut to say, 

That vow sliall never like the niai«i Flaviiia, 

Love any that’s call’d man. 

Ami. I am sure i shall not. 

Hip. Kow, alack, weak sister, 

1 must lunnore believe thee in this pnins 
(Thaiigh in't I know thou dost believe thysilf" 
Than i will trust a .sickly appetite, 

That Btaths even as it longs. But sure, my sister, 
If I were ripe for your persuasion, y ou 
Have said enough to shake use from the arm 
Of the all-nobie Tbeseu.s ; for whose fortunes 
I will now in and kneel, with great assurance, 
That we, more than his Perithous, possess 
The high throne in his heart. 

EmL I am not 

Again^^ your faith ; yet I coiitimic mine, \F.xtmi. 

up die svhole enritesj, where the nnly itiffieMliy h ii»e juJeriHe M ■, 
but it nw) po'iibb Ik* imsl »* «n HOBnu iiiJiinc, h* ,t h in njui mly 
in «*l<l S'Ikj'i, Umugh 1 iwse tmt met witli a Hi aia m» 

siiwus av iiii* prt'H*nl:— *• Tiiii> rehf«r.ial ni nur alleftiom (wlin h 
every iin:t«reiii Mrtil well kiniws m like the wrr,. („» urU, 

the f«in! ■•.inniifW af the true iinpnri, the real exieiii mir ii.itufal 
a{Tefti»i» s) ha* this end, or purjio *■, tn jirave that oir (<(»»■ i« i«r. n 
two Virgins, may be stronger than Ui«i boiweeit piTii«n<> ml diflrfr-nt 
sexek," ' 

Seward Ctimfiires. the above dwerijitum nf the line Iwi vi ci, 
Flavimi and Emilia t« a more wlebrnted one in The hJi.Ktiinm, r 
Night's Dream, act in, se, iii. to which he j»r< )er* ii, lerv j«uly m 
the editor’s opinion, ’i'hey mtv. ccrtjuijl) both the pi aiitietioo ot 
Shakspeare, 
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SCENE ni 


The kM^ Thibes. 


A Ihtik struck xdthin ; then a Befnat ; jJmimii. 
Tkn ciiu r Tm su's ; the three Qmeus 

mu't fiim, uniljaU on ihtir Fucca before turn. 

1 Qumt To thee no star he dark I 

2 Q'tmi. Both Heaven and earth 
’Eriend thee for ever ! , 

3 Qwerw. .Ail the good that may ' ■ 

Be wiahUttgtm4,|yt;he i cry, amet mYf 
FU’x. The nnjKU’thil g*>i!s, wfiu t'unn the inruint* 
ett Heavens 

View ns their niinfa! herd, helndii w ho err, 

And in their tiine einistise. (»o. and liml out 
The Imnes of votir deati lords, and honour tlieim 
"With treble ceremony ! rather than .a 
Should lie in their dear rites, we would supply ifc, 
But’tliosc we wdl depute which shall invest 
You in your dignities, ami even* each thing 
Our haste does leave imperfect: So adieu, 

And Heaven’s good eyes look on yon What are 
those r [ E.ivunt Qmcns. 

Jkruhi. Men of great quality, as tna||;he Judged 
Bv their appointment ; some of 'i’hehes hive told us 
Tliey are sister's ehildreii, nephews to the king, 
Tha. By the hehn of Mars, I saw them in the war. 


* k mm.1 be recoSlccletl that this word is here s, wh. 



[Act I. 



ar’d with prey» 
t : i fix’d my »te 
bey were a mark 
It prisoner ’was’t that 


; man to man may do ! tor our sake, n 
: I have known frights, fury, friends’ b 
's provocations,'* zeal, a mistress’ task. 


J ikr<* «•«:%?« aaolhpr »la»<;-tiirectien iii tl;f »?iil 
'* Three henrses waily,” 

* Siflt-e / kite kn&isM feitinJi, heh«0, 

prMViicaUoto, se«l, a mutu^* tM*k, 
tkme^ tkrijitafmirit'imimm. ' ■ 

•(* « wari' xettek'mHute etmUi mt rmk m 






f/f wmi^a m mmn,j»rmr im 

Ami djmih'i mtr^^ «ll #ir hM 
77ifir ku mik tmdml ^ ffiumc* 

ration of live ilk of huiBifi life, for iiii4 k'auiy, 

nifty ftlmoftt %'ie mih the eelel*raleil mit in ^solifocfiiy of I lam-* 
lei) shoiiUI at b> iheerror.s ol ilie fraiacrilier nr |irinler, ?iitii!*fi 
inio daiiiii^vs aiui 4ii#sciirityt Tlim* 1% li«i|iejs ilmi iv now re- 
stored liy E fery s.fniill clwftgein llie auxiliftry terb'liif/i, aiui » 
li'anipositioii of ilie lines into itie urder wliicli lie 
rtfiilie* I reatl|. , . 


I 


*1’ liiiili #1 e BMifk whkh mi umk le 

ti^iik&Mi mm« imp&miimh F^r §w km» ’ 

Tie seiitiiiieiil i$ lie C 0 »woti 

Mm %iwr« mali^ $fmerk mcimm dim^ . 


ttSonforttiose 


of Wlieii, tlierefuriN he lias emimenned tlie varknis Ilk 

wiiii'i he l«w gone ilirongli, he ^?iyS| lliai these Ills have mi a. 
iiMirk of liiiiiiftiiity on liis heart ilnil Miure, miimi mm 
iim* h wiilioal llie tckillioii of hmh exMrknre. ci»ii!«l mi 


I 


'^m 


it m 
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Without some imposition, sickness in wiH, 

Or wrestlinej strength in reason. For our !«we, 
AnrS great Apollo’s inercv, all *>ur hcst 
'ilwir best skill temler !—-Le;kd ino* the rity ; 
Where, having boiunl things scatter'ti. we w-ii! post 
To Athens Tare our annj.* [.Ijivuruk, £samL 


SCENE ¥. 


Another part rf the same. 


Enter pit' Qurms uitb the ikarsesuf their KnighL% 






SO NO. 

(kns mui odaars hrhtg m 
1 apui's, .fkhi\ darkiH the dan f 
Our mare deadiif tmhs than * 
amt gumst umt hany chcrt% 
liutrat rink jilt'd xoith tears ^ 

And cktmim, through the xeihi air thing 


imimiititit! or ixperience, iitu! wirhmil a sickiifN'. or ssrnjjaling in 
wilt, anil a ilrotifttfe in wwoii »uftiaTOl iw ii»> nthw 

pml^m” Sfw.iril {ilamihr »nrii» " S«rlow«i in wiU, ut wmi* 
in nsisiMi," ai'ipr Uir wnnl maimH. 

r To Jikm* I'or mr amgf.j ,!!» ojrr«ti«n nito Jm »• 

wlf'OfWoot, ftnd occurred to ai' •ir.lhrw.»<-Sra'ard, 

* IfefcJ Grief, *1^, dmt, ft.' 




KIXS^^FA■ 


Cmit\ nil mil imd aokmn shttwa. 

That ure iptkk-^fmd Pknaurtn/oes / 

IVf omvt'Hl eke but xems. 

!l >‘ cmiiTiit, &c, 

3 Qiu'cii. This funeral path brings to your liousc* 
hfjifi graves ; 

Joy seize <»n you again ! Peace sleep with him ! 

2 (4i'tn}i. Alul tills to ymsrs! 

1 Qmrth Wnirs this way ! Heavens le'nti 

A thousand differing ways to one sure end ! 

S Qmeih This world's a city full of straying 
streets ; 

And death's the market-place, svhere each one 
meets, fExetmt severaiim 


i.tf m ihn pra 

tl’iiiiuniftHi 
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prison I keep, though it he for great oaes, yet 
they seWom coioe ; Before erne salmon, you shall 
fate a uumher o* minnows. I am given out iti Ire 
heller lined, than it can appear to me report is a 
true speaker, I would I were really, that I am 
delivered to he ! Marry, wdiat I have (he*t wliat 
it will) I will assure upon my daughter at the 
day of my death. 

)fmcr’ Sir, I demand no more than your own 
ofier ; ami I’ll estate your daughter, in what I 
have promised. 

Jmhr. Well, we will talk more of this, when 
the solemnity is past. But have you a full pro- 
mise of her? Wfien that shall be seen, I tender 
my consent. 

Enter 0AUCi!iTEii mtk I'usha* 


that now! So soon as the court-hurry is o‘er, well 
have an end of it j I’ th* mean time, look tenderly 
to the two prisoners! I can tell you they are princes. 

Dang A. These strewings are for their chamber, 
Tis pity they are in prison, amt ’twerc pity they 
shoura be out. I do think they have patience to 
make any adversity ashamed ; The prison itself 

* IFiiA ratlia.] liiaveaddfd limjlage-elirectionaithelwior'i 
- «iaug!iw>r says— 

Th«c inmehign wr for tlirir fhamtiHtt. 

lhat the ihughU'r ha4 gaibered fioweft for the 
j>oirp«8,ltt the gartlrnj hut mli» were uaivennilly ttml to strew 
the liwre of apfutments, and' Uitwfor® more Wiefy to Haw Iwen 
"afowedi hy the laiforV tJav^ler. St* sol, IV. p* ♦ Hit 


mu here, upon the old business {"sut no md 
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is proiui of them ; and they have ali the world 
In their chamber. - ■ 

Jm’ior. They arc famed to be a pair of absolute 
men. 

Dan^h. By my troth, I think Fame but stam- 
mers ’em ; they stand a grief above the reach of 
report 

Jaihr, I heard them reported, in the battle to 
be the only doers. 

Baugh, Nay, most likely; for they artf noble 
suff’erers, I marvel how they would mve look’d, 
had they been victors, that with such a constant 
nobility enforce a freedom out of bondage, ma- 
king Misery their mirth, and Affliction a toy to 
Jest at ^ 

laUor, Do they so ? 

JDaugL It seems to me, they have ao more' sei^"i'' 
of tijcir captivity, thaa I of rniing AthiOi^^ey 
eat well.'' things, 
but nothing of tiit-ir own restraint and disasters. 
Yet, some time, a divided sigh, martyr’d as 'twere 
in the deliverance, will break from one of them; 
w|ien th' other presently gives it so sweet a re- , 
bukc, that I could wish myself a sigh to he so 
chid, or at least a sigher to be comforted. -v 
fVmer. I never saw ’em. ■' 

Jailor, The duke himself came privately in the 
night, and so did they;* what the reason of it is, 

I know not. 


** Tk: duke in th nighti 

Enter Pasamow mi A&cttt* 




Arf so iid #%.] Tfeer® is a ileficknewifttiba sense here that 
siteBss to dienote the loss of at least one fshole line, nor can I from 

the coBtexi gnw the purport; nf it By sirikiBg oiil| J«£ 
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I AtAMOK and AnriTK gp/tem- ai ihc 
(mr Pratm, 

kmUmx. 'ImtKArd.e 

/)««,. //. No sir, ,m.' that’,. : Arrii,.'. 

thv Unsvr al ilic twaui} Mm nu\ nctcfiv, ■ ! 

jjj,„ ’ a {.art 

Jain*r> (in to. leave ^ nur pniutijif. ! 'l inn' woi!!,l 
not make us tluMr ohjert : <hn nt their M^hf f 

it IS a holiday to look on thrtn ' Lord 
the ddieresue of twn I fv ‘ 

J at. lion do you, noble cousin? 

-^rr. ifinv do you. sir ? 

Pal H hv, stroijju^ enough tn laugh at 'iliserv 

Olid' 

m rfid 1%, tiir mnM h* biii 

y ... ‘“5, It, r 

WV tJi. nnt prcfive any 

teoualti* H. ‘i).rt.rt.!u "mwdy mlhi T'* 

i.., ,1 ’ ■ 

i» cf«iMurri*b|itNfifticii||v||^A^- ibr'Attb ^ lliii fine 

.c»l»pl»la« I., ih. pUfca, ,„ u.. "r'' 

an.1 tW ^a.i-ry tick ^Ike El ” o 

wlwcli tiit| were iiiitiiiired*' 7 '■ in* i®wtr m 


SCENB L] 


ktnsmen. 


41 

Pal. ()h, rmisiii ;\rcite, 

V litre is ihebesMow^ vvbereisournoblecounfrv!’ 

y (lere are nur f runuls and kindreds? Xt vermnre 
‘I «’<^*'>drirrs ; never see 
J he liaidv } oiithn strit e for the i^ames of hoiinur 
W ith the {Kiinterl favours of their ladu-s ' 
Like ral! ships imrler sail ; then start amoiis^sr Vin 
And. a an east « nid. leave Vm all hchitufus 
Like la»:y c itnids. xvhilst Paiamon and Ardte. 
Even lu the uaf^giipi,. r,fa wanton ie«. 

P*"** «Wi the ijarlands, 

bl alJ ue two exertisv, like twins of Honour, 

Our arms ag.rn, and feel our fiery horses, 

''* * *’ ’^”*1*^' gotnl swords now, 

(lit tft r the relieved god of %var ne'er wore*) 

Kavis id our sides, like age, must run to ru/t#;; 

And d^ck f !i0 temnli^s nf thn&m #**^>1^ 

*lii lihist ivlif*!r Hriiuesj 
//fr. Si), Pataiiiiiii^ 

Those hopes are prisoners with us ; Here w'c are 
Mid here the graves of our youths must wither * 

Ami'* thirl? i”h^ 

And, whidi is heaviest, Pataimm, uumarriedi „ 
TIm^ $v?eei eiiibrares t>f a living' wife 

Loaden with kisses, arm'd with thousand Cupids, 
Shall never clasp our necks! no psue know us 
No figures of ourselves shall welder see, * 

* mnrti* nm 

{tkttir thf ri4.vMd god o/mr ne'er wer?) 

SmvWV S '*’*'*■ for wre. and 

tiap l« iiKi I-... ,.*'i t' » I T*’. '*’* tflM'r of Uie luriaer 
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To glad our age, and like young eagles teacii ’em 
Boldly to gaze against bright arms, aiui say 
Rt^mknatjcr what’ your fathers were, anti conquer I 
The fair-eyed maids shall weep our hanishincnts, 
Ami in their songs curse evcr-bliiwicd Fortune, 
Tilt she for shame see what a wrong she has tlone 
To Youth and Nature: This is all our world ; 

Wc shall know nothing here, but one another; 
Hear nothing, hut the dock that tells our woes; 
The vine^shall grow, but we shall never sec it ; 
Summer shall come, and with her all delights, 
But dead-cold Winter must inhabit here still ! 

Pai, Tis too true, Arcite! Toourl’hchan hounds. 
That shook the aged forest with their echoes. 

No more now must we halloo; no more shake 
Our p<5intcd javelins, whilst the angry swine 
Flies like a Partlunn quiver from our rages, 

(Which Is the curse of Honour!) lastly,* 

Children of Grief and Ignorance, 

Jrc, Yet, cwisin, ^ 

Even from the bottom of tliesc miseries, 

From all that Fortune can inlUet upon us, 

I see tw'o comforts rising, two mere blessingSr^ 

If the gotls please to hold here ; a brave patience, 
And the enjoying of our griefs together. 

Whilst Fahunon is with me, let me perish 


t (If Iff 1 1 # iii emf ff limiimr) kutly* 
iMhiren mi igmrmt^.l l«il 

ta rrR«l Itsilf , wMcIi th* dtaiJi; of if»ecl« 

^ Mtrt i»«%i hn nwlwiriAl liert in ili 

pld ’ Sfi ill Tfei Mtrcltfit «if Vrwiccw 

Eappi «f frk'iii m fail mm tfieroyf * 
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If I tliink this our prison ! 

Pal. Certainly, 

Tis a main goodness, cousin, that our fortunes 
Were twined together : Tis most true, two souls 
Put in two nohk bodies, let *em suffer 
The gall of hazard, so they grow together, 

Will never sink t they must not ; say they could, 
A willing man dies sleeping, and all's done. 

Arc. Shall we make worthy uses of thyydace, 
Tlnit all men hate so much ? 

FaL How, gentle cousin ? 

Arc. Let’s think this pnson a holy sanctuary, 
To keep us from corraption of worse men ! 

We are young, and yet desire the^waysof Honour ; 
That, liberty and common conversation, , 
The poison of pure spirits, mighty like women. 
Woo us to wander from. What worthy ■ 

May make it mirs r and here being tbus together, 
We are an cmlless miue to one another ; 

We are one another's wdfe, ever begetting 
New births of liove ; we are father, friends, ac* 
i|uaintance; 

We are, in one another, families ; 

I am your heir, and you are mine ; this place , , 

Is owr inheritance ; no hard oppressor 
Dare take this from us: Here, with a little patience. 
We shall livelong, and loving; noprfeits seek us; 
The hand of War hurts none herefhor the seas 
Swallow their youth ; were we at liberty, 

A wife might ‘part us law|§Uy, or busim^; 
Quarrels consume ua ; enw of ill men ^ 

Crave our acquaintance;* I might sicken, cousin, 


— esBjf ^ mm 

Crave mr ae^Maintmin,} The Ciiitora say this is easy atwJ in* 


u 
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yottt shtmUl never know it, and so pensli 
Withnut ywir nubk* linad to riusf n.iTie tnes, 


Or t»ra}er5 tn tlse ijwls: A thwis'ind rbanci'.'i, 
Wg'ir « f tinsii hrui'e. wmild hhcj us. 

Paf. Vnii have nadr rnr 
(! thank vnu. emisin Arcite!) aimust wanton 
AViti t iny eajitivity ; H hat a inrsrry 
Jt is t!» iivf abrtiatl, and every where ! 

Tis a beast meihinks ! i fnitl the rrtnrt here, 
I am sure a nwre amunit j and al! those pleasures 
That seoo the wills of men to vanity, 

I see thr<Mi^h ntnv: and ant sutficien! 

To fell the worki, his I’ut a ptuidy shadow, 

That old Time, as he passes hy, takes with him, 
AVluit had we been, old in the court of Creon, 
AVhere sin b justire, lust and ignorance 
The virtues of the great ones* t'tmsin Areite, 
t he loving gods foumi this b*’*‘'*‘ 

Shall I say more? 

An'. I would hear ymt still. 

Pui, You shall 

Is there leeortl of any two that loved 
Better than we do, Aicitc? 
sv Arc. .•“Hire there camnrt. • y 

Pai. 1 tio not think it possible our friendship 
Should ever leave us. 


tfliigiMe ; m titty miikt lliif wiilittiil 

«l‘i f Tliftibiilti rriisr* wrif, 

Willi* uml Miwm ciVtrr* TIiy iwti litlrr «ff tlit ttwl 

Bfiil tlie Iil4, tf>f i|.^ iitiiriitsi Ip the irarr of 

tlii telltri III flit iilfl Ttir nU u%% w fwl„ inm* 

hMitp muy itny, iJit diifuftitwii pC iI! men 

niiy A ittiiittd to cmi't rtw icqtniotieci m mim m mm im 
icfttima kiwttn thm. 




Arc- Till our deaths it cannot; 

And afuM- death oar spirits shall be led 


Enter Emilia mid her Servmff heicur, 


Ewi, This garden has a world of pleasures iu’t 
What flower is this ? 

&r%\ ’’I'is call'd N'arcissus, madam. 

Emi. That was a fair b<»,v cert.ain, but le^to! 
To love himself; were there not tnaids enough ?- 
An. Prav, forward 1 
Fd. Xci.- 

Emi Or were they all hard-hearted ? 

Sen. I'hcy could not he to one so fair. 


Sen'. Why, mariam r 
Emi, Men are inatl things,— 

Arc. Will von go forwarti, cousin?- 


Sert\ Yes. 

Emi i’ll have a gown full of Vm ; and of these; 
li.s'i.s a pretty colour : Will’t not do 
srely upon a skirt, wench? 

Sero. Dainty, madasn.- — 

Arc. Cousin! Cousin! How do you, .sir? Why, 


iiiark‘ ilte end ut 

rvidfRt m iilU aiul mu^% li;ive beensii to reader ©f llw 
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What's the matter, man? 
roL Behbhit and woiuter ! 

Ily tleavcij, !ihe ij a goddess ! 

C-dTre. »a! ^ 

I*3i. Do reverence ! 

SJie i,*j a goddcjfj*, .treite !— 

Kiiii. Of* all flmvers, 

Mefhiuks a rose is best. 

•SbT. Why, gentle madam r 
&w<rt-«4t is the very emblem of a maid : 
tor when the west wind courts her gent I v, 
mw modestly she blows, am! paints the Uuj 
»Jth her chaste blushes ! when the north conics 

Rude and impatient, then, like Chasfitv, 

»^ht* locks her beauties in her Imd again, 

And leaves him to base briers, 

&n\ Yet, good madam. 

mode>^vi II blow so far 

Hpww ^iwniinr ■ wfaPi" ‘ 

If she have"aiiy honourf would he loti 
To take example by her. 

MmL Thou art wanton,-— * 

Jrc, js womfroHs fair! 

She is all the beauty extant! , • 
i*mt, Ihc sun grows high i let's walk in S'Kccb 
^ these flowers; ^ 

»t?arArt can come neartheir colours. 

I am wond rous merry. hearted ; I cn«k! Jaugh now. 

I could he tiown, I am sure. 

Ami. And take one with you r 
. '^j’^fsaswe bargain, madam. 

, -m JVhat think you of this beauty? 

Jis a rare one, . ' ' 

Fal .a’^^bttt a rtre^one ? 


9 
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Arc. Yes, a matchless beauty. 

Pdf. ju)t a mail weii lose Isiinself, and 

love her? 

Arc. I cannot tell what you have done ; I have, 
Beshrew mine eyes for’t ! Now 1 feel my shackles. 

Pdl. You love her then? 

Arc. Who would not? 

FgL And desire her ? 

Arc. Before my liberty. 

PtiL I saw her first. 

Arc. That's nothing. 

Pal. But it shall be. * 

Arc. I saw her too. 

Put Yes ; fjut you must not love her. 

Arc. I will nut, as you do; to worship her, 

As she is heavenly, and a blessed goddess /• 

I love her as a woman, to enjoy her | 

So both may love. 

YftMwsb«yU,iiot love.ataU ^ ' ' 

Arc. Not love .it all ? who shall deny me? 

Pal I, that lirst saw her; i, that took possession 
First with mine eye of all those beauties in her 
Keveakd to mankind ! if thou lovest her, 

Or «utertai»’st a hope to blast my wishes, 

Thou art a traitor, Arcite, and a fellow 
False as thy title to her : Friendship, blood, - 
And*all the ties between us, I disclaim, 

If thou once think upon her ! 

Arc. Yes, I love her; 

And if the lives of all my name lay on it, 

I must do so ; I love her with my soul. : 

If that will lose you, farewell,. Falamon! 

I say again, I love ; and, in loving her, maintain 
I am as wortiiy and as free a lover, . , 

And have as just a title to her beauty, 

As any Falamon, or any living, . ' 


U Tim'T#0%OBLE [Act Jl 

Tlwf is t Win’s son. 

Pui Hare i oalid fhoe frienri? 
jirc. Vf'i, anti iiavi* taiinti nu* so. Why are you 
« ostteeii tlnis' 

L«t me <ieal rtiUSIy uifii yon ! atn fint I 
Fart t)f )m,jr hl'nifl, part of yuur sual ' you !ia%'e 
’ tf>i<l mt* 

Tliat 1 vv.'H ralaiinm, and you were AiiiU'. 

Pui. Yes. 

/ire.^m not I liahU* to those atl'eetiniK. 

Those fovs. jtriefs, angers, Tears, mv trunu! shall 
* ' sutler r 
Put. Ym may he. 

jirv. '^Vhy tlivn veunld you deal 'o rumtingly, 
So strangely, so unlike a Nohie Kui'uutit, 

To love alone? Speak truly; du you llunk roc 
ITtworfhy of her sight? 

Ptii. Ko; hut unjust 

Ami let mine honour thrum, ami never eliarge' 
Pul. Yes, it ire be Irut: one. 

Jiv. But sav that one • 

Had riithei eouthat me? 

Put. Let that one say so. 

And use rhy iVeetiom ! else, if thou pursuest>ijcr. 
Be as tisat eursetl man that hates Isis cuusstry, 

A branded villaiu ! 

Jrc. You are mad. 

Pat, I must be. 

Till thou art worrlsy, Areite; it eoticerns me! 
^d, in this nsadness, it' i ha/aul thee 
Amd take thy life, ! deal but ituly, 
sir! 

ihe child extremely : I will love her, 
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I must, I onglit to do so, and I dare; 

And all this justly. 

Pa/. Oh, that now, that now 
Thy false seif, and thy friend, had but this fortune, 
To be one hour at liberty, and grasp 
Our good swords in our hands, I would quickly 
teach tlice 

What ’twere to filch afiection from another! 
Thou art baser iu it tlian a cutpurse ! 

3*ut but thy head out of this window more, 

And, as I have u soul!^ Hi nail thy iife to’t! 

^rc. Thou dar’st not, ftfol; thou can’st not; thou 
art feeble ! 

Put my head out? I’ll throw my body out, 

And leap the garden, when I see her next. 

And pitch between her arms, to anger thae. 

Enter Jmior, 

PaL Xo mone! the Keeper’s connng; I sliaii live 
To knock tlty brains out witlj my sliackics. 

Jrc. Oo! 

Jailor, By your leave, gentlemen ! 

Pal. Now, ’honest Keeper? 

Jailor. Lord Arcite, you must presently to the 
duke: v.*. 

The ‘cause I know not yet. 

,.Jlrc. I anf ready, Keeper. 

JaUar, Prince Palamou, I must awhile bereave 
'''■'you 

Of your fairwusin’s company. [&i> with hm$m. 
Pal. And ih'^'ydo, 

Even when you pea#«* of lifef--Why ia be sent for? 
It may be, he shall 't||trry;her; he’s gewliy, 

And like enough the ouke hath taken notice 
Both''of jiis blootl anti body. Bat his falsehood! 
Why should a friend be treacherous? If that 

, , VOL, xux, o ’ ' 
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TAcf IL 


Get him a wife so »ohie, arifl so fair. 

Let honest men ne'er love airain. <)nce more 
I would hut see this fair one.— iSlessed jcrartlen. 
And fruit and flowers more hksscd, that stil! hlos- 
som 

As her hriijhf eyes shine on ye! 'U'ouhi I were, 
For all I he fortune «F my life hereafter, 

Yon littie tree, yon blooming a jiricot! 

How I would spread, and fling iny wanton arms 
In at her window ! I would bring her fruit 
Fit for the gorls to feed on ; youth and pleasure, 
Still as sire tasttul, simnld be douhled on her ; 
And, if she he not heavenly.** I would make her 
So near the gods in nature, they should fear lierj 
And then I am .sure she would love me* 


• Enlti' iMlm\ 

, ' i%,, tbiw now, Keeper! 

EitUm Batiisf 
Obtain'd his liberty ; but never more, 

Upoii his oath anti life, «m.st he set foot 

i Am! if iw ml Tiling ami ili« €ti«i of llif tieirl 

Iprffli* Hi'jiii miiy iii, mhi ii wiit 

liCiil. HI A rlinratierGl'ndich iiiitkr « plirrm) iifjGre* 

Our Iioie mipruvrii iipnin C^Ihhici'T hi WAliiii Piiitiw#ii ati4 ’ 

l\rril^ siiflMt rv t*iu 

tnl wiih «icmst by ttim iitAiis tiif owH^f imiablr, siii4 ii** ^ 

fill* letcirr*! 111 liB fiivoiir* 1* « bulls llua C*i*«icef 
imrikiiltrly giianl-iigAHm, ibr lir. miiben ilu* Twn Kiiuiiieai mitt 
f Hfnifi ifi iisuh mttli oiliff miicii tirtifr Iwp* 
pt nrif IG hf ill !rw. Iliil mif untU’^r^ lity Iii4 «ii»« 

all pfpjtiilite tpiiwi mi ^ifm ittlicieiil WAlkr 

litre 177s* 

„ aml^ ***** ' wltii Hit ** plwmi’ #f kft l« 



KIXS.MEX. 


Scene t] 


Upon tin's kjf\Cfloni; 

iV. He's ;i hiesscd man ! 

Hr shall see Thebes ag'ain» and call to arms 
'J’iic bold youn^j* men. that, when fiebids 'em charge. 
Fall <3n like fire: Arcite .shall have a liirtnne»'’ 

If he dare make himself a vvfjrthy lover, 

Tet in the field to strike a bailie for her; 

And if be lose her then, he's a c oUI cowaril: 
How liravcly may he licar himself to win her, 

If he be noble Arcite, thuusand ways! , 

Were I at liberty, I would df> things 
Of such a virtuous greatness, that this lady, 

This biushing virgin, should take manhood to 
And seek toVa%d.sh me. 

Jmior. My lord, for you 
I have this charge too. 

Pc/. To discharge my lifer , "■ , 

Jaihr, No ; but from this place to remove your 
ioadsbip i,„, 

The windows arc too open. 

Pai. I)cvil.s lake 'em. 

That arc so envious to me! Pr’ythee kill «ic ! 
Jntlor. And hang for’t aftenfard? 

Put By this good light, 

Had I a sword, I would kill thee. 

, Jailor, W'hy, my lord? 

Pai, Thou bring St such pelting* scurvy news 
continually, 

Tliou art not worthy life! I will not go. 

Jailor, Indeed you must, my lord. 

Pal, May I see the garden? 

No. ■ 


s Ardie Ml. have a fortoae. ] , ITiftt »s, a ciaaw, 

* Pelting.} This wortl is'ttik ased herein the sense ebmiaon in «i«i 
wriliag, tit, petty, ilespioiWe, hot as a general word of contempt, 
M in Oily's .^lidas*-" Alure never used b«t of old womea ant! 
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[Act 1L 


IV//. Then Fm resolved I w'd! not go, 

Jtdhi'. I must 

Constrain you tlien; and, for you are dangerous, 
rif clap nwnx* irons on yon. 

Pal I)<\ gornl Keeper! 

FI! shake Vni so, \ou shall not sleep; 

11! make you a new morris! .Must I go? 

Jailor. There is no remedy. 

Pal. Farewell, kind windowr I 
I\Iay rude wind never hurt thee I— Oh, my lady, 
If ever thou hast felt w hat sorrow' was. 

Dream how I suffer ! — Come, now bury me. iM,m4»L 


SCENE IL 


, , The Cmnlry- 

Arc. Banish'd the kingdom ? Tis a henefit, 

A mercy, i must thank ’em for; but banish’d ' 
The free enjoying of that face I die ftsr, 

Oh, ’twas a* studied punishment, a death 
Beyond iuiagination I Such a vengeance, 

That were 1 oid and wicked, all my sins 
Could never pluck upon me, Paianion, 

Thou hast the start now; thou shalt stay and sec 
^ Her bright eyes break each morning ’gainst thy 
window, ' 

And let in life into thee ; thou shait feed 
Upon the^ sweetness of amoble beauty, 
That'nai^e ne'er exceeded, ^ nor ne'er sltall; 
Good goill what hajppihess has -Falamon ! . ■ 
Twenty to one, heTixome to speak to her; ' 


Scene IL] 


JvINS:MEK. 


SS 


An<l if slic he as pjenik* as she's fair, 

1 know sht's his; he has a Inuafue svill tame 
I’empesrs, an<! make tiic wihi rocks wanton. Cmrse 
u’hat can conic, 

The worst is rieuth; I wi!! not leave the kingdom; 
I know mine own is init a heap of ruins, 

Ami no redress there; if I go, he has her. 

1 am resolved ; Aimther shape shat! make me, 
f)r end my hntunes; eillier way. I am.happy : 

I'll see her, and he near her, or no more. 

Enter four Count r if People ; one uiih a Garknd 
h;/m'e them. 

1 Coun. My masters, I'll be there, that’s certain. 

2 Conn, And TH be there, ^ 

sGmtn And i. ,, ^r;, vs' 

4 ‘ Why then, have with yei''boys ! Tis but. 

a chitiiiig ; 

I.el the plough play to-day! I* 11 lickie't out 
Clf the jades' tails to-morrow! 

1 Cmm. I am sure 

To have my wile uh jealous as a turkey: 

But that's all one; Tii g«» through, let her mumble. 

2 Cmn. Clap her aboard to-morrow night, and 
' .stow her, 

And all's made up again. 

3 Coun. Ay, do but put 

A feskue* in her fist, and you shall see her 
Take a new lesson out, and be a good w-ench. 

Do w'c all hold, against the mayiog! 

4 Coun. Hold? what 

Should ail us ! ■ ' ' ; ■ 

^ A MnaH wirt!* iiy whicis t#tcli la Kill 

Tlif aliusiyti in liie telb im iiuklicaU? to demtiit! f«r* 
ilicr cxpusiiicii. 


54 


[Act IL 


THE TWO KOBLE 

.1 Cmm: Arras will be there. 

’I Cmai. AnA Sciinots, 

And RycjiH ; and three better fads ne'er danced 
Uinkr green tree; and tc know what wenches. 
Ha! 

But will the dainty timmue, the sdumlmaster. 
Keep touch, dnyou think: for hcdoesali, ye kjciw. 

3 (’(Htv. lieli eat a horn bonk, ere Sie fail i tiu tui 
The matter is too far driven between 

Him and the tanner’s daughter, to let slip now ; 
And she must sec the duke, ami she must dance 
too. 

4 CmtiL Shall we be lusty ? 

2 Ctmih All the boys in Athens 

Blow wind i’ tlf breech on us! and here 111 fje, 
And there 111 he, for mir town, and hcjc again, 
Ami there again ! Ha, boys, heigh for the weavers! 
I ^ woods. 

2Coun»'B'y any meam;' our thing 'of kar«i||{ 
says so j 

Where he hinsself will edify the duke 
Host parlousiy in our bchalfs : He’s e.xccllent i’ 
th’ woods; 

Bring him to tlf plains, his learning makes no cry. 
''"‘SCmm, Well see the sports; then every *maa 
to’s tackle! &*■ 

*\nd, sweetcompanions, let's rehearse by any means. 
Before the ladies see us, and do sweetly, 

And God knows what may come oii’t ! ’ 

V 4 Cam, Content : The sports 
Once emied, well perform. Away, boys, ami hold ? 
Arc, By your leaves, honest tViciids! Fray you 
^ whither go you ? 

Whither?' why,, what a question's that! 
Arc, Yes, ’ttS',«';que3tio«, to me that knows not- 

3 CouH, To the gamesi, my friend. 




S CmnL u iKTc were you urea, you Know it not; 
Jrc, X<Jt far, sir. 

Arc there such games to-day? 

i Ow«, Yes, ' marry are there j 
Ami such as ytw ne'er saw: The duke hiwseif 
Will he in person thtfre. 

Arc 'iVhat pastimes are tliey ? 
a Cvufi. Wiestiiiig ami running.— ’Tis a pretty 
feliow'. ■ ^ 

S Couth I'hou wilt not go along? 

Jrc Not yet, sir. 

4 Cvim, ’If’ell, sir, 

Take your own time,^ — Come, boys ! 

1 Chmi My mind misgives me" ^ 

This fellow has a vengeance trick o’ tb’ hip; ; 
Mark, how his body’s made fort? ' ' ' 

2 Com. ri I be bang’d though, 

If he dare venture ; hang him, plumb-porridge ! 
He wrestle? He roast eggs. Come, let's be gone, 
lads ! Count rjimeu, 

Jrc This is an offer’d opportunity 
I durst not wish for. Well I could have wrestled, 
TIk* best men call’d it excellent; and ruu, 
Swifter the wind upon a field of corn* 

(Curling the wealthy cars) ne’er flew! I'll venture. 
And in some poor disguise be there t Who kn 
Whether my brows may not be girt with garland 
And happiness* prefer me to a place, 

Where I may ever dwell in sight of her ? [E 

3 Smftcr ihan wintf.] AmeuiW by Sewanl and Sympioa. 

“ Tidf saaara kre f w^/orfBur. 
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[Act IL 


SiS 


SCENE IIL 


Athens, A Rom in the Prison. 


JSnter JaiioAs Daughter, 

Dmgh. Why sliouH I love this gentleinaii ? ’Tis 
odds 

He never wil! affect me: I am base, 

3My father the mean keeper of his prison, 

Ami he a prince; To marry him is hopeless, - 
T«> be his whore is wiliess. Out upoa’t! 
Whafr.aittd bBa.Am w e wcpches driven to, , ■ 
When fiftecht him; 

1, seeing, thought he was a goodly man; 

He has as much to please a woman in him, 

(If he please to bestow it so) as ever 
These eyes yet look’d on : Next, I pitietl him 
And so would any young wench, o’ ray conscience, 
That ever dream’d, or vow’d her maidenhead 
To a young handsome man: Then, I loved him, 
Extremely loved him, infinitely loved him, 

And yet he had a cousin, fair as he too ; 

But in my heart was Palamon, and there. 

Lord, what a coil he keeps! To hear him 
Sing in an evening,* what a heaven li is I 


.To /OTir/rtw 

; m etening, 4*r4 . la Ail’s Well that Etuis Well, art i. 
scene i,'He»«8a»ys» 


.t;K’ 


« — "T w#' pretty, 'ihoaghi a plajjae, 
Tt» see Wm every iteur; to sit anti draw 
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SCEHE in.] 


And yet iiisi son,?.*; arc sad ones. Fairer snolicn 
Was never "cntienian; When 1 come in ' 

'!’(» bring him water in a inoruing, first 
He hows his noble body, then salutes me tlius : 
Fair, gentle maid, good morrow! may thy good- 
ness 

Get thee a happy husband T Once he kissM me; 
I bvctl luy lips the better ten days after: 

’Would he would do so every day 1 He grieves 
much, 

And me as much to see his misery; 

What should I do, to make him know I love him? 
For I would fain cnjtry him; Say ! ventured 
To set him free? what says the law then? 

Thus much for law', or kindred 1 I will do 
And this night, or to-morrow: He shall love me! 


ITw arelwcl Itnws^ hk ht'^srling eye, likcnrl^ 

Ifi our liCiirVs IaIjIc*: llenrt, loo capaWi? 

Oi f\<*ry iii<e ami trirk ui f 

But utiw Ih‘% iin?l my itloialryu,^ kiHcy 
RfiiHl Miiiriiiy kits rrfe/ — ferft 
^ * Fur im or Umimi: I mii ii^ 

Jmi ikis nigMi «r iu^rmtrm kne SmMii mmhf 

fcry licentiously, 

^ Fm* kw &r limirtd: I wiii tk ii^ ay 

Jnd iik nigiif ; uml h hm me, 

Bui aDlhing k wquiml but icgukling i!ie ptincl^ilbnj ^4t!cli wai 
^ofie % #it kii e^ilors. 
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[Act II 


SCENE IT. 


Jn open Place in the City. A simrt jimtriah of 
cornet Si ami shouts tcithim 

Enter Tut.sr.vs, Hippolita, Pe&ithous, Emilia, 
Auci rt disguised, with a garland, and Country- 
men, 

7'hes. I'ou have <l(ine wortliily ; T have not seen, 
Since Hercules, a man of tnua'her sinews; 
T'hateVr yon are, you run the best, anti wrestle, 
That these times can allow. 

Arc. I 

Tkes. What coitntrjfTirca yowr 
Arc, This; but far off, prince. 

2'kcs. Are you a geutlcman? 

Air. itfy father said so ; 

Aiifi to those gentle uses gave me life.’ 

The.w Are you his heir? 

Arc. His youngest, sir, 

Tim. Your father 

Sure IS a happy sire then. IVhat proves you ? 

Are. A little of ail noble qualities; 

I could have kept a hawk, and well have holloa'd 
’ To a deep cry of dogs; I dare not praise 
My feat m horsemanship, yet tliey that knew me 

^ AM Wikme gcMk ii» me ** me life <iii 

pisrptist me ^ ' 

Sewari^ fel mn pro|w^r«pkMli0iu mutt ex* 

treise liis corijtci^rtl tii4 wisfeti I# reiil life*. '' ' 
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Would say it was iw liesf piecej last, and greatest, 
I would l.)c thouglit a soldier, 
ykvv. Yon are perfect. 

Ftr. Upon my .wul a profser man ! 

Ihni. He is so. ' 

Per- fit)w do y.nn like him, lady? 

Hip. f juimire Iiinj : 

I hasT not seen so voiuig a man so noble, 

(If lie say true) t>f his sort. 

Efiii. Ik'lievc, • • 

Jlis motiier was a wondVous handsome svamaii I 
His face methinks goes that way. 

Hip. But !iis body, 

And fiery inimi, illustrate a brave father. 

Pen Mark how his virtue, like a hidden sun, 
Breaks through his baser garments* 

Hip, He’s well got, sure. 

, Tkes.~ What made you seek this piace^'-sir? 
Arc. Noble Thesetis, 

To purchase name, and do my ablest service 
To such a well-found wonder us ihy wortli ; 

For only in tliy court, of all tlm worhl, 

Dwtdis Yair-eycd Honour, 

Per, All his words are worthy. 

I'/ia, Sir, wt* are much indebted to your travel, 
Nor shall you lose your wi.shes. — Ferithous, 
Dispose of' this fair gentleman. 

Per. Thanks, Theseus! — 

Whate’er you are, you are minei and I shall give 
you 

To a most noble service, to this lady, 

This bright young virgin Pray observe her good- 
ness. ” 

You have ht>nour’d her fair birth^day with your 
virtues, 

And, as your due, you are hers; kiss her fair hand, 
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/hr. Sir, you’re a noble giver.-— Dearest beauty, 
Thus let me seal my vowVI faith ! wiien ytmr ser- 
vant 

(Your most uinrorthy creature) but oifends you, 
CommamI him die, he shall. 

EmL That were too cruel. 

If you <k*.scrve well, sir, I shall .sotiu seek : 

You are mine; and somewhat better than your 
rank 

FI! iwe you. 

Fer, ril see you furnish'd : And because you 
say 

You arc a horseman, I must needs entreat you 
This afternoon to riile ; hut 'tis a rough one, 

Jrc. I like him better, prince ; i shall not then 
Freeze in my saddle. 

Then. Sweet, you must he ready ; 

And you, F.milia; .iml you, frieinl ; and all ; 
Tomorrow, by the .sun*, to do observance 
To bowery well, sir, 

Upon your mistress ! — Emily, I hope 
lie dial! not go a-foot. 

FmL That were a shame, sir, 

Wh ite 1 have horses. —Take vour choice; and what 
You want at any lime, let me but know it : 

If )mi serve faitlifuliy. 1 dare assure you 
You'll find a .oving mistress. 

Jrc. If 1 do nut, 

Let we imd that my father ever hareti, 

Disgrace ami hhjw.s ! 

I'lies. Go, lead the way ; you have won it ; 

* - f/> rf.) Ghservmcr 

Tu jlxnfni Mav.J Ol thf, cuslctii of goiojj into Uio woods lo 
Celebrate the mUtiihictmii oi Mfij', aiul lilt* M-tcnil rit<s iticerveit 
by ditfereni peupk* «»!i that m'ca*i'rti, die reatler will »«' itti ample 
account ift Baurne’a OtowmtMns on Popuhtr Aiil'fpui'C,. S« 
Brand's etiiibn, avo, ilfT, printed u Ncwmile, lu eii— ttwtf. 
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Scene V.] 


It shall be so : You shall receive all dues 
Fit for tise htjiiour you have won ; 'tvverc wrong 
else. — 

Sister, hesbrew mj heart, you have a servant, 
That, if I were a woman, would he master; 

But you are wise. IFtipiin's'k, 

Emi, 1 hope too wise for that, sir. 


A Room ill the Pmon, 


Enier Amior's Daughter, 

Dtiugh. Let all the tlukes, ami all the devils 
roar. 

He is at !ii)erfy ! I have ventured for him; 
And'out i iiavc brought him to a little wood 
A mile hence. 1 have sent hitn, where a cctiar, 
Higher than all the rest, spreads like a plane 
Fast by a brook ; aiul there he shall keep close, 
Till i provide him Hies and food; for yet 
Hi.s iron braetdets arc not off. Oh, Love, 

What a stout-hearted child thou art ! IMy father 
Durst better have endured cold iron, than tione it* 
I love him beyond love, and beyond reason, 

Or wit, or safety ! I have made him know it: 

I care not ; I am tlesper^te ! If the law 
Find me, ami then comiemu me for’t, some wen- 
ches, 

Some honest-licartcd maids, will slug my dirge, 
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Anri tell to memory my death \ras noble, 
l>v ins? almost a martyr. That way lie takes, 

1 |nirjiosc is my way too : Sure lie cannot 
ik so unmanly as to leave me here ! 

If he <k), maids uilt not so easily 
Tn!^^ men a^ain : And yet he has not thank’d m« 
Tor what I have done j no, not so inucli as kiss'd 
me ; 

Aik! that, methinks, is not so well ; nor scarcely 
Could I persuade him to become a freeman, 

He matie such scruples of the wron^t lie did 
To me and to my father. Yet, I hope, _ 

TVhen he considers more, this love of mine 
Will take more root within him : Let him do 
"'iVliat he will with me, so he use mejiindiy ! 

For use me so he shall, or I'll proclaim him, 

And to his face, no man. Ill presently 
Frur'ide him necessaries, and pack my clofhciwp, 
Ami where tlierc is a path of grmnifl I'll venture, 
So be be in, tthiuiow, 

Til ever dwell, Witmn this hour the whoohub 
Will he all oVr the prison : I am then 
Kissijio the man they look for. 'Farewell, father! 
Cet many more such prisoners, and such tiaughters, ' 
And sljonly you may keep yourself, Xon' to him 1 

[A'.n7, 
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ACT m. SCENE I 


A Forest. Cornets in sumlrtt phiccs. 
hallming ns people 


Enter Arcite 


Arc. The tiukc lias lost Hippolita ; each took 
A several land. This is a solemn rite 
They owe hlooin’ti May, and the Athenians pay it 
To the heart of ceremony. Oh, tjucen Emilia^ 
Fresher than May, sweeter 
Than her gold hutions on the houghs, or all 
Th' enameird kiiaek.s o' th’ nieari or garden ! yea, 
We clialienge ttio {lie bank of any nymph, 

That makes tfic stream seem ilowers; tlioii, oh, 
Jewel 

O’ th* wood, o’ th* world, hast likewise blest a place 
Witii thy sole presence.* -in thy niuiination 
That I, poor man, might eftsoons come between, 
Ami* chop on some coki thouglitl — Thrice blessed 
chance, 

To drop on such a mistress ! Expectation 
Most guiltlyss of it ! Tell roe, oh, lady Fortune, 
(Next after Emily my sovereign) iiow far 


9 tikemie bksf a pace 

Wllk liiti m 1% nmimUm 

Tiiui ! muit might efimmm CMf 
And idmp mi mim* vM ikmighi^ ttmee 
Tfee utmmlmeui vf tin* luiiiciuattoa b lios |?ab5ia| 
pm€ pkci^ m’t bf Sewards— Kd# 17 TB* 
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I may be proud. S3ie takes strong note of me, 
Hath made me near her, and this beauteous njorii 
('flic prim'st of all the year) presents me with 
A brace of horse.s; two .such steeds might well 
ife Ijy a pair of kings back’d, in a field 
'I'bat theii crowns' titles tried. Alas, aUi.s, 
l\ujv cousiti Palamon, poor prisoner ! (Jiou 
Mo little dicamst upon my fortune, that 
'Jliou think’st thyself the happier thing, to be 
So near Epttlia j me thou deein’st at Thebes, 

And therein wretched, although free : But if 
Thou kaew’st my mistress breathed on me, and 
that 

I Cvir’d her language, lived in her eye, oh, coz. 
What passion would enclose thee ! 

£/ikr Pa LA MON' m/ pf ft Bns/t, xcitff //« Shackks ; 
6aids his Fkt at ARCrrE. 


, if tliesc signs 
Is haijtl 

But owner of a sword. By all oaths in one, 

1, and the justice of my love, woiihi make thcc 
A confess'd traitor! Oh, thou most pcrfulious 
That ever gently look’d ! the void'st of honour 
That e’er bore gentle token falsest comsin * 
That ever blood made kin ! call’st thou her thine? 
ni prove it in mv shackles, with these hands 
Wold of appointment/ that thou licst, um! art 

; 0 «Olf ffTjldiOUS \ ; r " 

, ^ That cxer gt'fiilif tmk'4 tie vnuies uf hmmr, 

Tkut nrr hure gentk reader will, I birlinvt*, limi 

tliis (whidi luid i^. {kuaated ws ail thrutp at faU 

ckated up by Mr Sympsoa to entire satisfeclion *— SeB'ard. 

* Vaid of appoirtttaeai,! That is, void of preparation for ite 


Thou siboutdsf' perceive my passion 
Of prisonment were off me, and th 


4 - 





Scene I.] 

A very thief in love, a chaffy lord, 

Nor worth the name of villain ! Had I a sword 

And these house-clogs away 

Jrc. Dear cousin Palamoa~--~- 
Fal. Cozener Arcite, give me language such 
As thou hast shew’cl me feat 
Are. Not finding, in 
The circuit of my breast, any gross stuff 
To form me like your blazon, holds me to 
This gentleness of answer ; Tis your passion 
That thus mistakes ; the which to you being enemy, 
Cannot to me be kind. Honour and honesty 
I cherish, and depend on, howsoe’er 
You skip them in me j and with them, fair coz, 
III maintain my proceedings. Pray be pleased 
To shew in generous terms your griefs, since that 
Your question’s with your equal, who professes 
To clear his own way, with the mind and sword 
Of a true gentleman. ‘ 

Fal. That thou durst, Arcite? 

Arc. My coz, my coz, you have been well ad* 
vertised 

How much I dare : You have seen me use my 
sword 

Against the advice of fear. Sure, of another 
You would not hear me doubted, but your silence 
Shauld break out, though i’ th’ sanctuary. 

FaL Sir, 


He» art tlboQ io ttppmntment, fresb and ftur, 


t&m Amt skaecd mfetH.} That », letjrsar language cer 
pond with the vikiiess of your 
VOt, XIIT. % 




04 THETWO^^HOBLE^. [Act IIL 

I may be proud. She takes strong note of' me, 
Hath made me near her, and this beauteous rnnni 
(The pi'im’st of ail the year) presents im* with 
A brace of horses; ttvn such steeds migltt well 
Be by a pair of kings back’d, In a iititi 
'.riiat rlif’u crowns’ titles tried. Alas, alas, 

I'our cousin Palamon, poor prisoner ! thou 
Mo little (Ireajn'st upon my fortiuic, that 
'Hum tiiink'st thyself the happier thing, to in- 
Mo near Emdia; me thou deeinst at Thebes, 

And therein wretched, although free : But it' 
Thou knew’st my mistress breathed on me, and 
that 

I car’d her language, lived in her eje, oh, coz, 
What passion would enclose thee I 

F,nttT Pa I AMOK mi r>f tt Ihtsk, tvitk hh Skmiikii ; 
f/cmh kis Fkt af AnvrtK, 

' Fui ' ** *‘**^‘**^ , ” n 

Thou sh’ouldsf perciiivc ihy' passion, if these signs 
Of prisoiiment were ofi* me, and this liaiul 
But owjier of a sword. By all oaths in wje, 

1, and the Justice of my love, would make ihcc 
A confess ti traitor! Oh, thou most petfidiaus 
That ever gently look’d ! the void’st of honour 
That e’er bore gentle token falsest cousin 
That ever blood made kin ! cali’st thou her thine? 
I’ll prove it in my shackles, with tlicse hands 
Void of appoititusent,* that lliou Ucsi, utul art 

^ — ‘——Oths most per^iaii.t 
,, . Tiii( n-fr lmi'4 tie voislt's ttf hmam, 

T&at^ ever iorr gmtk ittktH.I Thi? reader will, J t’mil 

tVis dsfficttlt pa»Kaj;s (wiikk iuuii<Hi{( pu»*kd all thttv) 
cleared »p by Mr Sywipsoa to entire saiiifactwn — A'm'ard. 

» Fwd of apikitAmeay Tbat is, ?oW of ptcpariUiou tor die 
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A very thief in love, a chafty lord. 

Nor worth the name of villain ! Had I a sword 
And these house-clow's away— — 
ylrc. Dear cousin Paiainoa— — • 

Fal Cozener Arcite, give me language such 
As thou hast shew’d roe teat S* 

Arc. Not finding, in 
The circuit of my breast, any gross stuff 
To form me like your blazon, holds me to 
This gentleness of answer : Tis your passion 
That thus mistakes ; the which toyoubeingenemy, 
Cannot to me be kind. Honour and honest}' 

I cherish, and depend on, howsoe’er 
A'ou skip them in me ; and with them, fair coz, 
III maintain ray proceedings. Pray be pleased 
To shew in generous terms your griefs, since that 
Your question’s with your equal, who professes 
To clear his own tvay, with the mind and sward 
Of a true gentleman. 

Pal. That thou durst, Arcite ! 

Arc. My coz, my coz, you have been well ad* 
vertised 


How much I dare : You have seen me use my 
* swor<l 

Against the advice of fear. Sure, of another 
You would nor hear roc doubted, but your silence 
Should break out, though i* th’ sanctuary. 

Pal Sir, 


figbt, having ao weapons. So in Troilas and Cre&sitla, Agamam- 

iiaii stjs t0 ^ 

u fre&h iml faifi 

Aritidpaiiiig ii»e slarimg 

s Cmtmr Jrcittf gim me imgmge mk 
//i tkm kmi skmed me/mL} Tfeni 1 % tel war tattgaage cc-i- 
Wipiid wiifi ilie vileiiess of j0ar 
WJL, Sill, B 


I 


h'n THE TWO NOBLE {Act III. 


I have seen you move in such a place, whivh well 
justify your jnanhoofl ; you ivere call’d 
A good knight and a bold: But the whole week’s 
tu»t fair, 

If any day it rain 1 Their valiant temper 
!o'i', wlien they incline to freacliery ; 

And then they fight likecompeii'd hears, w<mld fly 
’Were tiicv iu»t lied. 


Jrc. Kinsman, you might as well 
Speak this and act it in your glass, as to 
His ear, which now <lisdains you ! 

Pal, Come up to me ! 

me of these cold gyves, give me a sword 
(Though it be rusty), and the charity 
Of one meal lend me ; come before me then, 

A good sworri in thv hand, and do but say 


fhat Emily is thine, I will forgive 

The Ue^pasN thau hast done me, yea my life, 

If then thou carry’t ; and brave smils in shades. 


lSome"new8 get no^Nuyt 

this, ’ 

That thou art brave and noble. 


Arc, Be content ; 

Again betake you to your hawthorn-house ! 

1Vith counsel of the night, I will be here 
With wholesome viands ; these impediments * 
Will I file olf; you shall have garments, and 
perfumes to kill the smell o’ ta prison ; after, 
Wlten you shall stretch yourself, and i.ay but, 
“ Arcite, * 

I am in plight !” there shall be at your choice 
Both sword and armour. 

PaL Oh, you heavens, dare any 
So nobleJjear a guilty business ? None 
But only Arcite f therefore none but Arcite 
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In this hind is so hoUl. 

Jrc. Swet’t Pijiamon-— • 

Pui, I do cinbiacc you and your offer : For 
Your offer do't I only, sir ; your person, 

■^Vithout hypocrisy, I may not wish 
I^Iore than my sword’s edge mrt 

l/rin(l Iwrns of cornet. u 
Arc, You hear the horns : 

Enter your muse,® lest tiiis match between us 
Jk crost ere met. Give me your hand ; I'arewcll ! 
I’ll bring you every needful thing : 1 pray you 
Take comfort, and be strong ! 

P(tL Pray hold your promise, 

And do the deed with a beat brow ! most certain 
You love me not ; be rough with me, and pour 
This oil out of your language: 1% this air, 

I could for each word give a cuff! niy stomach' 
Not reconciled by reason.- , ^ 

Arc. Plainly spoken ? 

Yet pardon me liurd language : When 1 spur 
Wy horse, I chide him not; content and anger 
In me have but one face, {H'ind hums. 

^ 1 wM hiiwthv kmu ; 

Emcr^ur music, /«# tim mukk 

Ik cma eer wri.J m eviskiilly c^rryfH ; I rcgil muM 

fiiicA* ; the mme of u Imre is exactly flic him context rt c|ttires* 

1 iiod ibis emeiidatkm in Mr TteobaUrs margin ; bok ^ 
bim, I know iioi whether he liacl it Irons mt^ m bit upon it before# 

■ ■ SfVitrdw 

This emendation Imtl been similt l^fore by Sir William Have** 
mn% to whom, m it mmss a happy eonjccinre^ ihe iiicrit of it 
ought to be ascribci# Ik reads (Eifal5»acl iii# p# 28}^ 

You licar ihn Isoms s Enter your Take 

Coiiitbn aiui be 

ilfiim* must certaifily be amendetl, bul there is no occasion to 
interpolate the word fiiic/i with Seward# 
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[Act in. 


Hark, sir ! they call 

1'he scattcrVI to the banquet : You must guess 
J have an othce there. 

FaL Sir, j’oiir attendance 
Cannot please Heaven ; and I know your office 
Unjustly is atchieved. 

jf rc. I have a goml title, 

I am persuaded : This question, sick between us, 
By bleeding must be cured, I am a suitor 
That to your sword you will bequeath this plea, 
And talk of it no more. 

FaL But this one word : 

You’re going now to gaze upon my mistress ; 

For, note you, mine she is 

Arc, Nay, then----- 
FaL Nay, pray you !' — 

You talk o? feeding me to breed me strength : 
You are going now to look upon a sun 
Tli]tittii««tiieu#w’ hat it looks ou ; there you have 

1 may enforce my remedy. Farewell ! " ■ 

rm p^nmM ikk reading ftiid poifiilni 

hrmn 
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SCENE IE 


Another Part fljf the Forest, 


Enter Jailors Daughter, ■ 

Daugh. He has mistook the brake I meant ; * 
is gone 

After his fancy. ’Tis now well-nigh morning j 
No matter I ’would it were perpetual ni^ht, 

And Darkness lord o’ th’ world !— Hark t ’tjs a wolf ; 
In me hath Grief slain Fear, and, but for one thing, 
I care for nothing, and that’s Palamonr ' ' ■ 

I reck not if the wolves w'ould jaw me, so 
He had this die. What if 1 halloo'd for him? 

I cannot halloo ; if I wlioop’d, what then? 

If he not answer’d, 1 should call a wolf. 

And do him but that service. I have heard . 
Strange bowls this live-long night j why may ’t 
not be 

They have made prey of him ? He has no weapons ; 
He cannot run j the jingling of his gyves 

* I/e km mistook lie beakc I mroiir.} Seward alters keuke to 
bsek, which, says he, “ is an old Eji^IA word, and now in ase in 
all the northern counties ; it signiSes a ferook or river j anti some 
towiifs, as Welbeck, Holbedc, &c. take tibeir name* from it, See 
Ray's Northern Dial«l8, and Skinner on the word.” 

liavenant here is less successful in his aStoratian than in other 
pasaiges; He reads Reed. 

A more simple, and imieed very ohvtous variation of Mason’s 
I have introduced iit the text, where only a single letter differs 
from die old text. By brake she mean* the Lush in which P*!a- 
jaon Say concealed. 
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!Mi<j:Ut.c.Tl]i fell things to listen, who have in them 
A sense to know a man unarm’d, anti can 
Smell where resistance is. Fli set it down 
He' 's torn to pieces ; they how ft! many together, 
And then they fed «n !iim : So nnirh for that! 

Be hohl to ring the twH ; Imw stand I then ? 

All’s chared when lie is gone.” No, no, I He ; 

Wy father's to he bang'd for his escape ; 

Myself to fjeg, if I prized life .so much 
As to deny my act ; hut that 1 would not, 

Should I try death by dozens ! — I am moped : 
Food took I none these two days; sipt some water; 
I have not c!o.scd mine cye.s,‘ save wlten my itds 
Seowered oft’ their brine. Alas, di.ssolve, my life! 
Let not iny .sense unsettle, lest I should drown, 
Or .stab, or hang myself! 

Oh, state of Nature, fail together in me, 
iiince thy be.st prop.s arc warp'd ! — So ! wliich way 

The Met wayipilini^ * gutve : 

Each errant* step besides is torment- I/t, 

The moon is down, the crickets chirp, the screech* 
owl 

Calls in the dawn ! all ofliccs arc done, 

Save what 1 fail in : But the point is thi.s, 

An end, and that is ail ! [&iV. 

9 4if$ ebart-c! u:/ir« fm is $me^2 Tliai is, My ta^k i$ 
ibeji**’'* CAarc is frequently useti for Uj»k work. 

* Fml i0§k I wiitf ikese Iro 

Hip! smt tcoler^ 1 Ve ngt chsed mine ryri*] Symplon tiid Ills* 
ftOB %vo«kl read, *€tpt tome water; but the old Iwl it |)iTftctl| 
pwijK^r, for sitrely^^thein k m inipropTOiy in ibe tntmnm of Ific 
wmi/md to iiouri^ililtig wliieli %%'ker i» iioi, ,Ii k m if &!»* 

said, i bavc taken m ibod iliese tm clayst only 

* Irrani,] fkk W0i4fifqiii®l1|'ciccii« m llie »ii» 
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SCENE m. 


The same Pari of the Forest as htfare. 


Euler Abcite, mlh Meat, and Fits, 

Jrc, I should be near the place. — IIo, cousin 
Palamon ! 

:y :: jEsjfer pAEAMjpS|:l 

Arc, The same : I have brought you food and 
files. 

Come forth, ant! fear not ; here’s no Tlicscus. 
PaL Nor none so honest, Arcitc. 

Arc, That's no matter; , 

We’II argue that liercaftcr. Come, take courage; 
You shall itot die thus beastly; here, sir; drink! 
I know you arc faint ; tlien i’ll talk further with 
* you. 

PaL Arcite, thou might’st now poison me. 

Arc, I might ; 

But I must fear you first Sltdown; and, good now, 
No more of these vain parlies ! let us trot. 
Having our ancient reputation with us, 
iMake talk for fools and cowards. To your health ! 

iDrlnh. 

PaL Do 

Arc, Fraysitdown then; andletmeentreatyou, 
By all the honesty and honour in you, 
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No mention of this woman I 'twill disturb us ; 
tVe aba^ll have time enough. 

Fiji Well, sir, TH pledge you. 

Arc, Drink a good hearty draught ! it breeds 
good blood, man. 

Do not you feel it thaw you f 
FaL Stay ; Fil tell you 
After a tlra'ught or two more* 

Arc. Spare it not ; 

The duke has more, coz. Eat now * 

Pal. Yes. 

Arc. I am glad 
You have so good a stomach. 

Pal. i am gladder 
I have so good meat ttft^ 

Arc. Is’t not mad lodging 
Here in the wild woods, cousin.^ 

Pal. Yes, for them 
Tliat have wild consciences. 

Arc ' , 

Your hunger nedda «ec, 

Pd/. Not much: " 

But if it did, yours is too tart, sweet cousin, 
What is this ? 

Arc, Yenison. 

Pal. Tis a lusty meat. 

Give me more wine : Here, Arcite, to the wewches 
We have known in our days! The iord*stcward’s 
daughter ; 

. Do you remember her ? 

Arc. After you, coz. 

Pal, She loved a black-hair’d man. 

Arc. She did so : Well, sir ? 
rPal And I have heard some call him Arcite; 

- SV-: : and— , . - ■ 

.dm Out with it, Taith • 

Pal Sh^ met him ' in aa arbour ; 
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What did she there, cozr Play o’ th’ virginals:^ 
Jrc. Something she did, sir. 

FaL iMacIc her groan a month for’t; 

Or two, or three, dr ten. 

Arc. The marshal's sister 
Had her share too, as I remember, cousin, 

Else there be talcs abroad : You’ll pledge her ? 
JPai. Yes. 

Arc. A pretty browu wench ’tis ! There was a 
time 

When young men went a-hunting, and a wood, 
And a broad beech ; and thereby hangs a tale. — 
Hctgh-bo 1 

J^aL For Emily, upon my life ! — Fool, 

Away with this strain’d mirth! I say again. 

That sigh was breathed for Emily ; Base cousin, 
Darest thou break first ? . ^ 

Arc. You are wide.* = 

'Pal. By Heaven and earth. 

There’s nothing in thee lionest ! 

Arc. Then I’ll leave you : 

You are a beast now. 

Pal. As tlmu mak’st me, traitor. 

Arc. There’s all things needful j files, and shirts, 
\ and perfumes: 

III come again some two hours hence, and bring 
T'lat that shall quiet all. 

A. word 

^ Fitgimk*} A musical inslnitieeilsiaiiliirloa wry small khi 
cf Bloiiat ialorms iis lliat it is ^ c&IW ** Iwcatise inaifis 

aid firgiis do moil mmmmiy fllf" m Aem*'* So in The Poor 
Maa% Comfort by Daboroe t 

** A dap of thtiider stay-lbe cltmoroiii noise 
Of this rode miitimdc ^ tbese jaefet 

That slip md imke s noise as eacli inkn mom tb'em 

♦ i$i you are mit of the marl; ; m c-Xjircssioi 

from arclicry* 
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Jrc. Fear me not. Yon are mow too foul t Fare- 
... ' ivell! 

C.n’t ofl'yoMS' trinkets; you shall want nouglit. 
Fai. Sirrah 

Arc. ru hear 110 more ! _ ^ fKrt'L 

FaL Ifhc keep loucJi, he dies for't! [£’.(/>. 


SCENE IV, 


Another Part the Forest. 


Enter JaiioFs Daughter. 

Dtutgh. I am very cold ; and all the stars arc 
■ '' , out ttm, 

The' Uta«- : * 

The '»«« has seeWli^l^y.AlrWltaion ! • '• ^ 

Alas, MO ; he’s in Heaven !«— Where am I now ? — 
Yonder’s the sea, and there 'saship ; how't Inmhkff 
And there’s a rock lies watching under water;’ 
Now, now, it beats upon it ! now, now, now ! 
There's a leak sprung, a sound one ; liow they cry ! 
Spoom her before the wind,® you’ll lose all eisd l 

^ Barret^ iii hk Alvearle*?iaj<!, Ati tigki k a Jinfei m 

mt\ cap*''' A«il Catgrave eNphlas qiii^wi, ** Any |irt;!iy toy, 
triiiki-t, or trifle «f sioall value ; as a iltik'lirooche, flower^ fai!lfoi% 
^gkty &c. on the hat, heatlj, ImmU or ttiitl wornt 

(eypeciiilly by a wotnaii) thr mmmig wl" tlic 

‘W’oril soils the test belitr lluia llie mm^ cmtmm one, tiz* the tag 
of a point. 

^ Upon 4 t Iffbrr Mr Mr Syrapson tliiiili tliis ii not 
tm« m langiMge, aral pau wlml I hdhw is, _ '^0 

Mr llicoiaH Teads,^ ' ' 
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Up with a course or two, and tack about, boys I 
Goodnight, good night; you are gotiel—f' am 
very iiungry : 

’Would I could find a fine frog! he would tell me 
News from all parts o’ th’ world ; then tvould I tniike 
A currack’ of a cockle-shdl, and sail 
By East and North-east to tlie king of Pigmies, 
For he tells fortunes rarely. Now, my father, 
Twenty to one, is truss’d up in a trice 
To-morrow morning ; I’ll say never a word- 

SONG, 

F&r HI cut my green emt* afoot ahote mi/ knee s 
And rii clip imf i/ellom iockSt inck him mmee'e. 
Hey, mnnf, mmi^, mnnt/, i 

Spoon her before ike 
Eilfirr of tliom will do.— Stxarff, 

^ llie lexi is probably llie true reading* So in Tlie Double Mar- 
riage* wl* VI 11. p. SJ 

Well spare her mt mmn lop^il ; 

She shall ti«t look iis bug* we are no iturters*, 

Down wiih the foresail too I well before bar*** 

? Carrmk} A ship of heavy bonhen. See vol# XIL p. 391. 

s For rii cull &c.] Dave otni alterdl this song in llie follow* 
ing maiiiiof : 

** For straight »y green gown into bitacits HI inake^ 

Afu! my yellow locks mmh shortor III lake. 

Sing down a-dowpi &c. 

Then 111 cut ate a swiicfii and on that ride aboiitf 
Aad wander and wander till I find him m%% 

With a heifli dowp^ 
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lie's kiy me a white ea^,® forth for i& ride, 

Jnd i'U seek him through the world that is so wide. 
i/fj/, iioawj, mmit/, 

C)h, for a prick now like a nijElitinjjalc,* 

To put my breast against! I shall sleep like a top 
else, [E.ri/. 


^ i l\h bup me « rit/r mU] Ih*$ h m cotnittoa ttbbrcf wlioii of 
ke ali/l/, coiHiiWfi among ifeo vulgar ; Etiil ihm k no 
in lead witli Cui k m old temi for a bad liorae. 

So in Tfie Slerry Dmil of Edimoiitoii 

** Tl;e milk-wlsite cuts sliall turn ibc i^venchcs fill* 

Ami lay iheir cloitsei^ luiBbling m tim dmi/* 

* Jiff Tbb a eoniittoii burden of songs, ami 

fUTmliarlj apiiropnaii'd m sueli m mem song by Ji^tracied girts. 
Sfr. Itwfs Stlak^|1ealu, voU XVII# m and XVtIL 

2m* 

, * 'W#/«r « prkk liM n nmkiin^&k^ 

nllwwoB 11 mm {mmmi ir* 
-mif ii>drnVfti^Wi||ip|||^^ m ftm 

diseedi we $iiiil 'iribei lit toW » pmm wtillwi by Flci* 

c!ior*i comill, iiltcli tl pres«iTil.li scarcely liiowti ; 

■** So Pbibwel perch*! on m aspiti sprig, 

Weeps all the nighi her li»l virgiiiiiiei 
And singii her sad tale lo the merrie twig, 

That dances El such joyful! miseric, 

Ke ever lets sweet rcsl invade her eyet 

But immng m a iksim her dainiy * 

ftw/mr ^€if skmM $imi mU hr i^mf^ 

Expresses in tier mug grief not lo be eKprwl/* 

Cbrkts Vicloiie and Tfionipli in llcEveii and I*krtli ewer ami if* 
icr Death. Py FJelcIteri 2d edit 4ta^ p. 
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SCENE V. 


A Grove in ihc Fomi. 


Enter Geehoi.d* four Countrymen^ m Morris- 
dancers, (and the JBavkn,^) five f Venches, mik a 
Taborer, 


Ger. fp fy ! 

What tediosity and disensanity. - 

. * fli? Tills is a mtf iiuiisiial cliiracler In a iwrris- 

imm^ till it. mot wtimii, ia nay atiier,dM'pl»y* His occupa^ 
tioa may lie gatlierel fmm tie sequel 

Wlitre% tie Bavit^u f 
My frienl, carry ymr tail wSilasil ofeace 
Or scinlAl ta Ifac tali« ; aal le sure 
Ym imik witli aiidaeily and maahimd ! 

" Aad wle» ym Imk^ la il wtdi jiidpwciil, 

Tie Baviftft is only tte ptrlicakr kmi of M in lie present mor- 
rls-ltnee^ noi a separate -clartcler, m Mr Steffens %upjJNise.d* mis- 
!ialcfi|ltiidiog the following passage s 

aul neit tie fool^ - - 

Tie Bmim^ will tong tall eke long tool* 

Mr Dottcei wlo Iwi iirown great iigll on tie ciirioiis subject of 
lie morris-daiscet otsserra m lbi» in bis ilimtraiioiai of 

Shakspeate^ (wl, II. p* U§) Here ate not iwa fook described^ 
Tlie const rocti an is^ * next coiiitti tit fiml, i. e. ilie Eafian fciolp 
&c. This might life been the iiki fooli and so lenomifiated 
from bis wearing a bib^ in Fitncl htemm fic driviikd. 

Tins In Bondaca, act v* Decias tails of a ** dtill $hmrmg Catd/^ 
Tie Tricks of tie Ba?mn, bis tumbling and barking like a dog^ 
soggesled perhaps by tie conduct of Eoberl tie Devil, wlien dis- 
guised »s a fool ill Ilk weikknown and once popular romance, 
were petuMit io lie morris-dance described in Tie Two Noble 





IJeeu liitwiircl si> long with yc, milk cl unto ye^ 
Ami, hy a figure, ev'eii the very pliimb-bn^tli 
Am! inurruw of my uuderstancliiig laid iifKm yc, 
Anri ih ye still cry when^ aiul imii\ am! rr/icrr/«'?n? ? 
Ye itKBt cnarse iree:r.e capacities^ ye jave judg- 
ments,'^ 


Kinsmen, ts'litcli 1ms some oilier characters srliidi seem to linvf 
imtii inlroiilaHl for slapi effect, and to have liclonged to liii; 
Ifiiiiliic morris* llic tail %vm tlic foK-tiiil that was somfliiiie> 
worn by the morris Iboh and lire bag taoi will lie best imtlcrsU>od 
by reforring to the cat of the idbt la the gtniyine c»''|>y of the 
Dance of Death, tisimlly, though improperly, ascribed to llolkifi, 
and by relk’Cting on some peciitkr properHes and rpialificaiirms 
«if the idiot character/" To the wort! //area, Sir Donee stth|taiw 
the folifnviiig Buirm^ or bmeiiCf h froiii hatT, 

Hence tin* niiildle-‘iig« Latin term for a fool, Imvmm, Sec Hit* 
CiWgCt ipinu» Hiis is a very plaiiMhlcefynnikigy, and ilaiiil 
m*ll cimagli by iucifi lint il iini4 tmi he cotiefaled, that in 


mnkty irkks ihat he played Tewiijw to he aictrlmaftL 1 his sup- 
position k very plausible, as Ilavian is Diilch, mid m if is iml itii- 
probable liiai the English Mmn mm) the Fieiicli arejmrru 

corriiptkms tif the former j for Skiitner^s derivation Imm Lilrr is 
perfectly absurd. 

The clmracfors ia I he morris of iiic prestai scene lire eimme* 
mied ia the speech of ilie Sdioobmitcr, vru tlie lord anil l#dy of 
May, with their serviiigiima and chamlierarjiti, i»ti» linsl tad 




of May is slill preserved at the Whits«ii*a1e ; and Ealpli, in The 
Kiiighi of the Bimniig Peslle, personates the chafiicfer— 

** Will glided staff and crossed skan/" 

The Duly of I^lay I* «o other than ifie celrbrnled Mtid Miiriin# 
The four iicKt cliaratieriare prohahly of Ftetclier*« own iiivciiiiom 
Tiitt the clown and fool are 'lOiide two dkiiaci personages is aoo* 
llier deviaifon from lie regakr laorrls* 

^ ie |atf -Jmimimts*} he sum« sort of euars* 

doth m well %s JrceaC|.,or t miiltle of the prtw,, , aiust t>e aiicer'- 
tain io all who ire wiiici|0«btcd mdUi the word* Siipposkig it dw 




Scene V. j 
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I-Iave I said h'i be, and there ki be. 

And then k'i be, and no man umk-rstand me? 

Proh DemVi yml'ms fuUm; ye are all dunces ! 
Eorwhyr hercstand i ; hcra the duke conics,; there 
arc you, 

Close in the tlncket; the duke apjicars, I meet him, 
Am! unto him 1 utter learned things, 

And many figure.^; he iicars, and notls, and hums, 
And then cries rare / anti 1 go forward ; at length 
I ding my cap up ; mark there ! then da you, 

As once did Aleleagcr and the.hoar, . - - * 4 , 

Break comely out before him, like true lovers, 
Cast yourselves in a body decently, 

And sweetly, by a figure, trace, and turn, boys! 

1 Ceutt, And sweetly we will do it, master Ger- 

rold, 

2 Cmm. Draw up the company. Where’s the la- 

borer . . . ' 

S Cmm. W%, Timothy ! ' '' 

Tab, Here, my mad boys; have at ye! 

Gen But I say where’s their women ? 

latter, J have two e«njectures to oiler, first, ye huy^jMilgmmts, «i 
ye sleavo judgments. Skim is the term the silk-weavers use for 
the ravelled, knotty, gmity pansof the silk, from whence Shat^are 
has taken an extremely tetutiful metii|»hur, that has been hitherto 
generally misunderatood, and therefore disUkctI, ami even discard- 
ed from the text as spurious, by Mr Pope and the Oxford edition. 
It is in Macbeth, is the fine scene after the murder of the king : 

Sleep that knits up dte mvelfd skeoe of care." 

It should have been skme. The trouble that tins raieird kmdty 
silk gives the knitter or weaver; wad the confusion and emharras- 
isent of the skate itself, makes it att meceeding proper emblem of 
the perplexities and uneasiness of care and trouble. See Skinner 
on die word. ^ I owe the emendation ia Shakspcarc to an ingeni- 
ous friend, — Smard. " ' 

Seward is probably right ; but, as it might turn ’out that the word 
in the text may have had an anali^ous meaning, 1 have n«t dis- 
carded it. Possibly we should read, « Ye Jay wJuk JudgroeaW,” 
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.'SO THE TWO mOBLE^ ' [Act 111 

4 Com.'''Here\ Friz and Mawdliti. 

2 C®««. And little Luce, with the white icgs, 
and bouncing Barbery. 

I CauN, And freckled Nell, that never fail’d her 
master. 

Ger, Where be your ribbands, maids? Swim 
with your bodies, 

And carry it sweetly, and deliverly ; 

And now and then a favour, and a frisk ! ^ 

NeiL Let us alone, sir. 

Ger, Where’s the rest o’ th* music ? 

5 Conn. Dispersed as you commanded. 

Ger. Couple then, 

And see what’s wanting. ’Ii^liere’s the Bavian? 
Id}’ friend, carry your tail without oti'ence 
Or scandal to the ladles ; and be sure 
You tumble with audacity, and manhood ! 


*■ 

Ger. We have, # ' ■ 

As learned authors utter, wash’d a tile ; 

We have beenj^rua^, and labour'd vainly. 

S CwH- This is that scorif^; piece, tliat sturvy 
hilding,* 

That gave her promise faithfully she would be here, 
Cicely, the sempster’s daughter I 
The next gloves that I give her shall be dog’s skin ! 
Nay, an she fail me once — You can tell, Areas, 

* A»inmmdtkn a fiurouir md tt. frith] I sti^poie /«e*r 

tamm b«ite « kise given to ^swceRi. 

* A conmoa ilt'iihitofeoatoiapt from MbkrUng, wWcSi 

is siiJI cotottrm ia seme <toasti» ' ^ 







She swore, by wine auci bread, she would not break, 
Gcr. An eei and woman, 

A Icained poet says, uniess by th’ tail 
And with thy teeth thou hold, will either fail. 

In manners this was false position, 

1 Coun, A fire ill take her!’ docs she fliucii now' 
^ 3 Comi. What 
Shall we determine, sir? 

6Vr. Nothing ; 

Our business is become a miliity, 

Yea, and a wofui, and a piteous nullity! 

4 Coun. Now, when the credit of our town lay 
on it, 

Now to be frampal,’ now to piss o' th’ nettle 1 
Go thy ways ; I'll remember thee, ill fit thee I i, 

Enler Jaihr's Daughter^ and . 

Baugh. 77ie (reorge alme cams from the South, 
From the coast of Barharif-a. 

And there he met 7dth brave galknh of war, 

By one, % two, by three a- 


’ A fire Hi taAe Aer.J This may be liefenHed ; but ns tlieejrpm- 
sioii is not a wry common or eligible one, and the dialogue is with 
a seboolmastcr, who says of faimself, that 

Me imiMei wiik n iemla lie tail mm^ 

1 hope I oiil| restore ibe origirfel hi rcadiBg^ 

, J ' fcril iakt ler*~Sewtr4l* ' 

We believe tSere is m mfmL ^ May we not wmler* 

stand by fire Hi a mioiitt pmudamif A simi- 

lar tise of/re adjeciively Is' frei|ii€iit~Edl* 177^* 

I suspect we siKnild transpose ihn wordst anct An HI //re 

take lier.” !:?ewartrs jlruki k qmie onfc of ilm i|oeilbn in liir 
coiiiitrjniaiiV f^peed), ■ , 

» Fmmpal.] Sec Wil at Several Wespons^ vqL XI, p, t>23. 
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Wfil tecU hail'd, you JoH^ gailank / 

And xchither mu- are you bomid*af 
Oh, ki me htixe your mmpamf 

Till [k'c] come to the Sound-a f 

There teas three Jbels, fell rut ahut an hmdd: 

The tme said 'ixem an oxel, 

The other he said nay, 

The third he said it was a hawk, 

And her bells were cut away, 

8 Coun. There’s a dainty mad, woman, master, 

comes i’ th* nick ; 

As mad as a March hare ! 

If we can get her dance, we are made again : 

I warrant her, she'll do the rarest gambols 5 
I Com, A inatl woman ? We arc made, hoys ! 
Gcr. Ami are you mad, good woman? 
i would be sorry else ; 

Qim m'l^pninrppt^ J'lrn ' 

Daugk / can tell your fortune : 

You are a fool. Tell ten : * I have poz’d him. Buz ! 
Friend, you must eat no white bread ; if you do, 
Your teeth will bleed extremely. Shall we dance, 
ho? 

I know you ; you’re a tinker : Sirrah linkeir, 

Stop no more holes, but what you should ! 

Ger. Dii boiiif 
A tinker, damsel ? 

Daugh. Or a conjurer: 

Raise me a devil now, and let him play 
Qui pmsa, o’ rh’ Ijells and bones ! 

6’cr. Go, take her, 

9 yos are a foo!. Tali' ten.^ It lias b«n before eteerved, that 
it was aui&i nf itticK^'to a«ke the pewoa cauijt his fiagen. 



And fluently 

Atqite opus cxe^i, fpiod me Joxts ira, nee ignis 
Strike up, and lead her in ! 

2 Qnm. Come, lass, lets trip it I 
Dmgk. ni lea<i, iWind karns 

S Cmn. Do, do. 

GeT\ Persuasively, and cunningly ; away, boys 

eii but Gekrold, 

I hear the horns : Give me some meditation, 
And mark your cue. Pallas inspire me ! ' 

Enter Theseus, Perithous, HiPPotiXA, Emilia. 
Ahcite, md Train, 

T/ies. This way the stag took. ' , ■■ 

Ger, Stay, and edify !'' , ' '■ 

27ia. What have we here? ‘ 

JPer. Some country-sport, upon my life, s; 

T/ies. Well, sir, go forward ; we will edify. 
Ladies, sit <Iown ! Veil stay it. 

Ger, Thou doughty duke, all hail! all hail, sweet 
ladies! 

Tbes, This is a cold beginning. , ■ 

Ger, If you but favour, our country pastime 
made is. 

We are a few of those collected here, 

That ruder tongues distinguish villager } 

And to say verity, and not to fable, 

Wc are a merry rout, or else a rabble, 

Or company, or, by a figure, chorus, 

That ’fore thy dignity will dtoice a morris, 

' And I that am the rectifier of all, 

By title Pedagogus, that let fall 

* Permmde ^cr to a peace*] I think we $kouM read h 

be quid or 

Mr Mmmt wii^bes m mul phee ; I suspect the origiaai 
# poictj i* «f* t dance* m Oerroltl wishes her ta Jela iia »e 'Morris. 
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The bircli upon the breeches of the small ones, 
Ami lumibk* with a ferula tlse tall ones, 

Do here present this machine, or this frame : 
Ami, flainty iluke, whose thHi.^iiiy dismal fame 
From Dis to Detkdus, from post to pillar, 

Is blown abroad: help me, tljy poor wcU-willcr, 
And, with thy twinkling eyes, look right and 
straight 

I'poij this mighty /wrr— of mickle weight; 

/.V— nuw cosnes in, which being glew’ti together 
i^Iakes wrorw, anri the cause that vve came hither. 
Till Imdy of our sport, of no small study, 

I first appear, tliough rude, and raw, and muddy, 
To speak before thy noble grace, this tcni>r; 

At whose great feet I ofier up my penner.'* 

The next, the lord of May, and lady bright. 

The chamhermaid, and serviiigman by night, 
That seek out silent Isanging: Then mine host, 

"■ to Uieir cast 

Infoms the tapster to inflame the reck’nmg : 
Then the beast-eating clown, and next ttie 
The Bavian, with long tail, and ckc long tool; 
Cuffi Hifikis that jnake a {i.ance ; 

Say «j/, and ail .shall presently advance. 

Tha. Ay, ay, by any means, clear thmim / 

Per. Produce. ‘ 

Ger. Iiitmtejiiii! Come forth, and foot it. 

Enter Countrj^meih iVenefm, They dmm 4 
Ai«rm. 

ladies, if we have been merry,’ 

And have plcasetl yc with a derry, 

* Ffflww.] A me fur 'pens. 

5 LadiVf, if we Aapcj.li'cij We have vcnture«! lu prefix the 
name to gits i|m^. It has always bet-u g»u;n to 
/Vrrt.iujo.—Eii. 1778 . ' ■ ■ ' - ' . 
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Scene V.] 

Anfi a tierry, an«l a down, 

Say tlic schoolmaster’s no clown* 

Duke, if we hare pleased tliee too, 

And have {lone as good boys should {lo, 

Give us but a tree or twain 
For a Maypole, and again. 

Ere another year run out, 

Wc’ll make tliee laugh, and all this rout. 

Thes. Take twenty, domhic . — How does my 
sweetheart ? 

Hip. Never so pleased, sir, 

Emi. Twas an excellent dance ; and, forapre* 
face, 

I never heard a better. 

Tkes. Schoolmaster, I thank 
One see ’em all 'rewarded T ■ ' , ' '■ ■ 

Fer. And here’s something 
To paint your pole withal. ' 
jf7u«. Now to our sports again f 

Gcr. May the stag thou hunt’st stand long, 
And thy <}ogs be swift and strong ! 

. ^lay they kill him without letts. 

And the ladies cat’s dowsets \ 

Come, we are all made 1 UFInd harm. 

Dii Jikaqueomms / ye have danced rarely, wenches. 

The. stage-direclioii is tke (jpsrto “ Knocke for Schook. 
Enter the Dance," ■■■•' j' ' 

-'. ‘■y ■ ;;a '■li'M'-: '■ 



SCENE VI 


my cousin gave 


Would make the world think, when it comes to 
hearing, 

That I lay fatting like a swine, to fight, 

And not a soldier : Therefore, this blest rooVniijg 
Shall be the last ; and that sword he refuses, 

If it but hold, I kill him with; ’tis iustice: 


JSfiter Arcite mHA Jrmmrs^ 


vfrc. Good- morrow, Nobic Ki: 
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ScekeVI.] 

Is but a debt to honour, and my duty. 

Pal. ’Would you were so in ail, sir ! I could wisli 
you 

As kind a Kinsman, as you force me find 
A beneficial foe, that my embraces 
Might thank you, not my blows. 

Arc. 1 shall think either, 

Well done, a noble recompense. 

Pal. Then I shall quit you. 

Arc. Defy me in these fair terms, and you shew 
More than a mistress to me : No more anger. 

As you iove any thing that’s honourable ! 

We were not bred to talk, man j when we are armed, 
And both upon our guards, then let our fury, 
Like meeting of two tides, % strongly from us ! 
And then to whom the birthright of this beauty 
Truly pertains (without upbraidings, scorns, 
Despisings of our persons, and such poutings 
Fitter for girls and schoolboys) will be seen, 

And quickly, yours, or mine. Wilt please you arm, 
sir? 

Or if you feel yourself not fitting yet, 

And, furnish’d witli your old strength, I’ll stay, 
cousin, 

And every day tiiscoursc you into health, 

As I am spared : Your person I am friends with, 
Audi could wish I had not said I loved her, 
Though I had died ; but loving such a lady, 

And justifying my love, I must not fly from’t. 

Pal. Arcite, thou art so brave an enemy, 

Tliat no man but thy cousin’s Jt to kill thee: 

I am well, and lusty | chuse your arms ! 

Arx. Chuse you, sir I 

Pal. Wilt thou exceed in all, or dost thou do it 
To make me spare thee ? ' ■ 

Arc^ If you think so, cousin, 

You are deceived i for, as I am a soldier# v ' 
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I will not spare you ? 

Fiai. That’s well said I 
Arc. You'll find it 

Pai. Then, as I am an honest man, and love 
With all the ’fustice of affection, 

Til pay thee ‘soundly! This III take. 

Arc. That's mine then ; 

Til arm you first. ' [Puis on Palamon’s urmour. 

Pal. Do pray thee, tell me, cousin, 

Where got’st thou this good armour ? 

Arc. Tis the duke's • 

And, to say true, I stole it. Do I pinch you r 
Pal. No. 

y/?r. Is’t not too heavy ? 

Pal. I have worn a lighter ; 

But I shall make it .serve. 

Arc, ril Inickle’t close. 

Pit!. IjV any nicams. 

Aft. Y'op care not for a grand-guard r ^ 

Pal. I perceive 
You would fain be at that fight. 

Arc. I am indifferent. 

Ptti. T’aithj so am I. Good cousin, thrust, the 
buckle ’'ii 

Tlirough far enough ! 

Arc. I warrant you. 

Pal. My casque now! 

Arc. Will you fight bare-arm'd ? 

Pal. We shall be tlie nimbler. 

Arc. But use your gauntlets though : Thpse are 
o’ th’ least; 

Pr’ythee take mine, good cousin ! 

Pal. 'iliank you, Arcite ! 

How do I look.^ am I falln much away ? 

"♦ A i5a|t|-(^.’l&tiiWJr,worB by kiiigiits on horse- 

back, . ... 


Scene VI.] KIXSI^IEN. sg 

Arc. 'Faith, very little ; Love has used you 
kindly. 

Pal. ril warrant thee, Fli strike home. 

Arc. Do, and spare not ! 
ri! give you cause, sweet cousin. 

Pal. Now to you, sir ! 

i^Iethinks this armour's very like that, Arcite, 
Thou wor’st that day the tiirce kings fcli, hut 
lighter. 

Arc. That was a very good one; and that <!ay, 
I well remember, you mit-diti me, cousin ; 

I never saw .such valour : WJien you charged 
Upon the left wing of the enemy, 

I spurred hard to come up, and under me 
I had a right gtsod horse. , .. 

Pul. You had indeed j ■ ^ 

A hriglit-hay, I rementber. ’s 

, .,'Arc,.Ym.<'' But -• 

Was vainly labour’d in me; you out-went me, 
Nor could my wishes reach you : Yet a little 
I did ljy imitation. 

FuL More by virtue ; 

Yojii arc intxie.st, cousin. 

Arc, When I saw you charge first, 

Methought I heard a dreadful clap of tliunder 
Break from the troop. 

Pal But still before that flew 
The lightning of your valour. Stay a little i 
Is not this piece too straight? ,, 

Ar'c. No, no; ’tis well. ■' 

Pal, I would have nothing hurt thee but my 
sword ' 

A bruise would be dishonour. 

Arc, Now I’m perfect, . ■ ■ ■ 

FaL Stand off then ! . • 

Arc. Take my sword ! I hold it better. 



* If I fail, eurm mt, am! say 1 xeas a comrtl, 
for >w»e but such dare die iti these Just tnak.1 ■MrSj^ittpsHa 
tliiiiks tWs a strange scntiiaent, and indeed it mn*t «p|»*r so, till 
we recollect that our scene lies in the JainJ-oif Might errantry » 
tiu'r than in Athens : That onr authors, fallow Chaucer, and dress 
their heroes after the mannart.jrflill.iifft when trials by the sword 
were thought jaat, and the cotwiae^-ilwavs aupnosea euiitv arid 


tiiank you- 
on it : 

Here’s one, if it but hold, I ask no more 
For all my hopes. I^fy cause and honour guard me! 
[T/uy bow sere rtii za/yss then adrance and stand. 
At'c. And me, my love i Is there aught else to 
say? 

Pal. This only, and no more: Thou’rt mine 
aunt’s son, , , 

And that I)lood we desire to shed is mutual ; " ' 

In me, thine, and in thee, mine ; My sword 
Is in my hand, and if thou kiilest me 
The gods and I forgive thee I if there be 
A place prepared for those that sleep in honour, 

1 wish his weary soul that falls may win it t 
Fight bravely, rmisin : Give me thy noble hand ! 
jlre Here, Falainon ! This hand .sliaU never 
more 

Come near thee with such friemlship, 

PaL I commend 

Arc, If I fall, curse me, and s&y I wp a eward ; 
For none hut such tSare die In these just trials.® 
Once more, farewell, my cousin ! . ,, 

Pal. Farewell, Arcite ! [Ftgkt, 

[^Ilorm within ; they stand* 
Arc. Lo, cousin, io ! our folly has undone us ! 
PaL Why ? 

Arc. This is the duke, a-hunting as I told you ; 
If we be found, we are wretched t Oh, retire, 
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For Honour’s sake and safety, presently* 

Into your bush again, sir ! We shall find 
Too nuiny hours to die in. Gentle cousin, 

If you he seen you perish instantly, 

For breaking prison ; and I, if you reveal me, 

For my contempt : Then all the world will scorn us. 
And say we had a noble difference, 

But base disposers of it. 

PaL No, no, cousin ; 

I will no more be hidden, nor put off- ' 

This great adventure to a second trial! 

I know your cunning, and I know your cause. 

He tljat faints now, shame take him! Put thyself 
Upon thy present guard- 

Jrc. You are not mad ? 

FfiL Or I will make the advantage of this hour 
Mine own ; and what to come shall threaten me, 
I fear less than iny fortune. Know, weak cousin, 
I love Emilia! and in that I’ll bury 
Thcc, and all crosses else! 

Arc. Then come what can come, 

Thou shah know, Palainon, I dare as well 
Die as discourse, or sleep: Only this fears me, 
The law will have the honour of our ends. 

Have at thy life ! 

Pal Book to thine own well, Arcite ! 

[Fight again. Horns. 

6 antf aafelyjBr<fig8%''' '' 

1/itu !^our bush egmn.^ The very sUglit alteration in the test 
wa« made by 'Fbeobaid an4 ^ward, shib though rejected by tbe 
kst edilon, it improves the sente so much, that I have restored 
it. Arcite conjures his cotaift, feir’ltee sake and presemiion of his 
lionour, to retire. j. 
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Eiikr Thksi.cs, Emilia, Pehithous, 

ami 'rrahi. 

Thes, What !_u-unnuit and mad nwHcsous traitors 
Arc you, that, the tenor of my laws, 

Arc makiii^H battle, thus like knights appointed, 
Without my leave, and officers of arms? 

Bv C'astor. both shall die ! '■/, , 

Piii. Holt! thy word, Theseus! 

Vi'e are certainly both traitors, both de.spisers 
Of thee, and of thy goodness; I am Paiamon, 
That cannot love thee, he that broke thy prison; 
I’imik well what that deserves! and this is Arcite; 
A holder traitor never trod thy ground, 

A falser ne’er seem'd friend : This is the roan 
Was hegg'dand banished; this is he contemns thcc, 
And whist thou slar’st do; and in this disguise, 
AgainH !tfejb,Jkuowa ediyl,’ follows thy sister, 
That .yV 

(Whose servant, if there be' a right in seeing, 
And first bequeathing of the soul to, justly 
I am;) and, which is more, dares think her his! 
This treachery, like a most trusty lover, 

I call'd him now to answer: If thou Wst, 

As thou art spoken, great and virtgous, 

The true decider of al! injuries^fty : : 

Say, “Fight again!” and thou shatfiCi: roe, Theseus, 
Bo such a justice, thou thyis^‘Wi!t envy ; 

Then take my life ! Fil woo '''' ' 

Per. Oh, Heaven, ' 

What more thaa"man is this ! ' ' ; ; 

J’te. I have sworn. ^ ' 

Arc. We seek not . , 

» Edict. 1 TKs word is |j«6^^b’'4*a»Bted on the tot syllable by 
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Tliy breath of mere)*, Theseus! Tis to me 
A tbin*^ as soon tt> die, as thee to say it, 

And no mare moved. Where this man calls me 
traitor, 

Let me say thus much: If in love be treason, 

In service of so exceiient a beauty, 

As I love most, and in that faith will perish; 

As I have brous^ht my life here to confirm it ; 

As I have served her truest, worthiest ; 

As I dare kill this cousin, that denies it ; 

So let me !>e most traitor, and you please me. 
For scorning thy edict, duke, ask that lady 
Why she is fair, and why her eyes command roe 
Stay here to love her; and if she say “traitor, 

I am a villain fit to lie unburied. 

PiiL Thou shalt have pity of us both, oh, The- 
seus, .r_" 

If unto neither thou shew mercy; stop, 

As thou art just, thy noble ear against us ; 

As thou art valiant, for thy cousin’s soul, 

Wliose twelve strong labours crown bis memory, 
Let’s die together, at one instant, duke ! 

Only a little let him fall before me, 

Tlfat I may tell my soul he shall not have her. 
Thes. 1 grant your wish ; for, to say true, your 
cousin 

lias ten times more offended, for I gave him 
More mercy than you found, sir, ywr offences 
Being no more than his. — None here speak for ’em! 
For, ere the sun set, both shall sleep for ever. 

Hip. Alas, the pity ;f 'never, sister, 

Speak, not to be denied L0iiat face of yours 
Will bear the curses else .of after-ages, 

For these lost cousins! 

, Enu in my face, dear sister, ' '' 

I find no anger to ’em, nor no ruin; 

The misadventure of their own eyes kills ’em t 
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Yer t!tat I will be woman, ami have pitj, 

]\fy knees shall grow 'to the ground but Fll get 
mercy, ' 

Help me, dear sister ! in a deed so virtuous, 

The powers of ail women will he with us. 

Most royal brother f2'/in/hiecl 

Jfip. ’Sir, by our tic of marriage— 

Emi. liy your own spotless honour 

Hip. By that faith, 

That fair hand, and that honest iieart you gave 
me 

Emi. By that you would have pity in another, 

By your ow}| virtues infinite 

Jfip. By valour, 

By all the cha.ste nights I have ever pleased you — 
jf'/iM. llu’se are .strange conjurings ! 

Per. Xay, then I'll in too: [Kneeis. 

By all our ineudship, sir, hy all our dangers, 

By all you love mo.'it, war.s, am! this sweet lady— — ■ 
Etnt By that fOtt,.|i 0 ,Mdd-liave. trembled to deny 
Abhwhingroaid— 

Min, By your own eyes, hy strength, 

In wijieh you swore I went beyond ail women, 

Almost alf men, and yet I yielded, fhescus 

Per. To crown all this, by your most noble soul. 
Which cannot want due mercy i £ beg first. 

Mip. Next, hear my prayers ! 

Emi. Last, let me entreat, sir! 

Per. For ntercy 1 
Hip. Mercy! 

Emi. Mercy 'on these princes ! 

7'fits You makeyny fitith reel : Say I felt 
Compassion to ’em both, how would you place it? 
MmL Upon their lives. j- but with their banish- 
ments. 

Thes. You’re a righi^oman, sister; you have 
pity* , '■ 
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Shall any thing that loves me perish for me ? 
'i'h.it were a cruel wisdom ! do men prune 
The straight young boughs, that blush with thou« 
sand blossoms, 

Because they may be rotten r Oh, duke Theseus, 
Tile goodly mothers that have groan’d for these, 
And ail the longing maids that ever loved, 

If your vow stand, "shall curse me ami my beauty, 
And, in their funeral songs for these two cousins. 
Despise «jy cruelty, and cry woe-worth me, ^ 
Till I am nothing but the scorn of women : 

For Heaven’s sake save their lives, and banish 'em ! 
'Dies. On what conditions ? 

Emi, Swear ’em never more 
To make me their contention, or to know roe, 

I'o tread upon thy dukedom, and to be, 

Wheiin er they shall travel, ever strangers 
To one anotlier. 

Oh, banish- 

ment , 

I not mislike, so we may fairly carry 
Our swords and cause along : Else, never trifle, 
But take our lives, duke ! 1 must love, and will ; 
And tor that love, must and dare kill this cousin, 
On any piece the earth has I 
Tkes. Will you, Arcite, 

Take these conditions? 

Eai. He’s a. villain then ! ■ 

Per. These -are men ! ■■ , 

Arc. No, never, dukej Tis worse to, me than 
begging, 

To take my life so basely. Though I think 

I suspect, witii diat we sliouW read;— ■ 

*< %\\y nmis opinion," /' - • 


I never shall enjoy her, yet ill preserve 
The honour of aftection, md die for her, 

Make death a devil I 

Thes. What may be done r for now I fee! com 
passion. 

Per. Let it not fall again, sir! 

Thes. Say, Emilia, 

If one of them were deatl, as one must, are you 
Content to take the other to your husband? 
They cannot both enjoy you ; they are princes 
As goodly as your own eyes, and as noble 
As ever Fame yet spoke of; look upon ’em. 

And, if you can love, end this difference ! 

I give consent : — Are you content too, princes ? 
JBoi/i, With all our souls. 

T/ies.^ He that she refuses^ 

Must die then, - 

M&iik Any death thou canst invent, duke. 

Pal If I fall from that mouth,! fall with favour, 
And lovers yet unborn shall bless my ashes. 

If she refuse me, yet my grave will wed 
me, 

And soldiers sing my epitaph. 

Make choice then ! 
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Before u$ that are here, can force ifw cousin 
iH' fair and knightly strength to touch the pillar, 
He shall enjoy her; the other lose his head,* 

• y/ii* atk€r ime Hs 

itii Chaucer's floom 011 tlik otcahkiii h obI| 

liaiJwlimtTifi and our aulliorfe altered it to render the r; 4 ta.stra|die 
more iiiUTChtiiig, As to ilie probalaihiy of their prucuriie: each 
throe seconds upon ‘inch odd terms, it may shock uh to siii^posH 
any %mh gat lam idiots; bni even so low as mt autimrf' age it 
reckoned cowardice to refuse any man, even a stranger* to he a so** 
comi in almost my duel whatever, of which there a mmi iniml* 
table l>urlesc|iie in the Little French Laivyer* were iimd 

afar k nigh i« errantry; and liie reader m«si catch a little of the 
spirit li'iinsell, or hell lose a great part of the beauties of this piay; 
he must kindle with the flames of military gi<iry, think iifo a small 
stake to Inward in such a combat, and death desirable to Ihe con* 
«|iierefl Hfi a refuge from shame. While theJuSdfii iriak by tht 
iimih were part of our laws, this was realiv the spirit of our an* 
cestorst I have a Ircatisc innv before me of Mr Selrlem wnnie m 
iCiiO, probahlv itboiil the very time of our atilhors puhlKhing this 
pl»i when? ihfHC iim/h tmik are very learned ly trart*dt wilfi ull 
thtir the koriiian com|iiehl to Jim» 

tbe'Fint, ^ pmrt of tli« lm% o( 

mr Itfid, «d seem out of iislikm j far wc find, 

fcy all the writers of that how comnaoii ihi* privnie cKtrajiidi* 
cial duel then was,, and ihb author, alter reciting the decrees of 
iwo' popes against such trials, and the timiider, as he calls of 
the council of Trent, svitli a very serious face subjoins: **To»o*e 
ivhich were the observant sonnes of the Komiin church, this and the 
other decrees extend their iiihi bitions ; but lie English customs ae* 
w permitted themselves to be subjected to such clergy caiioiis; 
alwaies (under parliament comciion) retaiiiing, as whatsoever they 
have by long use or allowance approved, so this of the duck"-**! 
am told by lawyers, that this superstitious amt barbarous law km 
never to tlii-iij met with pariiarntni comcima, hut has by cut* 
tom only sunk into obsoleleness. Our aiiCiMors in this insiftace, 
m well as that of our calendar, most resolutely avoided the c** 
ample of Papists^ etca where the latter were wleiuly right,— 
Sew&ri, ' . ’ 

The decrw of the council of Trent bad ts little effect in France^, 
and aoine otfier catholic cotiiilttoi, tsitt Ebglaml. I» the notes tm 
the little Frencli an instance k quoted 

from Bramofflifjp of engaged m tmh 
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And all his friends : Nor shall he grudge to fall, 
Nor think he dies with Interest in this lady. 

Will this content ye? 

FaL Yes, Here, cousin Arcite^ 

I am friends again till that hour. 

Jrc. I embrace you. 

Tkes. Are you content, sister? 

Emi. Yes: I must, sir; 

Else both miscarry. 

Thes. Come, shake hands again then ;* 

And take heed, as you are gentlemen, this quarrel 
Sleep till the hour prefix’d, and hold your course ! 
Fait We dare not fail thee, Theseus. 

Thes. Come, I’ll give ye 
Now usage like to princes, and to friends. 

When ye return, who wins, FI! settle here; 

Who loses, yet I’ll weep upon his bier. [JEawn/. 


ACT IV. SCENE I. 


Athenst A Rmn in ike JPtmn, 

Enter Jatlm: and n'Enend. 

Jailor. Hear you no more? Was nothing said of 
me ■ ■ ■Sri--’-''*- ^ 

Conceraing the escape of Palamon? 

Cbcul'air, remember! 

1 ‘ErkrAt Nothing that I heard ; 
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For I came home hefare the business 
W;is fuilj entk'fl : Yet I might perceive, 

Ere I departed, a great likeiihtmd 
Of both their pardons; for Hippolita, 

And iair-evfd Emily, upon their knees 
Brgg'd vviVli such hanrlsome pity, that the duke 
Ulethotsght stood staggering whetlier he should 
foi low 

His rash oath, or the sweet compassion 
or those two la«Hes ; and to second them, 

That truly noble prince Ferithous, 

Half his own heart, set in too, that I hope 
All slial! he well : Neither beard I one question 
Of your name, or his ’scape. 


Enicr Si'cmd Frknd. 

Jmffir. Pray Heaven, it iiokl so! 
i /mud. Ik of good_cuinfoi1, man ! I bring you 

Good news. ^ 

Jaihr, They are ‘larelcome. 

S Frknd, Palammi has clear’d you, 

And got ynir pardon, and discover'd how 
And by whose means he ’scaped, which was your 
Daughter’s, 

Whose par<!on is procured too ; and the prisdner 
(Kot to be heUi ungrateful to her goodness) 
lias given a sunr of money to her marriage, 

A large one, TU assure you. ,„vy.. 

Jittlur, You're a gootl man, 

And ever firing good news. . 

I FrtemL How was, it ended? . 

S Frknd. Why, as jt should be; they that never 

But they prevair<i^:;1^^feelr .suits fairly granted, 
The prisoners 
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1 Friend. I knew ’twould be so 
But t 
I’li be 

at Defter tfme. 

Jailor. I hope they are good. 

2 Frknd. They are honourable ; 

How good tliey’il prove, I know not 

1 Friend. Twill be known. 

Enter Wooer. 

Wooer. Alas, sir, whereas your Daughter? 
Jailor. Why do you ask ? 

Wooer. Oh, sir, when did you see her? 

2 Friend. How he looks ! 

Jailor. This morning. 

Wmer. Was she well? Was she in health, sir? 
When did she sleep ? 

1 Friend. These are strange questions. 

Jailor. I do not think she was very well ; for, no^? 
You make me ntitui her, hut this very <lay 
I askk! her «|ue 5 tions, and she answered me 
So far from what she was, so childishly, 

So sillily, as if she were a fool, 

Att innocent !* and I was very angry. 

But, what of her, sir ? ^ 

Wooer. Nothing but my pity; 

But you must know it, and as good by me 
As by another that less loves heirf 
Jm/or. w€ii, sir? 

1 Friend. Not right?,;,: ■ 

S Frknd. Not well 
Wooer. No, sir ; not well ' 

Tis too true, she is 'hiatl' ' : ^ ' T 


* "An innocent.] In tlic aorthem parts of this kingdom, the com- 
mon appeOalioa of an idjot is a« iuitoctnt to this day.— ftceA 
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1 Frktid. It cannot be. 
iP'mar, Bciifive, y»« 1 l find it so, 

Jaiior. I half suspected 

What you [have] told me ; the gods comfort her ! 
Either this was her love to Patamon, 

Or fear of my miscarrying on his 'scape, 

Or both. 

ffooer. ’Tis Hkely. 

Jailor, JBut why all this haste, sir? 

Wooer, ill tell you quickly. As I late was ang» 
ling* 

In the great lake that lies behind the palace, 
Front the far shore, thick set with reeds and sedges, 
As patiently I was attending sport, 

I heard a \*o!ce, a shrill one; and attentive 
I gave my ear ; when I might well perceive 
Twas one ilsat sinig, and, by the smallness of it, 
A bav or woman, i then left sny angle 
To hW'owu skp, qame near, but yet jeiceivcd not 
Who made the ifliplthe reeds 

Had 80 encompassed it ; I laid me down, 

And listen’d to the words she sung ; for then, 

* A.t T ktf, &c.] This description bears a striking reseroblanca 
to the foliowing in Hamlet : 

“ There is a willow grows aslant a brook, 

■' ‘ , That shews hia hoar leaves in the glassy stream t 

There with fantastic garlwtls did she come, 

Cif Crow-flowers, nettles, daisies, and long purples, 

That liberal shephenis give a grower name. 

But oar cold maids do dead men's fingers call them ; 
There on the pendant boughs, her coronet weerft 
Ciaroheriog to 'bang, an envious sliver broke j 
’* When down her weedy trophies and herself 

Fell in the weeping brook ; her doUwa spread wide, 

■ ' 'Anri, ia« maid dike, a while tb^ bore her up: ^ 

; Which time she ciiai|^lil||pildpti)<a of old tones, ‘ 

A* one incapable of distress, - , ^ ■ 

Or like a ereaUtn sative, A'atd iudoed 
fiita that element.”— '■ ^ 



Scene L] KINSMEN. iOS 

Through a small glade cut by the fishermen, 

I saw it wd.s your Daughter. 

Jf/iior, Pray go on, sir ! 

Wooer, She "sung much, but no sense ; only I heard 
her 

Repeat this often : “ Palamon is gone, 

Is gone to th' wood to gatlier mulberries; 

I’ll find him out to-morrow.” 

1 Friend. Pretty soul ? 

Wooer. “ His shackles will betray hirft, hc’ii be 
taken ; 

And what shall 1 do then? Hi bring a heavy,* 

A hundred black-eyed maids that love as I do. 
With chaplets on their heads, of datfadillies. 
With cherry lips, and cheeks of damask roses, - 
And all we’H dance an antic Tore the duke* 

And beg his pardon.” Then she talk’d of you, sir; 
That you must lose your head to-morrow morning, 
And she must gather flotvers to bury you, 

And see the house made handsome: Then she sung 
Nothing but “ Willow, willow, willow and be- 
tween, 

Ever was, “ Palamon, fair Palamon 1” 

And “ Palamon w'as a tail young man !” The place 
Was knee-deep where she sat; her careless tresses, 
A wreath of bull-rush rounded f about her stuck 
Thousand fresh-water flowers of several colours ; 
That methought she appear’d like the fair nymph 
That feeds the lake with wate^ hr as Iris 
Newiy dropt down from HeaviS^I Rings she made 
Of rushes that grew by, and td 'em spoke 
The prettiest posies; **,®iusour true love’s tied;” 

^ An obsolete word 'for a mmpznjf an assembly, 

^ WMhuh &C-3 S®® Othello. Tliesoagheie' alluded to is prioti^ 
ill Fercf^ Eeliques of Ancioot Poetry 
^ J wmzi ^ Ml rmL} Corrected iu 1750. ^ •' 
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*' This you may loose, not me;’* 'and many 'a one: 
Ant! then slue wept, and s«ng again, and sigh’d, 
Attdwith the same breathsfniied','and kisthcr hand. 
S Frirnd. Alas, what pity ’tis ! 

Wmer, I made in to her; 

She saw me, and straight souglit the flood ; I saved 
her, 

And set her safe to land ; when presently 
She slipt away, and to the city made ; 

V’ith sudi a cry, and swiftness, that, believe me, 
She left me far behind her ; Three, or four, 

I saw from far off cross her, one of ’em 
I knew to be your brother ; where she stay’d, _ 
And fell, scarce to be got away ; I left them with 
her, 

And hitiu'r came to tell you. Here they are ! 


j/ Enkr JjnHhtr, Dmtghurt ami otken, 

, more etyo^ the 

light 

Is not tliis a fine song ? 

Broik r. Oh, a very fine one ? 

Jhmgfu I can sing twenty more. 

MroihtT. I think you can. 

'Bmgk. Yes, truly can I ; I can sing the Broom/ 

^ I can awf lie Broom,] This very popular song is Jhu» quoted 
by Mores in fc sdd iatorlutfe, « The longer tb«u lifcst inor© 
Foui thou arl,” by W.yVager: 

“ Bro»e, bromc oh hil!, _ , ■ 

, The gentk broimt. on,Siiil hiils 

Brome, brome oa Iliac hiil, 

-'Si' 'riw gi-ittle bromc„«MJ.Hip hill. 

Tilt’ 

It is also meaBowl by iWKhsUS as oi» of the songs in the pos* 
i.«s-.»n of Captain tDoi, «t,C!rw»try. 


Bmgh 
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Anci bonny Robin.® Are not you a tailor ? 
JBrofhcr. Yes. 

Paugh. Where’s my wedding-gown t 
Bratfier. I’ll bring it to-morrow. 

Dfaigk. Do very rearly ; * I must be abroad else. 
To call the maids, and pay the minstrels j 
For I must lose my maidenhead by cock-Jight; 
Twill never thrive else. 

' Ohf/mr, ofit sweet, &c. . 

Brother. You must even take it patiently. 
Jaikr. Tis true. 

Daugh. Good even, good men ! Pray did you 
ever hear 

Of one young Paiainoa?, ■■ , ' , ' 

Jsi/w’. Yes, wench, we know him. 

Dmgh* Is’t not a fine young gentlemliti ? 
Jafkr.. Tis love!" - 

Brother. By no means cross her; she is then 
distemper’d 

Far worse than now she shews, 

1 Frknd. Yes, he’s a fine man. 

JDmigh. Oh, is he so ? You have a sister ? 

1 Friend. Yes. 

• JBmnt/ Eofe'ji.] Qpheiia, in Shakspeare’s Hamlet, sings tlie 
following line, wkicli is probably the burthen of the song 

For bonny sweet llohin is all layjoy,’* 

Steeven® and Ritsoa mention two soa^ to the tune of “ Bonny 
sweet Robin.” ” v- ■ . ■ 

^ Do, veiy rarely,] I had put eoflj? 'into the text here before I 
received Mr Sympson’s readfo®. »*««%, i. e. betimes in the morn- 
ing. If there is such a rvprd, it is undoabtedly Uie true one ; but 
as he quotes no auliiorityi I_can find ,none In my glossaries, 

I must let ear{v remain, whfoh Mr Theobald has likewise pat in 
hiS' margin.— b'ca’ard. , - ' ' ' 

Syfopson had the authority of Gay, who uses rear, in his Shep- 
herd’s Week, as a provinefo! word for' early. 
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Dmgh, But she shall never have him, tell her so, 
For a tnck that 1 know : You had best look to her, 
For jf she see him once, she*s gone; she’s done, 
And umionc in an hour. All the young maids 
Of our town arc in love with him ; but I laugh 
at ’em. 

And let ’em all alone; is’t not a wise course? 

I frhnd. '^'’es. 

Daiigh There is at least two hundred now with 
ehild by him, 

There must be four ; yet I keep close for all this, 
Close as a cockle ; and all these must be boys, 
He has the trick on’t ; and at ten years old 
They must be all gelt for musicians. 

And sing the Wars of Theseus. 

*2 Fi'faid. This is strange. 

Diiuth. As ever you heard ; but say nothing, 

1 Frurid. No, 

’Mmigh, Jl'lmy com*; from all parts of the duke- 

Til warrant you, hc^h'ad not' so few last night 
As twenty to dispatch ; he'll tickie’t up 
In two hours, if his hand be in, 

Jidbr. She’s lost, 


iS 


Past all cure ! 

Brother. Heaven forbid, man ! 

Baugh. Come liither ; you are a wise man.' 

1 Frkml. Does she know him? 

2 Frimd. N o ; ’would she did ? 

Battgh, You are master of a ship ? ^ 

Jaikir. Yes/.' , , 

Baugh. Where’s your compass ? 

‘ Jaiiar. Here. , ' 

Baugh. Set it to tb’ North f , - ^ '■,'■■■ , 

And now direct your wood/ where 

Lies longing for me. forTlie; teckl'ing ■ 
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Let me alone : Come, weigh my hearts, cheerly ! 

AIL Owgh, owgh, owgh I ’tisup, the wind is fair, 
Top the bowling ; out with the main-saii ! 

Where is your whistle, master? 

Brother, Let’s get her in. 

Jailor. Up to tlie top, boy. 

Brother. Where’s the pilot? 

1 Friend. Here. 

Daugh. What ken’st thou? 

2 Friend. A fair wood. 

Daugh. Bear for it, master; tack about ! [Sings. 

fVkm Cynthia mtk her borrow'd light, kc. 

lExeunt, 






A Room in the Palace. 


Enter Emilia zoitk two Pictures. 

£mL Yet I may bind those wounds up, that 
must open 

And bleed to death for my sskxf else : I’ll chuse. 
And end their strife ; two sttdi young handsome 
men , 

Shall never fall for mfi :. Their weeping mothers. 
Following the dead-cold ashes of their sons, 

Shall never curse my cruelty. Good Heaven, 
What a sweet face has Arcite S If wise Nature, 
With all her best endowments, ail those beauties 
She sows Into the births of noble bodies, 


w ere 1 

Tlie coy {iciiuus or young inauis, yet fiountiess 
She wtjuld rim mad for tliis man : What an eye I 
Of what a fiery sparkle, and quick sweetness, 

Has this vouiig prince ! here Love himself sits 
smiling; 

Just such another wanton Ganymede 

Set Jove a-fire with,* and enforced the god 

Snatch up the goodly boy, and set him % him, 

A shining coastellatson ! what a brow, 

O? ivhat a spacious majesty, he carries, 

Arch’d like the great-eyed Juno’s, but far sweeter, 
Smoother than Pelops’ shoulder ! Fame and Honour, 
Jilethinks, from hence, as from a promontory 
Pointed in Heaven, should clap thcii' wings, and 
sing 

To all the nwier-worki, the loves and fights 
Of gods, and such men near "cm. Palamon 


As if he liad lost hi® mother f a still temper, 
No stirring in him, no alacrity ; 


» ,*** — Mmstif siis miHngp 
Jfi^i sui’k mmiiiir umim 
AV/ Lovi- md tnjbrced iie g$i 

up ifk" gaodi^ The only ameiHiiiieni tieces* 

saiy if 10 rwui Jaw of Late [b tiie lliiri! liiuk] Tlic 

fngof is*—"* Here Liwsitf smilitig ; anti whli just hiick 

aiioilier smite Ganymede set Jove Tlie sidhtuntive $mik 

iiiS4icRt««l tiicl comprelieiideci in the pttrlicipie imlmg*>^ 

■ ' ■ ■ ■ 

' Seward propose# lli»e sewm! ameiidlmeiils.^ 

" Js if k^d imi M$ maikm} *riiis itwis direcif oppoiiie to lie 
sijuit HitPiuled, the ef&miimey csf .jPalammi Cttwipawtil witli Arcilr- 
Ferliti’w m siioiiiti Js i* Ms m§ihr^ i, tiie 

iBolker in , 

Tlib mU If wiiti l^cwons and cfiiainfe almut* 

flit)'. The whole d«tJiiplion nf Wn^mm does not prove liim m 
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SCEN-E II.] 

Of all this sprightly sharpness, not a smile. 

Yet these that wc count errors, may become him; 
Narcissus was a Siui boy, but a heavenly. 

Oh, who can fiad the bent of woman’s fancy? 
i am a fool, my reason is lost in me ! 

I have no choice, and I have lied so letvdly 
That women ought to heat me. On my knees 
I ask thy pardon, Palamon ! Thou art alone, 

And only beautiful ; and these thy eyes, 

These the liright lamps of beauty, that command 
And threaten love, and what young maid dare 
cross ’em ? 

What a bold gravity, and yet inviting, 

Has this brown nianiy face i Oh, Love, this only 
From this hour is complexion; He there, Arcite! 
Thou art a changeling to him, a mere gipsy. 

And this the noble body — am sotted, , 
Utterly lost I my virgin’s faith has fled me, ' 
For if my brother but even now had asked me 
Wlicther 1 loved, i had run mad for Arcite ; 

Now if my sister, more for Palamon. 

Stand both together ! Now, come, ask me, brother, ■ 
Alas, I know not ! ask me, now, sweet sister ; 

I m'ay go look ! 'if hat a mere child is fancy,® 
That, having two fair gawds of equal sweetness. 
Cannot distinguish, but must cry for both !-~ 

the least effeminate, but of a serious nackncfaoiy temper f and it is 

surely a fery suffickat emm for a tie loss of a ktiit! 

parent. , 

s Wkat Q mihtMM is fancy.J hve^ as in many oilmr 

f assiigcs of old plays* So in The MIdsamoier Night's Dreaa 

Let p leach our frkl patience, 

Because It 1$ a cttstointry cross, 

As ike to as fthiglls,' and dreams, and sighs^ 

Wishes and tears, poor foiloweis/* 
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Enter a Gmtkmm. 

How now, sir? 

Gent. From the noble duke yoor brotlier, 
Madam, I brin«' you news: The knights arc coroc- 
£«»'. To end the quarrel ? 

Gmf. Yes. 

Emu ’Would I might end first ! 

What sins, have I committed, chaste Diana, 

That my, unspotted youth must now be soird 
With blood of princes? and my chastity 
Be made the altar, where the lives of lovers 
(Two greater and two better never yet 
Made mothers’ Joy) must be the sacrifice 
To my unhappy beauty ? 

Enter Tmsf. vs, Hiproi-iTA, FEiUTHocs, and AG 


tcndimU, 


I 


Tho!, ' ' 

Quickly by any means ! I long to see ’em.—-' 

, Your two contending lovers are' return’d. 

And with them tiieif fair knights : Now, my fair 
sister. 

You must love one of them, 

Emi. 1 had rather both, 

So neither for my sake should fall untimely. 

Thes, Who saw ’em ? 

Per. T a while. 

Gmt, And I, 
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Enter Messenger.* 

7’fm. From whence come you, sir ? 

Mess. From the knights, 

Thes. Pray speak, 

You that have seen them, what they are. 

3Iess. I will, sir, 

And truly what I think : Six braver spirits 
Than these they have brought, (if wc judge by the 
outside) 

I never saw, nor read of. He that stands 
In the first place with Arcite, by his seeming 
Should be a stout man, by his face a prince 
(His very looks so say him) ; his complexion 
Nearer a hrowm, than black ; stem, and yet noble, 
Which shewshim hardy, fearless, proud of dangers; 
The circles of his eyes shew far within him,® 

And as a healed lion, so he looks ; " ' 

His hair hangs long behind him, black and shining 
Like ravens' wings’; his shoulders broad, and strong ; 

* Enter Mestengm. Curtu.} So the old quarto. Curtis was 
proGabiy tlw name of the performer who acted this subordinate 
.part.,: 

® 31c circles of Ms eyes skew fair witkin Mm, 
jind as a heated Hon, so he looks-l Me is described of a very 
dark*brown complexion, with raven*black hair, of a noble but 
withal of so stern a look, tliat his eyes were like those of a heated 
lion. To every part of this description the adjective fair is dia- 
metrically opposite, not only as to the colour, but to the sternness 
and fierceness of bis looks, _/«> conveyh^ the idea of openness and 
mildness. But the corruption conwsts paly in the addition of a 
siugle vowel, which being removed, the expression regains its ori- 
ginal strength and propriety sT , 

'I'he circles of Ms ege/sshm far mtkin ^ira.—Seward. 

The description of these attendant knights is closely copied from 
Chaucer, as well as the orisons to Venus, Mars, and Diana in the 
next act. 
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Arm'il long and round f and on his tbigli a swortl 
Hung hy a curious Inddrlck," when he frowns 
To seal his wlli with ; hetter, o' my conscicuct*, 
Was never soldier's friend. 

Thfs, Thou hast well described him. 

Per. Yet a great deal short, 

Methinks, of him that's first with ‘Palamon. 

T/ies. Pray speak hjm, friemi. 

Per. I guess he is a prince too, 

Ami, if it may he, sweater: for his show 
Has all the ornaraeht of honour in’t. 
He’ssojnewhat bigger than the knight he spokc of, 
But of a face far sweeter ; his complexion 
Is (as a ripe grape) ruddy ; he has felt. 

Without doubt, what he fights for, and soapter 
To make this cause his own ; in’s face appears 
All the fair hopes of what he luidertakes ; 

Anti when he's angry, then a scttlcil valour 
(Not tainted with extretnes) runs through his body, 
And guid«|^s atm to brave tliitsgs ; fear itc caii- 
ft’iit, '-'‘"'tlti-Ai'®'’:-- 

He shows no such soft temper ; his head’s yellow, 
Hard-liair’t!, ami curl'd, thick twined, like ivy tops, 
Not to undo with thunder ; in his face - • ' 

The livery of the warlike maid appears, 

Pure red and white, for yet noi^beard has blest him ; 
And in his rolling eyes sits Victory, 

As if she ever meant to crown his valour ;® 

® Arm’d bngmd round.] Seward reads, **Arms longand rQttsiil 
tut the test has the same meaning. So in act v. sc. iii.— 

Arm your prize. I know you wiJl tiot lose her. 

' ’ Bsidrkk.] Si’E The Beggars’ Bush, vol. III. p. 191. 

* — , — fictorjif 

As if sk ever ttiumt 'to How does victo- 

ry correct valour i The word-js iaii^a^ibtedly corrupt, and etjuul- 
ly ijurts both tho measure' and Mia4i Cn»w» «» what the conte&t 
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His nose stands a character of honour, 

His red lips, after fights, arc fit for ladies. 

Emi. iSluat these men die too? 

Per. "Whcii he .sficaks, his tongue 
Suuiub like a trumpet ; allhis iineaments 
Are as a man wouUl wish ’em, strong and clean; 
He wears a wcll-stecrd axe, tiie staft'of gold ; 

His age .some five-aiul-twenty. 

Mess. I'here’s another, 

A little man, but of a tough soul, sccmrng 
As great as any ; fairer promises 
In such a botiy yet 1 never look’d on. 

,Per. ^Oh, he that’s freckle- faced ? 

A/tW. The same, my lord : 

Are they not sweet ones ? ■ 

Per. I|es, they are well. ■■ypy - '' 

J/m, Methinks, _ f' ; ; ■" 

Being‘so few, apt! well-disposed, they shew 
Great, and fine art in Nature, He’s'white-hair'd, 
Not wanton-white, but such a manly colour 
Next to an auburn ; tough, :uul nimble set, 
Which shews an active soul ; his arms are fnawny, 
Lined with strong sinews; to the shoulder- piece 
Gently they swell, like women new-conccived, 
Which speaks him prone to labour, never fainting 
Under the \veight of arms ; stout-hearted, still, 
But/ when he stirs, a tiger ; he’s grey-eyed, 

Which yields compassion where he conquers ; sharp 
To spy advantages, and where he finds ’em, 

He’s swift to make ’em his; he does no wrongs, 
Nor takes none; he’s round-faced, and when he 
^ smiles . ,■ •.. ' ' 

evidently requires, ami Uwugfi it differs much in its letters from 
ti»e oki rcadin", yet it is raiber a proof what great mhtakes priut-’' 
ers sometinws make, tiuiu an argument against iurbetng 
for the genuine text.-— bVu'Hr!/, 

VOL. xnr. 
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Hr .shears a lover, when iic frowns, a soldier ; 
Aixtu!' his head !ic wears the winner's oak, 

Anil in it s.tijck the favour of his lady ; 

His :ia:e, some siv-and-thirty. In his hand 
lie hears a eharg’in'i-stalF, emboss’d with silver, 
.7)hw, Arc ihcy ai! tlius r 
ikr. 'I’hey are all the sons of honour. 

'I'htix- Now, as I have a soul, I long to sec 'cm ' 
Ladv, you shall see men fight now. 

IJip. I -wish it, 

But not the cause, my lord : They would shew 
Bravely a!>out the titles of two kingdoms 
Tis pity Love should he so tyrannous. — • 
f)h, my soft-hearted sister, what tliink you.” 
Weep not. till tliey weep blood, wench! itnuisf be. 
Thva. have steel’d 'em with vouriieauty. — 
Honour'd frietul, 

To you I give the held ; pray order it, 

Fitting the per.sous that must use it! 

, Per. ■ ,, ,v,-v>,,.;v 

Tim. Come, Fll go visit 'em': I cannot stay 
(Their fame has fired me so) till they ajipear*; 
Gotul frieiui, he royal ! 

Per. XiicTc shall want no bravery.* 

End. Poor weiieh, go weep ; for whosoever wins 
Loses a noble cousin for thy sins. ’lExeniU. 

* Illii not tkr cause^ wji ikeij utmM 
Bnmiii uk ut tke fdngthms*} SfwarrI intrcdufiH 

the WQfiiJigkmg mar bravely witliGUi f^fce^stty, Our poets 
vt'i* CHiiiiied ibe syllables ot‘ their lines iipy» ten Imj/r??. 

* Brn'criiJ} 11iat isj, decoration, msgOlkeuce* 
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SCENUn. 


A Room in ike Prison. 


Enter Jailor, JFooer, and Doctor. 

Doctor. Her distraction is more at some time 
of the moon than at otlier some, is it not? 

Jaiinr. She is continually in a harmless distem- 
per; sleeps little, altogether without appetite, 
save often drinking ; dreaming of another world, 
and a better; and what broken piece of matter 
soe’er she is about, the name Palamon lards it ; 
that slie farces ^ every business witbal, fits it to 
every {|nestion. 

, Enter Daughter, 

Look, where she comes ! you sliall perceive her 
behaylour. 

Daugh. I hare forgot it quite; the burden on’t 
was dmn-a dow/ha s and penifd by no worse man 
than Giraldo, Emilia’s schoolmaster : He’s as fan- 
tastical too, as ever he may go upon’s legs ; for 
in the next world will Dido see Palamon, and then 
will she be out of love >vith iEneas. 

Doctor. What stuff’s here ? poor soul I 

^ Fmxcs*} i. e. Stuffs* So in 3mnon*$ Eveiy ^lan in his Hu- 
liionr 

^^jkree thy lean nb% with it too**' , , 
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no' 

Jailor. Even thus al! day lon^. 

Dungh, Now for this charm that I tohl yon of ; 
cuu tiuist bring a piece of silver on the tip of your 
tongue, or no ferry : llicn if it he your chance to 
come where the ble.ssc<i spirits [arc,] (there’s a 
sight now)* we maids tinit have our Hmii'.s perish'd, 
crack'd to pieces with love, we shall come there, 
and jIo nothing all day long but pick dowers with 
Proserpine ; then M'ill I make Falamon a nosegay ; 
then let tiim— mark me — then t 
Jhrior. How prettily she’s amiss ! note her a 
little further ! 

Daugh. ’Faith, I’ll tell you ; sometime we go to 
barley-break,^ we of the bless’d: Alas, 'tis a sore 
life they have i' th’ otlrer place, such burning, fry- 
ing, bailing, hissing, bowling, chattering, cursing/ 

^ IfiifpY ikr MiSM'd e ] ’Hia ul 

mtiosi* wlicli «CT1l^^ ufiHptlttiiiy h 

‘S«i Ifen mmm td, it 

p* 205- 

^ Fmik ra kli j/ 0 % mmetime tkc f 

ITc i/ tkc bimai ; *(k a uwe ii’fl* ikqi f 

.77/ oiktT pkve^ mrk ipurmnp^^frpmg, Mswku ' 

Holding, imrsmg^^t*} Tbit fitintei'h luTVy mpirary 

U'i iliiir touid cnisUHii, Imm cliivy^tl tlie lifivs of this in 

if l!iey m re eiTbe, Iboiigli ii h evideiuly all prose.— 5V’u f^vi. 

The priiiCers having illvideil the lines as vem% is a .Htrohg pre- 
sumption idftlieir having been so written* They often ran ver.Mi 
ii’ilti prest* blit we remember no instance of tin? A kh;rl 

oIToohs measure, often used by our auibor^, was prokibly intrude 
iii here; i» wch we have giwn emkavennin;; to make out ilia 
vpr>e as nearly as possible according to the ili vision of lines in the 
dil books — Ed, 177s, 

Had the etlifors ten in the ol«l fikys m*iii dome'll to 

tlie begioniog <if i!i,« last ctminry, they uoalti have known iJKit 
prose \viis iis oiien as vem?, m ilie ftwrsy. In Somnun odi- 
tion of Elheresvs ilays, for instance, prlnleil 1721k id w 
is prill ted a$ verse, tlicmgk'vlte;>ligltet inspection i/dl fianincr 
iliCf reader iliai it b urose* ' This Si wtleiiyy the case with tlie pf t*- 
i-eut scene, > ' - 

' ' 10' ' 
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ob, they have sbrewd measure; take beed ! If 
one be mad, or hang, or drown themselves, tld- 
tlier they go; Jupiter bless ns! and there shall 
■we be put in a caldron of lead and usurers’ grease, 
arunngKt a whole million of cut-purses, and there 
boil like a gammon of bacon that will never In; 
. enough. 

JJoctor. How her brain coins! 

Daup;h. Lorrls and courtiers, that have got maids 
with child, they are in this place; they shall staml 
in lire up to the navel, and in ice up to the iieart, 
an«l there the offending part burns, and tire deceiv- 
ing part freezes: In troth, a very grievous pu- 
nishment,* as one tvould think, for such a trade f 
believe me, one would marry a leprous witch, to 
be rid on’t, Fll assure you. - 

Doctor. How she continues this fancy ! ’Tis not 
an engrafted marlness, but a most thick and pro- 
found melancholy. 

To hi*ar there a proud lady, and a proud 
city-wife, howl together! I were a beast, an Td 
call it good sport: one cries, “ Oh, this smoke!” 
auolher, “ this fire !'* one cries, “ Oh, that ever I 
tiid it behind the arras!” and then howls; the 
other curses a suing fellow and her garden-house. 

I will be true, my stars, fate, &c. 

[Eseit Daughter. 

Jailor. What think you of her, sir ? 

Doctor. I think she has a perturbed mind which 
I cannot minister to. ‘ 

Jailor. Alas, what then? 

Doctor. Understand 5*00 she ever affected any 
man, ere she beheld Palamon? 

Jailor. I was once, sir, in great hope she had 
fixed her liking on this gentleman, my friend. 
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I flk! think so too ; and ■would account 
I I'.ad ii icreat pen’worth ou’t, to give half my state, 
that iH»tIi she ant! I at this present stood unfeigti- 
ccHy on the same terms. 

'I'iiat inlempcrate surfeit ofher eye hath 
distenifH-r’d the (Uher senses; they may return 
ami settle again to execute ti.eir prconh'.inM fa- 
culties ; but they are now in a most extravagant 
vagary. This you must, do : confine her to a place, 
where the light may rather seem to steal in than 
be permitted. Take upon you (young sir. her 
friend) tlie name of Palamon ; say you come to 
cat with her, and to commune of love ; this will 
catch her attention, for this her mind beats upon ; 
otlier objects that are inserted 'tween her mind 
and eye, become, the pranks ami friskins of her 
madue.'S ; .sing to her sucii green songs of love, 
as she say.s Paiamon inif h sung in prison ; euiiie to 
her, stuck in as sweet flowers as the season is 
mistress of, and thereto make an addition of some 
other compouiuled odours, which are grateful 1o 
the .sense: all thi.s shall hccomc Palamon, for Jhi- y*^ 
lamoii can sing, and l^alamon is sweet, and every 
good thing; <iesire to eat with her, carve her, 
drink to her, and still among intermingle your 
petition of grace anti acceptance into her t'ayour ; 
learn what maids have been her coippaniuJis, and 
|)lay-pi;eers and let them repair tojier with Pa* 
lanum in their mouths, and appear hith tokens, 
as it' they suggested for him ; it is a falsehood she 
is iu, which is with falsehoods to be combated. 

This may bring her to eat, to sleep, and reduce 
what's now out of square in her, into their former 

^ Ptey-i’/Ktri'.J i. t'. P!ay*Mlowi, See the ftext iciuK', p. 125, 
•wtel, 



law and reg-iment :® I have seen it approved, how 
many tiincs I know not; but to make the number 
more, I have great hope in this. I will, between 
the passages of tliis project, come in with my ap- 
piiance. Let us put it in execution; and h:i>teu 
the success, which, doubt not, wiii bring forth 
comfort. IKuuni, 



ACT V. SCENE 1. 


Before the Temple of Mars, xvhkh appears in the 
Buck-ground. 

A Fiourisk. Enter Tuesi:v&, pERt-rnous, liippo- 
LiTA, and Attendants, 

Thes. Now let 'em enter, and before tJie gods 
Tender their hoiy prayers ! let the temples 
Burn bright with sacred fires, and the altars 
In hallow’d clouds commend their swelling incense 
To those above us i Let no due be wanting ! 

s Thus the okl quarto, and right, signifying gonvvj- 

mtnt. (which other copies exhibit) conveys aiioliier 

idea.— 177S. 

Reginmut was anciently used fiir regimen. MrSteevens obskU’vcs, 
that the old translation of tha fckela Salernitam is calied Tke Ue- 
giment flJmlik. 
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They have a nobic work in hand, will honour 
Hic very [jowers that love ’em. 

J Fivurkh q/'Corneis. Enter Palajio.x, Ahcitk, 
tind their Knights, 

Fer. Sir, they enter. 

Thes. You valiant and strong-hearted enemies, 
You royal germane foes, that this day come 
To blow that nearness out thatttames between ye, 
Lay by your anger for an hour, and dove-like 
Before the holy altars of your helpers 
(The all-fear’ci gods) bow down your stubborn 
hcfdies ! 

li'our ire is more than mortal ; so your help be ! 
Aih!, as the gods regard ye. fight with justiee ! 

I'll leave you to your prayers, and betwixt ye 
I part my wishes. 

Fer. Ilonour crown the.w.orthiest.'! , , 

ail imt FA'fcAiibifv^AftciTE, ami their 
Knights, - ' . ■ 

Pai. The glass is running now that cannot finish 
Till one of us expire : Think ymu hut thus ; • 

'J'hat were there aught in me which strove to shew 
Mine enemy in this business, were’t one eye 
Against another, arm oppress’d by arm, 

I would destroy th’ offender; coz, I would, 
Though parcel*' of myself! then from this gather 
How i shouki tender you ! 

Arc, I am in labour 

To push your name, your an tient love, our kindred, 
Out of my memory ; and i’ th’ self-same place 
To seat something I would confound ; So noist we 
The sails, that must these vessels^port' even where 

^ Parcel.] A common word in old authors, bearing the sarao 
j'mpvrt aapart; dtviifim, 

* T/iC mb l/iul must ikesevestsh pwrt.] Ihis reudhig, sotliffer* 
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The heavenly Limiter pleases ! 

Pal. You spetik well : 

Belbrc I turn, let me embrace tliee, cousin! 

This I shall never i!o again. 

Arc. One farewell ! 

Pal Why, let it be so : Farewell, coz ! 

Arc. Farewell, sir ! — 

l^Exeunt PALAiroN and his Knighis. 
Knights, kinsmen, lovers, yea, my sacrifices, 
True worshippers ( 5 f iMars, whose spirit in you 
Expels the seeds of fear, and th’ apprehension, 
Which still is father of it,* go with me 
Before the god of our profession! There 
Require of him the hearts of lions, and 
The breath of tigers, yea, the fierceness too i 
Yea, the speed also! to goon, I mean. 

Else wish we to be snails : you know my prize 
Must be dragg’d out of blood ! force and great feat 
IMust put my garland on, where she will stick 
The queen of llowcrs ; our intercession tlieu 
I^Iust be to iiim that makes the camp a ccstriju^ 
Briniin'd with the blood of men ; give me your aid, 
And bend your spirits towards him ! — 

enter the Temple, and fall prostrate before 
the Statne (f :\Iaks. 

ent from tie poet’s meaning, is in several of the last editions. — 
kd- 3177s. 

The old quarto and folio read porl ; Seward's edition— par/. 

* True aonkippers of Mars, whose spiril pou 
Expels the seeds t^fear, and th’ apprehension. 

Which is still farther off it.J 1%is appears corrupt, for how can 
apprehensitm be farther off the spirit of Mars than fear? I have 
therfibrt* adopted an emendation of Theobald’s, which greatly im- 
proves the sense and poetical beauties of the speech, though it was 
reji'Cle 1 by fkwvard, and not even noticed by toe lust editors. 51a- 
soii I ftml uiso adopts the correction, and ofeerves, “ wo may iair- 
ly say that ajjpreheasioi), that is, a sensibility of dvaogcr, is the pa- 
rent of fear." 

* Ccstron,] We now say— Cwfera. 
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Tluui niH\ f-h;ir u'ifh tliv power turnVi 

{rirrn X»-|ttuia' intn purpie A Avhosc aj*|irnaci)| 
i'ainvt'- [tH’rtarn; u bn-e havoek in va.-:! !iel<! 
I’licatilii'ii 'kuil,*- jii-Mrlaim; wl}ft-,e hreuth Wows 

<!'iwu 

Tltr treininir Cere.-*' ioy/on A wljo plurk 
liVith liarni anniji'ireiit '■ trsnii lilue (‘liUKk 

HieniaNou'ii tiuret^: fiiat biiiii inakAt ajuiljivak's; 
The stmiy ^irthf> ot' eries ; iiic thy pupi!, 
Ymingest i'oUower ut‘ thy tirum, instruct this day 
With militaiy s>kiii, that to thy laud 
1 nsay advance i»y streatner. am! by thee 
lie styled the Uud o' tii' day ! IHvc nte, great !^Iars, 
fiuinc token pleasure! 

(i/w tlnii _iuii t'li tfitn' /<«'u' w.t ./wrweM/, tind 
fkn:i''< 'hmrd cimgiug f>f atmtjiir, iCitk a xkorl 

^ *fkm migklii mir^ iinif niih turned , 

Circri* 

€m^ pftmm^ %kmt im ^€*1 Willt ilm 

gff »t Ilf M»im* mul rntm^m pawge tern tiiihrr* 

til p**^*"^^^*^* Tfee mtm k iriiiily rrtKtred, linlf thv 

m ninm* ii Ifiiii ilie twa nmmnmp, wtink, CtmiMs prtwmii^ huUU 
mil iiie nmmiig % for Itiat Ijbwrii preurnm orj'mki 
uarsiii t!u* viifoar ii% wi»ll i% pijcllcti ermi j ikm Wiltoiij 

— ** aii«l like t comet hum\l^ 

I'liat firt's ihe kiiglli of Oplnuciw 

In th* arciif sky, urn! Irom liis iiordtl hair 

Sliakt's |M'Huk*iice and war/' 

The nt§f, the rutagt^ the <kvmiatmm of Mars will give thn 

I Imi loiion^ these and many other worck tliat w«nikl suit 
the sense, only two have occiirred that supply holli seine and itiea- 
fiorcT vi^. iipprmieJi iiml rksiructiijm ; the lormer is cerittiiily the 
best word, therefore Ws very foir for having been tlie origiimL~ 
Smuri, 

® Fym$hl i* e* Jkmim€i\ This word also occurs iii the Tern* 
peS'lk act if* sc h~Fal* l??S* 

* Correct .Iqr- Saward ; ^wlio ohservek that 

Armiimimi it tppifod to'Mtrs fey Chiiccr in the same tale of 
Pabi'iKm aiKl Arcilt/ 
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thuwkr, as the hurst of a battle, xohereiipon 
theij all I'ise, ami botv to the altar. 

Oh, sveat corrector of enormous times, 

Shaker jf o’er-rauk states, thou jfraiul decider 
Of dust} and old titles, that heal'st with blood 
The earth when it is sick, and cur’st the world 
O* tif phirisy’ of pe<jple ; I do take 
Tlry .'•igti-T auspiciou.d), and in thy name 
To my design marcii boldly. Let us go ! 

{Exeunt, 


SCENE H. 


The Tmpleqf fmus. '"hi p. 

Enter Paeamon and his Knights, fall prostrate, and 
rm again. 

Our stars must glister with new fire, or he 
To-day extinct : Our argument is love, 

Which if the goddess of it grant, she gives 
Victory too : Then blend your spirits with mine, 
You, whose free nobleness do make my cause 
Your personal hazard ! To the goddess Venus 
Commend we our proceeding, and implore 
Her power unto our party ! — [Thep kneel. 

^ O’ fk' plurisy of people.1 The editions of Seward and Col- 
invi« ( rnmcouhly read pleurisp. The test does not allude directly 
to tlie cii^ea^l> called pkuritp, hut to the oUftcrun plmisp, siitnify- 
itV’ supendHirulance, which occurs iiv many old play’s. So in 
Fancies Chaste and Noble, by Ford 


“ T iiou art fallen suddenly 

lino a jilurisp of faithless impudence.” 
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Il.ti!, sn-vcreign queen of secrets! wlio liast power 
'l o call tljc fiercest tyrant from his rage, 
lo weep onto a girl ; that hast the might 
Even with an eye-glance to clioak iMars’s rlnun, 
An<l luni th' aharm tf> whispers; that eanst nnikc 
A cnp|ile flourish with his crutch, ami cure him 
Ik-fotc Apullfj; that may’st three the king 
To he his subject’s vassal, and induce 
Sraie (iravity to dance; the polled bachelor,* 
{Whose youth, like -wanton boys through bonfires. 
Have skipi tlry flame) at seventy thou canst catch. 
And make him, to the scorn of his hoarse throat 
Aliuse young lays of love. What godlike power 
Hast thou not power upon ? To Phcchus thou 
Addsf llaiiics, hotter than his; the heavenly fires 
Did scorch liib mortal son, thine him ; the huntress 
Aii mtn.sf and cold, some say, began t<> throw 
Her bow away, and sigh ; take tc» thy grace 
Me, aohlier! who do bear thy yoke 

As Tweto§ hmyitt 

Than lead itselt) stings more" than nettles : 

1 have never been foul-mouth’d against thy law ; 
Keer reveal'd secret, for I knew none, would not 
Had 1 keu’d all that were; I never practised 
Upon man's wife, nor would the libels read 
Of liberal wits ; I never at great feastSf. 

Sought to betray a beauty, but have blush’d 
At simpering sirs that did; I have been harsh 
To large confessors, and have hotly ask'd them 
If they had mothers r I had one, a woman, 

And women ’twere they wrong'd. I knew a man 
Of eighty winters, (this I told them) who 
A lass of fourteen brided ; ’twas thy power 

® rAcpouW bttchebi-.], Vsncd.-b^-Scwarci r who says, “ Voitld 
is what we now »pel| pdtd, depdalus; baid-headed, Ciuuiecr’s 
word is pilkd, as ‘ The pardoner witivhb poll.”— Ed, i778> 
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To put life into dust ; tbe aged cramp 
il.uJ screw'd his scpiare foot round, 

The gout had knit his fingers into knots, 
Torturing convulsions from his globy eyes 
Had almost drawn their spheres, that wijat was life 
In him seem’d torture ; this anatomy^ 

Had by his young fair pheer a boy,* and I 
Believed it was his, for she swore it was. 

And who would not believe her? ’Brief, I am 
To those that prate, and havedonc, no companion; 
To those that boast, and have not, a defier ; 

To those that would, and cannot, a rejoicer: 

Yea. him I do not love, that tells close offices 
The foulest way, nor names concealments in. 

The boldest language;* such a one I am, 

And vow tiiat lover never yet made sigh ; 

Truer than L Oh, then, most soft sweet goddess, 
Give me the victory of this question, which 
Is rnic love’s merit, and bless me with a sign 
Of thy great pleasure ! 

[//ert* m'i,sic is heard, doves arc seen to flutter, 
thejjfail a^qwfi upon their faces, then on their 
, knees. 

Oh, thou that from eleven to ninety reign'st 
In mortal bosoms, whose chace is this world. 

And we in herds thy game, I give thee thanks 
For'this 4air token 1 which being laid unto 


9 Anaiomy.^ The usual tern for a skeleton at the tiine- 

* Pheer;'] u e.'~ Companion, Cole's Diet. 1 677, where it Is 
marked as then obsolete,— The word occurs in Titus Andronicus, 
act iv. sc. i. In the Silent Woman, Morose says, 

— “ her that I mean to chuse for my bed-pheor" 

In this play, p. 1 1 S, play~pkeers are spoken ofc— Ed. 1778. 

* Nor iiimm concealments in 

The buhh'st lottgntige.] That is, that talks not in the grossest 
hiDgua^ of what ought to be concealed.— M b5«>». 
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me innocent true heart, arms in assurance 
M)- hotfy to this, inisiness. Let us rise 
Atui bow bcfure the goddess ! Tunc comes on. 

[The)/ bou', ami ax'imi. 


SCENE HI. 


The Temple ^Diana, 


fSlill mush of records.^ 
F.ult't' !'. in n hi xaMh', her hair about h r sbnuhiers, 
a ■.ehtiUeu xrnalh ; one in white hohibir up her 
train, h<r buir stuck xrith Jhxcirs ; one b<Ji>rv her 
carrying a sih'cr flimi, in it hick is,CMi\m'h in'- 
mm mi stmct tMek -heimg set upon the 

Altar, her 3fakl sttmdh/g ilonf, slwsetsjire to it; 
then they curtesy and kneel. 

Emi. Oh, sacred, shadowy, cohi and constant 
queen, 

Abandoner <jf' revels, mute, contemplative, 

Sweet, sfditary, white as chaste, and pure 
As windA'ami'd snow,'* who to thy female knights 
Allow’st no more hlood than will make a blush, 
Mf'hich IS their order’s robe; I here, thy priest, 

5 Recwlx.] This is the same as recorder, i. c. flageolets. See 
' vo!. V. p. lya. , 

/Uu! pure 

Ai ^zkd-jmif\i Y^ry similar to tWs iircii a pasisage m 
TIi€ El0ible jiiicl the midcr nray 

fiiKl ihtm bolk in mL illL p* f4, of this u*iirk« la abo? 
Miliciii gives & most nerrows tmtogiam 177** 
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Am hunihlcd 'fore thine altar. Oh, vouchsafe, 
'^I'ifh that thy rare tureen eye,* which never yet 
Beheld thhig nracuiate, look on thy virgin!' 
And. sacred silver mistress, lend thine ear 
(Wijifh ne'er heard scurril term, into whose port 
KeVr enter'd wanton sound) to my petition, 
Seiisoii’d witli holy fear! This is my last 
Of vestal ollice ; I am bride-haljited. 

Blit maicien-liearted ; a hu.shand 1 have ’pointed. 
But <1(> not know him ; out of tvvo 1 sIkhUcI 
Chuse one. and pray for his success, but 1 
Am guiltless of election of mine eyes ; 

^Vere I to lose one, (they are equal precious) 

I could tioom neither; that which perish’d should 
Go to’t unsentenced : Therefore, most modest 
queen, ' 

He, of the two j>retenders, that best loves me 
And has the truest title in't, let him 
Take blf my wheaten garland, or else grant 
The flic and ipiality I hold I may 
Goiitiuue in tiiy band ! 

[//ere ike niiid ramsim imder ike Altar, and 
hi the place asceiuk a roscArce, having one 
rt/xv upon it. 

See what our general of ebbs and flows 

^ iruJi ihtt ihi rare ijreeii fjrf.] Seward reads, eye, i* f* 
e.'^treiBely bhiiiing/* We believe the old text geaame,— Ed# 177S* 
V rcen €i/r« were considered as peculiarly beautiful. So In Bo- 
rneo amt Juliet ;•*- 

* ** an eagle, madam, 

llaih not so m cfuick, so fair an eye/^ 

The Spanish \u’iters are peculiarly entbusiastic in itse praise of 
green Ho Cervantes, in his novel... Dd ^ Mst rememio : 

** el// ipie &/(/.•? iaa gr(miIe^H^ j/ ian rmgudm / f par d sigh dc mi 
madr^ g lie &mi verdesj giie m pmxcen smo qm son dc esmaraldas*” 
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<htt I'rnm the bowcis of lH*r holy altar 
Wifi) «u*ml act advances ! But one r«>se ? 

If well iiisjdrcti, this battle shall confound 
Both these !>ntve knights, and I a virgin flower 
)i{u>t giow alone unpluck'd. 

[//t.7V‘ is (I suUfiai (}f uisinimeniSf 

(!!.)/ Nit' rt sejaiisjhm <*//e tn<’. 

The iiu\u>r is J'ailcn, the tree descends ! Oh, mis- 
tress, 

Thou here diaebargest me ; I shall be gather’d, 

I think HO ; hut I know not thine own will; 
Unic!as|j thy mystery ! — I hope she’s pleased ; 

Her signs were gracious. 

[Tfie]/ curks^f and e.mmt. 







SCENE IV. 



J darkened Apartment in the Prkm. 

Enter Dociar, Jaiior, and fEooer (in habit of 1*a# 

LAMOX.) 

Doctor. Has this advice I told you done any 
good upon her? 

Wooer. Ob, very much : The maids that kept 
her company 

Have iiaif persuaded her tlrat I am Palamon ; 
Within this half hour she came smiling to me, 
And asked me what I would eat, Md w&n I would 
' ‘'v" ■ ‘ kiss her: , , • 

I told her presently,' aad kiss’d her twice. 
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Doctor. 'Twaswelhione! twenty times had been 
far better; 

For there the cure lies mainly. 

tfooer. Then she told me 
She woulfi watch with me to-night, for well she 
knew 

What hour my fit would take me. 

Doctor. Let her do so ; 

And when your fit comes, fit her home and pre- 
sently 1 

ilmcr. She 'would have me sing. 

Doctor. You did so? 

/IWr. No. 

Doctor. Twas very ill done then ; 

You should observe her every way. '■ 

Wm!t. Alas, 

I have no voice, sir, to confirm her that way. 

Doctor, . That’s all one, if you make a noise : 

If slie entreat again, do any thing ; 

Lie with her, if she ask you. 

Jailor, lioa there, Doctor ! 

Doctor. Yes, in tlie way of cure. 

Jailor, ihit first, by your leave, 
r tlf ’way of honesty 1 
Doctor, That's but a nicencss : 

Ne’er cast your child away for honesty ; 

Cure her first this way ; then, if she will be honest, 
She has the path berofe her. 

Jailor, Thank you, Doctor ! 

Doctor, Pray fcing her in. 

And let’s see how she is., ■ 

Jailor. I will, and tel her 
Her Palamon stays for her: But, Doctor, 
Methinks you are i’ tlT wrong still. [Exit. 

Doctor. Go, go ! You fathers are fine fools : Her 
■■ honesty? 

An ave should give her physic till we find that— 
voi.. atm, I 
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1F> ficr. Why, do you think she is »ot honest, sir? 
ihvtm'. How ok! is she? 

/fmwr. She's eighteen, 

Jhc/or. She may be ; 

But that’s ali one, 'tis nothing to dur purpose : 
"Wliate’er her father says, if j'ou perceive 
Her mood inclining that way that I spoke of, 
rickiiret, the way of flesh— you have me ? 

Il'fioer. Yes, very well, sir. 

Jhetor. Please her appetite, 

An<i do it home ; it cures her, ipscJkciOf 
The melancholy humour that infects her. 

Wmer. I am of your mind, Doctor. 

Enter Jailor, Daughter, and Maid, 

Ditctm\ Yoifil find it so. She comes; pray hu- 
mour her 

Jailor, Come ; your love Patamon stays for you, 
-■ child , ■' 

And has done this long hour, to visit you. 

Daugk I thank him for his gentle patience ; 
He's a kind gentleman, and I’m much bound to 
him. 

Did you ne'er see the horse he gave me ? 

Jailor. Yes. 

Dangh. How do you like him ? 

Jailor. He's a very fair one. 

Daugk. You never saw him dance ? 

Jmkr. No. 

Dmtgh. I have often ; 

He dances very finely, very comely ; 

And, for a jig, come cut and long tail to him H 

“ Pray honour her,} Amend«4 ia 1/50, 

7 €ome cut aiwi long tail fo Iioi,| A proverbial phrase not yet 
obsolete, meaniag, Com Jvor or rich, , Of all the espianatioos 
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He turns you like a top. 

Jailor. That’s line indeed. 

Daush. He‘il dance the moms twenty mile an 
hour, 

And that will founder the best hobby-horse 
(If I have any skill) in all the parish ; 

And gallops to the tune® of Light o’ Love : ® 
What think you of this horse ? 

Jailor. Having these virtues, 

I think he might be brought to play at tennis, 
Daugh. Alas, that’s nothing. - 
Jailor. Can he write and read too? 

Daugh. A very fair hand ; and casts himself the 
accounts 

Of all his hay and provender ; that hostler 
Must rise betime that cozens him, You know 
The chesnut mare the duke has r 
Jailin’. Very well. . ' ■ ■ '*■' " ‘ 

Daugh, She is horribly in love with him, poor 
beast ; 

But he is like his master, coy and scornful. 

Jtdkr. What dowry has she ? 

J)augh, Seme two hundred bottles* 

And twenty strike of oats : But he’ll ne’er have her; 
He lisps in’s neighing, able to entice 

offered bj tbe commentators, that of Reed bids fairest to be the 
right one* He derives ibe term from horses, whose tail was either 
clocked, or suffered to grow* Cut Is fmqumtlj used for a bad 
horse, and hence cii# md img tud may mmn a horse whose tail 
was cut became he xms nsed for diradge:^, in opposition m one 
who was allowed to wear it for fomp-or shew* 

9 Calhps lo tk tnmej Corrected by Theobald and Seward* 

* Light if LmeJ This appears to have been a very popular tune, 
and Is trec|uently mentioned by our. authors and llieir eonieinpo* 
raries*~,Ed. I77S* " ■ . 

See voL 'VII* p* Ip* 

' ! Botiki,} i* c. Bottles of hay ; some spell it |iol&St-^SewarA 
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A nu!kYs mare ; lie’ll he the death of her. 

Ihrior, Y'hat stuff she utters! 

Jtiiiur. Make curt’sy ; here your love comes ! 
ffour. Prt ttv soul, 

How do ytni r That's a fine maid ! there’s a curt’sy ! 

Daugh. Yours to command, i’th’ way of honesty. 
How far is't now to th" end o’ th’ world, inv ina*s- 
ters r 

Doctor. M'hy, a day’s journey, wench. 

Datfgh. Wifi you go with me ? 

Wooer. What shall we do there, wench? 

Daugk, Why, play at stool-ball : 

What IS tliere else to dor 
Wooer, I am content, 

If we shall keep our wedding there. 

D(/ngk. Tis true ; 

I’or there I will assure you we shall find 
Some blind priest for the purpose, tlmt will venture 
To marry' us, for here they arc nice and foolish ; 
Besides, my father must iw!,'hana'd to-morrow, 
And that would he a blot i’ Bf businessi 
Are not you Falaiuon ? 

tFooer. Do not you know me? , 

Daugk. Yes ; but you cure not for nW ! I have 
nothing i' 

But this poor petticoat, and two coarse smocks. 
Wooer. That’s ail one ; I will have you. 

Daugk, Will you surely ? , 

Wooer, Yes ; by this fair hand, will I. 

Daugh. We'll to bed tl^n. 

Wooer. Even when you will. 

Jailor, Oh, sir, you Would fain be nibbling,* 

Dtugli* v:mliJuU U nilMing.J &ward sajS;, 

** This was eYitieiitly who cannot easiij 

fOBscnl to tlic renttlf propostd' hot we think It 




Wofier. Why do you rub my kiss off? 

Tis a sweet one, 

And will perfume me finely ’gainst the wedding. 
Is not this your cousin Arcite ? 

Jhetor. Yes, sweetheart; 

And i am glad nt)’ cousin Palamon 
Hus nnuleso tair a choice. 

JDaifgfi. Do you tlnnk he'll have me ? 
l)(i('lor. Yes, vvitinnit <louhr. 

Dai/i'fi. Do you think so too? 

Jailor, Yes. 

Daitgk. U'e shall have many children. — Lord, 
how yosdre grown ! 

My Palamon I liope will grow too, finely, 

Now he’s at liberty : Alas, poor chicken, 

He was kept down with hard meat, and ill lodging, 
But 1 will kiss him up again. 

Enter 4 Messenger. 


Mess. What do yon here ? 

Y"ou’ll lose the noblest sight that e’er was seen. 
Jaiior. Are they i’ th’ field? 

J/m. They are: 

You bear a charge there too. 

Jmkr. HI away straight. — 

I must even leave you here. ■ 

Doctor. Nay, we’ll go witii you; 

I will not lose the fight. y 
Jailor. How did you like her? 

Doctor, ril warrant you within these three or 
four days 

rU make her right again.~you must not from her, 


I have no ikuUt that Seward is right, as the Daughlur is very 
iling thniughuut, like ali girls infected with madness. 
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But: still preserve her in this way. 
irV/er. I will. 

Doctor. Let’s get her in. 

Wooer. Come, sweet, well go to dinner; 

And then well play at cards. j 

Daugh. And shall we kiss too ? 

JFooer. A hundred times. 

Daitgh, And twenty ? 

/Faeer. Ay, and twenty. 

Dmtgh. And then well sleep together? 

Doctor, Take her oflfer. 

/Fboer. Yes, marry will we. 

But you shall not hurt me. I 

Wooer. I will not, sweet. I 

Dcmgh, If you do, love, Hi cry. [Si’ewrif. 


.SCENE V. 


An Apartment in ike JPakce, 


Enter Theseus, Hij-polita, Emilia, PerixSous, 
■ ; and Attendants.* 

EmL rn no step further. 

Pen Will you lose this sight 
Emi. I had rather see a wren hawk at a fly. 
Than this decision ; Every blow that falls 
Threats a brave life; each stroke laments 

4 - — . dni <aten4(^t9i 'f.Tacke, Cards.} So the quarto, 

SeeaboTC, p.lll.' 'v*--: ' 
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The place whereon it falls, and sounds more like 
A belt, than blade: t will stay here: 

It is enough, my hearing shall be punish’d 
■^Vith what shall ha]>pen, (’gainst the which there is • 
No deafuig) but to hear, not taint mine eye 
With dread sights it may shun. 

Per. Sir, my good lord, 

Your sister will no iurthcr. 

T/ies. Oh, she must : 

She shall see dee<!s of honour in their kind, 

■Which sometime shew well, pencilTd Nature now 
Shall make and act the story, the belief 
Both seal’d with eye and ear. You must be present; 
You are the victor’s meed, the price and garland 

To crown the question’s title,,;; 

Jlwi Pardon me; ''‘'".‘•■V".; 

If 'I were there, I’d wink. 

Thes.^ You must be there ; 

This trial is as ’twere i’ th’ night, and you 
The only star to shine. 

Emi, I am extinct ; 

There is but envy* in that light, which shews 
The one the otlier. Darkness, which ever was 
The dam of Horror, who does stand accursed 
Of many mortal millions, may even now, 

By pasting her black mantle over both 
That neither could find other, get herself 
Some part of a good name, and many a murder 


^ Site m deeds of tMr Mnd^ 

!¥iikk sonietimc shw mli ^etlisars point 

tlius— 


Which sometime shew 

The pniiitiiig in the texUs \vho0Sfer¥i^r^hat the word ' 

weii is cyimeckHl mith skew^^ not with mmiikd ^ and the meamog 
iSj she shall see dank of honour actually which shew 

well when reprchcnlefl in painting,*^ i 

^ £iiry.] This word iimaus heroj as k many ok! plays, msike* 
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Set of!' whereto she’s guilty. 

Jiip. You must go, 

EmL In faith I will not. 

Thes. Wliy, the kuights must kindle 
Their valour at your eye: Know, of this war 
Y’ou arc the treasure, and must needs be by 
To give the service pay. 

EmL Sir, pardon me; 

The title of a kingdom may be tried 
Out of itself. 

Tkes. W’ell, well then, at your pleasure ! 

Those that remain with you could wish their office 
To any of their enemies. 

Jlip. Farewell, sister! 

I am like to know your husband ’fore yourself, 

By some small start of time : He whom the gods 
Do of the two know best, I pray them he 
Be mack* your lot ! 

[EwaU Theseus, Hippolita, Perithous, 
EmL Arcite is genUy:,ymged^; ,.yet his eye 
Is like an engine bent, of a sharp weapon 
In a soft sheath ; hlercy, and manly courage, 

Are bedfellows in his visage. Paiainon 
Has a most menacing aspect; bis brow^ 

1$ graved, and seems to bury what it frowns on ; 
Yet sometimes his not so, but alters to 
The (juuiity of Ids thoughts; long time his eye 
“Wi!! dwell upon his object; melancholy 
Becomes him nobly; so does Arcite’s mirth; 

But Paiamon’s sadness is a kind of mirth, 

So mingled, as if Aiirth did make him sad, ' 
And Safincss, merry ; those darker humours that 
Stick inisbecomingly on others,® on him - "f" 

^ ' '' 

« (/idse iarkejr that ' ■ 

Stick mhbtcmiimty m otiers j m 

Lh-e in /sir dmmng.} ^;Cdrrectc«i by Seward. 
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Scene V.] 

Live in fair thyeliing. 

ff orHt’i'.y. Tnmpets sound as to a charge, mihin. 
Hark, how yon spurs’' to spirit do incite 
The princes to their proof! Ardte may win me; 
And yet may Palamon wound Arcite, to 
The spoiling of his figure. Oh, what pity 
Enough for sucli a chance ! If I were by, 

I might do hurt; for they would glance their eyes 
Toward niy scat, and in that motion might 
Oinit a ward, or f'orfeit an offence,® 

Which craved that very time; it is much better 

’ Hark liO'x yon spurs.] We have not, for several plays past, 

amiiscdl «iir readers wiih an account of the aaiemfiaeiits ^vhich the 
editors «if IfM) pr€i€fid to have made, iir order to ealiaace the idea 
of ilieir own mgeiiuiij : We have aot, hoivever, dlscoiitinaed that 
iaforraalioa fm want of matter (there has''a!l along t?eeri abaa* 
dance!) but for fear of Ixfcomiftg troublesome. After so long a 
reeesR, it may not bt disagreeable to resume the character of dc-<* 
tctcfars, and reveal the falsehoods Cold of the play now before us* 

III |!ie |h*l^^^lge quoted at the head of this note, they piTtend to 
liuw aUemI tftrjr to mn ; p. L hist^ feat toyiT^ ; p. lij, L 3, 
A Jewel to Cl Jewel ; |u 6Y, !. 17, to thuugh Duvetiaot, as 
well as oiiraki quarto, reads off/; p* 101, L t!3, ami iiUMJCClit torra 
iiwoceiil ; |f» 1*32, L 7, uftm towitk; p, Ti-f, I. to itak; 

p. L $pkerr m phtr; and, p. 13S, L 13, to have added the 
word groa’a,— “Every one of these puhsages sbinds right in the lirst 
quarto, which their own notes prove, they were possessed of«~E<!* 
1778* ■ 

s (hnii a ward, or forfeit an offence J ^fr Sympson would read 
but 7vmi and dtfeme Is the same thing, OJence is the 
reverse to ward^ as weapons of oieiice mi defence* To forfeit an 
otlence, therefare, is to ratss the opportuoity^of striking some ad* 
vanlageous blow, that might give the victory. The weapon used 
in the legal fliidlo in Eiiglimscl wasqnly'E batoon or truncheon, and 
this was deHigneil by the authoi'S to Im undeistood of the present 
ctsmhun h is extremely beaulifui to have this duet pofibmed bc- 
liind ihi* vermes, yet within liearlng. All battles m the stage make^ 
as blmkhpeai'i^ s%s, hnl brmk kdiedim*,^/ Here js a nieihoil of 
concealing all the awk’ivardness of such combats, and keeping the 
attention of the audience upon the full stretch. It was an art well 
known to the (I reek tragedians^ as In the famous iiisiance of Clj** 
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1 am not there ; oh, better never bom 
Thau minister to such harm ! — 

[Comets, Cry uithm, A Palatnon ! | 
— -What is the chance ? 

Enter a Servant. 

Ssrr. The cry’s a Palamon. 

Eifii. Then he has won. Twas ever likely; 

He look’d all grace and success, an<l he is 
Doubtless the prim’st of men. 1 pr’ythee run 
And tell me how it goes. 

[S/ioutf and Cornets ; cry^ A Palamon ! 
Serv. Stilt Palamon. 

Emi. Run and enquire. Poor servant, thou hast 
lost ! _ 

Upon my right side still I wore thy picture, 
Jhilaiiioa's on tJie left: Why so, I know not; 

I had iiocnd in’t et.se;® Chance would iiave it so. 
On the sinister side the Ireart lies ; Palamon 
Had the best boding chaiicc.~~f.^«p/Aer cry and 
shout mitkin, and Cornets.} — This burst of 
clamour 

Is sure the end o’ the combat. 

miirtlert wliois iieard to deprecate her soifs vengeance 
Mmiil the and Electra open the stage continues to initatc 

® I no ftul in*t ; else chance umdi ham ii Former edi^ 
tjons. MfSympHun would read /m, i. e» ualess : And that too 
was riijr first cofijecture^ Bui more probably the particle tki may 
be a mere iiuerpolatioii, for the sense and measure are better witli^ 
out 

llie word eke should tiol be struck out^ as it is frequently in** 
traducal tii ibese plap in ibe same maimer# II m quite in the 
btylft of the auibors»~Afoi0/i. 
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JEmer Servant, 

Sen\ They said that Palamoa had Arcite’s body 
Within an inch o’ th’ pyramid, that the cry 
Was general a Palainon but anon, 

The assistants made a brave redemption, and 
The two bold tiiters at this instant are 
Hand to hand at it. - 

EinL Were they metamorphosed 
Both into one — Oil, why ? there were no woman 
■W^orth so composed a man ! Their single share. 
Their nobleness peculiar to them,* gives 
The prejudice of disparity, value’s shortness 
To any lady breathing. — '’More exulting? 

[Cornets. Cry mthia, Arcite, Arcite ! 
Palamon still ? 

Serv. Nay,';' now the sound is Arcite, 

EmL I pr’ythee lay attention to the cry ; 

Set both thine ears to th’ business. 

[Cbrwcls. A great shout, and cry, Arcite, Victory I 
SerxK The cry is 

Arcite, and victory 1 Hark ! Arcite, victory ! 

The combat’s consummation is proclaim’d 
By the wind-instruments. 

Half-sights saw 

That Arcite was po babe : God s 1^, his richness 
And costliness of spirit look’d throughliim ! it could 
No more be hid in him than fire in flax, 

Than humble banks can go to law with waters, 
That drift-winds force to raging. I did think 
Good Palamon would miscarry ; yet I knew not 
Why 1 did think so; Our reasons are not prophets, 

* Their mbknms^ 4'^*] restored from the 

oM quarto. The consequent deficiency of sense greatly ciifetre.ssa 
Seward.*— Ed. 1778* 


240 


THE TWO NOBLE [Act V, 

When oft our fancies are. They are coming off : 
Alas, poor Palamon ! \CorHCts» 

AJiiler Theseus, Hippolita, Peeithous, Arcite 
as via or. Attendants, is^c. 

Tkes. Lo, where our sister is in expectation, 
Yet quaking, ami unsettled. Fairest Emilia, 

The gods, by their divine arbitrament, 

Have given you this knight: He is a good one 
As ever struck at head. Give me your hands ! 
Receive you her, you him ; be plighted with 
A tove that grows as yam decay ! 

Arc. Emily, 

To buy you I have lost what’s dearest to me, 

JSave what is bought ; and yet I purcliase cheaply, 
As I do rate your value. 

Thvs, Oh, loved sister. 

He &peak.s u«nv of as brave a knight as e’er 
Did spur a, noble steed: 'Surely the gods k.,. 
■Would have him dte'a'bacheior,” lest his race 
Should shew i’ th’ world too godlike ! His beha- 
viour 

So charm'd me, that methought Akides was * 
l'(j him a sow of lead : If I could praise 
Each partofhim to tif all Ihave spoke, your Arcite 
Did not lose by't ; for he that was thus good, 
Encountei'd yet his better. I have heard 
Two emulous Philomels* beat the ear o’ th’ night 

* 7a(} mtilms PkHomAs.] f cannot pass by this simile without 
bcjitjKiu till' rt'aiiiT lo j>tvi* h due attention to iu as it may rank 

With liir bfinilil'iil ihi* fn^liliagali* tlialare met 

witli 111 iiiid It k alM> fnim all tbe 

atlitttdc*?* «t' iti'i'S aiiuel of isiglii ilmt llmse pwctoi who were so eiia- 
WHumi 41 ' her have painHirf ber iti« It may be farther 
ihai tlii« strike which, in their own 

iiaiiircb^ sCi’in their iirchelype> but are |ouietI ta 
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With their contentious throats, now one the higher# 
Anon the other, then again the first, 

And by ami hy out-hreasted,* that the sense 
Coiihi not be judge between ’em; So it fared 
Good space between these Kinsmen ; till Heavens 
did 

Make hardly one the winner. — Wear the garland 
With joy tliat you ha^'c won ! For the sub<lued. 
Give them our present justice, since I know 
Their lives but pinch ’em; let it here be done. 
The scene’s not for our seeing: Go we hence, 
Eight joyful, with some sorrow ! Ann your prize, ^ 
I know you will not lose her. Hippolita, 

I see one eye of yours conceives a tear, 

The which’ it will deliver. IFkurisk 

Mmi, Is this winning? 

Oh, all you heavenly powers, where is your mercy? 
But that your wills have said it must he so, 

And charge me live to comfort this unfriended, 
This miserable prince, that cuts away 
A life more worthy from him than all women, 

I sliould, ai«i would die too. 

Hip, Infinite pity, 

That four ?uch eyes should be so fix’d on one, 
That two must needs be blind for’t ! 

Thes. So it is, {Exeimt^ 

it in }>erfect union hy the art of the poel* TOiafc, at first sight, 
could tic more unlike than ilie forj? of'a the singing of 

»ig!itiiigsi!es ? Ycl how charmingly am ‘married together? 
They wlio are coiiwmnt in Homer, Spenser^ Blilton, &c. 
will he aWe to recolIa::l; many Instances of the like nature,— 
Smard* ■ ' ■ > ■ 

* Ou^-hreasted,] See a note on the Pilgrim, foL V# p* 

* Arm your pize.J i e* Taka Ike lady .whom; you have won hy 

the handt— Ed* 17? 8, ■ ’ , 
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An opal Place in the City mth a Sea fold. 

Enter Palamon aid his Knights pinknef Jailor, 
Executioner, and Guard, 

Pal. There’s many a man alive, that hath out- 
lived 

The love o’ th’ people ; yea, i’ th’ self-same state 
Stands many a father with Ins child : Some comfort 
We have by' so considering; we expire, 

Am! not without men’s pity; to live still, 

Have their good wishes; rve prevent 
The loathsome misery of age, beguile 
The gout and fheunj, that in lag hours attend 
For grey approachers ; we come towards the gods 
Young, and unwapper’d,* not halting under crimes 

^ Tmtiig mul ainvapper^dj I. c* sap Mr SympsoB^ joimg aiiii 
mfrightm'^d. lie qtiotes no aHt!iority> nor can I find one in my 
dicutiiiaries. I^lr TlieobaM concurs with me in reading umjirpyip 
which, supposing the former word to be true English, and & give 
llw idea incnlioncd, rather better agrees with the sense, and mticii 
belter wllJb ilie measure of the context I’hus Valerio, in A Wife 
for a Mofttii, says in the like circuraslances, ' ' 

T& ik « fdiiffg’ mmt h in he m angel ,* 

Ourpd gmd put mngs mile mr smls* ^ 

Andagam, ■ ■■■' ■ 

ii Jjtgfl mmmm^ ^ 

miudf paim €>J the Jeddk knipi 
i.- ' ~Mkmm^ miam hni mt living 

Btiidmi. ike fair loteft grows voveiom^ 

d$i m are mrik -/See the whole scene, act in 
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ScexeVL] 

]Many and stale ; that sure shall please the gods 
Sooner than such, to give us nectar with ’em, 

For we arc more clear spirits. My dear kinsmen, 
"Whose lives (for this poor comfort) are laid down, 
You have sold too, too cheap. 

} Knight. What ending could he 
Of mcire content? O’er us the victors have 
Fortune, whose title is as momentarv 
As to us death is certain ; a grain of honour 
They not o’er-weigh us. 

2 Knight. Let us bid farewell ; 

And with our patience anger tottering Fortune, 
Who at her certain’st reels ! 

3 Knight. Come ; who begins ? 

PaL Even he that led you to this banquet, shall 
Taste to you ail.— «Ah ha, my friend, my friend ! 
Your gentle Daughter gave me freedom once; 

Y ou’Ii see’t done now for ever. Pray how does she? 
I heard she was not well; her kind of ill 
Gave me some sorrow. 

Jaiinr. Sir, she’s well restored, 

And to be married shortly. 

Pul By my short life, 

I am most glad on’t ! ’tis the latest thing 

S* I inti in the Glossary to Urry^s Chancer, mpid mi 

astonished. This is probably the same word that 
Mr Sj^rapson may have somewhere found spelt Seward. 

I^he old text must be restored, as il is undoubtedly the opposite 
to wappered in Sliakspeare’sTimou of Athens 

• — This it is , ' ^ 

Thai makes the wiipp^nd widow wed agaiii.^^ \ ' 

This passage has greatly pujszled the editors of Shakspeare, mi the 
subject is not yet entirely cleared up* From diferent passages in 
old writers, c|iioted in the notes^ (Eeed^s edition^ yoL XIX. p, 136|) 
it appears, that means, In €ant--lan§uage, '** compaiiy« 

keeping with a woman,” and hence BIr Steevens explains tlie word 
in the text, ** imdebiliUted by venery, i, e. not huliing multT crimes 
mmtp md 
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I shall lie giaci of; pr’ytliee tell her so; 

me to her, and to piece her portioa 
Tender Iser this- 

1 Knight, Xay, let's be offerers all ! 

2 Knig'kt. Is it a maid? 

Pnl. W'iily, I think so; 

A right good creature, more to me deserving 
Than 1 can or speak of! 

y/// Knights. Commend us to her. 

[Give their purses. 
Jailor. The gods requite you all, 

And make her thankful ! 

FaL Adieu i and let my life be now as short 
As my leave-taking. [X/er on the block. 

I K/iight. Lead, courageous cousin ! 

3 Knight. Well fnliow cheerfuily. 

nom tiithiu, cn/ing, Bun, save, hold! 

;;g.^ , . Kniir in imsic u Jlksscngcr. 

Hold, hold ! otj, hold, hold, hold f 

Enter P£:RtTHoos in haste. 

Pen Ilohl, hoa ! it is a cursed haste you made. 
If you have done so quickly. — Noble Palamoji, 
The gods will shew their glory in a life 
That thou art yet to lead. 

Pal. Can that be, when 

Venus 1 have said is false? How do things fare? 

Per. Arise, great sir, and give the tidings ear 
That are most dearly sweet and bitter P 

* Qidtt.} llcquite, rcconspcnce. 

TheU are most early meet tmd iUfter.'} Mr Sympson aisd I 
agree in fejectifig carty as a corruption, bat ho reads rare/y ste«r, 
and I dcBfig. The t^verb ieartji,Jn'tliese&se of exeeedingfy or «- 
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Pal. Wliat 

Hath waked us from our dream ? 

Per. List then! Your cousin, 

MountecI upon a steed that Emily 
Did first bMtow on him, a black one, owing 
]S%t a haii^orth of white,* which some will say 
Weakens his price, and many will not buy 
His goodness with this note ; which superstition 
Here finds allowance: On this horse is Arcite, 
Trotting the stones of Athens, which the calkins^ 
Did rather tell than trample ; for the horse 
Would make his length a mile, if’t pleased his rider 
To put pride in him: As he thus went counting* 
The flinty pavement, dancing as 'twerc to th’ music 
His own hoofs made (for, as they say, from iron 
Came music’s origin)- what; envious , 

Cold as old Saturn, and like him possess’d 
With fire malevolent, darted a spark. 

Or what fierce sulphur else, to this end made, 

iremefyf seems partictilafly beaiiiifti! when eKpres^'lve of any of the 
teinler passions, whether of joy or sorrow, ami after 1 bad inserted 
It in my noicsi I found m the Imt speech of this play a confir- 
mafeu of il : - ‘ 

J 0^ dearly sorrji 
"''ki gkd ^ jiteik : —Seward* 

fi J Mad hfse, miag "f ' ' ' ' 

'Ifol a kmr werth of whkk '$mi a 

horse is called the French, min^rmni Cas^ve^s explanation of 
this will prove ^ai^gcfod^^comineiii on thelext^^^* A horse thafs^all 
of one dark colour, without sl^n^’spoi or mark ahout Mm/ 
and thereby commouiy Vicious/^ „ 

^ Caikim;] L e* Hoofs / from the 
There are some hard and odd passages, mixed with much poetical 
expression, in this dcscriptiom~Ed*. 

The description bears not the 'least resemblance to the style of 
Flefoheit,,, Beauinonl:| or almi|st any author but Shakspeare# ■ , • . 
«|l* . ic ■' / ' 
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I comment not; the hot horse, Lot as fire, 

Took toy at this, and fell to what disorder 
His power could give, Ms will, bounds, comes on 
end, 

Forgets school-doing, being therein tr|in’d, 

And of kind manage ; pig-like he whines 
At the sharp rowel, which fie frets at rather 
Than any jot obeys; seeks all foul means 
Of boisterous and rough jadry, to dis-seat 
His lord that kept it bravely : When naught served, 
When neither curb would crack, girth break, nor 
differing plunges 

Dis-root his rider whence he grew, but that 
'He kept him ’tween his legs, on his hind-hoofs 
On end he stands,® 

That Arcite’s legs being higher than his head, 
Seem’d with strange art to hang : His victor’s wreath 
Even then fell otFhis head; and presently 
Banto^^ar^ the jade cotrtes o’er, and his full poige. 

But such a vessel'’m IhatLbats hnt'for*'’' '.fW 
The surge tha;t next approaches: |iemuch 4,^res 


To have some speech with you. ' 

Enter Theseus, Hippoeita, Emilia, Arcite 
brought in a Chair. 

'''‘EjoI. Oh, miserable end of our alliance ! 

The gods are mighty f— Arcite, if thy heart. 

Thy Wdrthy manly heart, be yet unbroken. 

Give me thy last words I I am Palamon, 

'* Jie Jtept Mm ’twieU Ms legs ok Ms Mnd hoofs 

: ' ^ 071 end he siands,^ So the quarto, 

fionSwMcli it should seem tha||^e1irst part of the second line was 
% the compositor,, iftegi ble in 4he manuscript. Tim 
sense ‘ ^ 


feet as } 
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One that yet loves thee dying. 

Jrc. Take Emiiia,. 

And with her all the world’s joy. Reach thy hand ; 

Farewell! I have told my last hour. I was false,® 

Yet never treacherous : Forgive me, cousin 1 
One kiss from fair Emilia ! [Kisses ker.~} Tis clone : 

Take her. I die! [Die5, 

Pal. Thy brave soul seek Elysium ! 

Emi. ril close thine eyes, prince ; blessed souls 
be with thee ! 

Thou art a right good man ; and while I live 
This day I give to tears. ; 

Pal. And I to honour. 

Thes. In this place first you fought; evep. very j 

here ■ , , 

I sunder’d you: , Acknowledge -bo The gods , 

Our thanks that yop are living. > 

is play’d, and, though it were too short, | 

.He'clid it well: Your day is lengthen’d, and 
The blissful dew of Heaven does arrose you ;* 

^ I wm I believe tbe reader will ml be easily caavineedi 
tliat Arcite bad been false. Bat otir'aatliars seem to ba?«'lbeea 
m possessed of die story from Chaucer, tbai^tbey even forgot that 
tbeiy bad inserted an essentia! part of it, the oath between we Two 
'KinsmeH' never to rival, but always to assist each other in love* 

This, was 'before observed, would justify Pakmotfs. anger, and 
render him the more amiable 

The characters of Palamon and discriminated* 

Palamoh Is. certainly the aggrieved is a gallantry 

in Arcife Aat redeems. hfs falsehood passion in Falamon 
that rendei^‘btttt;s|p more amialle' #d_, interesting from the tery 
infirmity of his’ inward or his printer have made 
a mistake here; for ;onr autWs lane .not insertei the oath*— 

Ed* 177S. 

* Arowze^Qu*]^ e* -'bedew, Troiii the French, 

arwer. —Seward, ’ ' . - 

^ It should then be spelt arrose : Arome is an English word of 
^ry different import — ^Ed* 1778* X 
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The powerful Venus well hath graced her altar, 
And given you your love ; our master Mars 
Has vouch’d his oracle, and to Arcite gave 
The grace of the contention : So the deities 
Have shew’d due justice. Bear this hence ! 

Pal. Oh, cousin, 

That we should things desire, which do cost us 
The loss of our desire I That no.ught could buy 
Dear love, but loss of dear love ! 

Never Fortune 

Did play a subtler game : The conquer’d triumphs. 
The victor has the loss ; yet in the passage 
The gods have been most equal. Palamon, 

Your Kinsman hath confess’d the right o’ the lady 
Did lie in you ; for you first saw her, and 
Even then proclaim’d your fancy; he restored her, 
As your stolen jewel, and desired your spirit 
To send him hence forgiven : The gods my justice 
Takei^om^my hand, and they themselves become 
The execuffbnef yban hi&f off ; 

And call your lovers* from the stage of death. 
Whom I adopt my friends ! A day or two 
Let us look sadly, and give grace unto , 

The funeral of Arcite ! in whose end 
The visages of bridegrooms we’ll put on, 

And smile with Palamon ; for whom an hour, , 
But one hour since, I was as dearly sorry. 

As glad of Arcite ; and am now as glad. 

As for him sorry. Oh, you heavenly charmers,* 

* Four lovers;] i.e. The knights who assisted you. — Ed. 1778. 

^ Heavenly charmers.1 i. e. Enchanters, ruling us at their will, 
■whoS6 operations are beyond our power to conceive, till we see the 
effects ofthem. — Seward. 

So in:C)th:eUo, act iii, scene iv. — - 

'*-■ ' . '-^fjfha^handkerchief ' . ' 

J)id an Egypti® to my niother ^ve : 


KINSMEN. 


Scene VI.] 



What things you make of us ! For what we lack 
We laugh, for what we have are sorry ; still 
Are children in some kind.*^ Let us be thankful, 
For that which is, and with You leave dispute 
That are above our question ! Let’s go oil, 

And bear us like the time ! iFlourish. Exeunt, 


Slie was a charmer^ and could almost read 
The thoughts of people.^' — Reed* 

4 jPor ^Jiat we have are sorry stilly 
.Are children in sonic kind^l The punctuation in the text was 
proposed by Mason, 



epilogue. 

I WOULD now ask ye bow ye like tbe play ; 

But, as it is with schoolboys cannot say, 

I am. cruel fearful I Pray yet stay a while, 

And let me look upon ye ! No man smile ? 

Then it goes hard, I see ; He that has 

Loved a young handsome wench then, shew his tace , 

’Tis strange if none be here ; and if he will 
Against his conscience, let him hiss, and kill 
bur market ! 'Tis in vain, I see, to stay ye ; 

Have at the worst can come, then ! Now what say ye . 

And yet mistake me not I am not bold ; 

We have no such cause* If the tale we have toia 
(For 'tis no other) any way content ye, 

(For to that honest purpose it was meant ye) 

We.faave our end ; and ye shall have ere long . 

‘ ‘ ’$ay many a better, to prolong ^ ' 

, Best at|ohr 1 ' 

* This whole play, Mr Beward observes, « abounds with such sublj- 
mity of sentiment and diction, that were J^auties to be marked witfci 
.asterisms, after Mr Pope and Mr manner, scarce a page 

would be left uncovered with them. ^ ^ 

The capital defect in the piece is hmtaw m these words of the epi- 
logue, * 

- If the TALEi we have told 


His NO OTHER)— . . 

It is i^de^' r&er a tale than a drama, particularly towards the conclu- 
sion, which has perhaps so long prevented its representation on the stage ; 
where some scenes ot* it would produce a great effect, though there are 
in this dramatic tale many excellent passages, more calculated to please 
the reader than spectator* , The mixture of Gothic with ancient manners 
was the common vice of the writers of the age m which it was wrote, it 
is, however, a most noble play, replete with animated , discourse and su- 
blime tmches of poetry.— Bd. 3778. 





OBSERVATIONS 

ON THE 

participation of 9HAKSPEARE 

. IN THE 

TWO NOBLE KINSMEN. 


The lollowing observations of M? Colmaa on this airions s«b« 
ject he inserted in the odiuon WS 

The Two Noble Kins«ia%von the authority of the title^ipage to 
the Erst edition^ has been lodged on as the ptodootioii of Soak- ^ 
speare and Fletoher; font not being able to find any satisfactory 
proof (nor indeed [>resumptive, except that it contains many pas« 
sages not unworthy of him) that the former was joint author of it, 

, w’e acknowledge we doubt the tradition of his being at ail con- 
cerned in the piece. Little stress can be laid on the title-page in 
question, (the only shadow of authority,) which bears evident marks ' 

S -' the craft of a publisher, and was ■not printed till nine yeaw 
^,;be death of Fletcher, and sixteen after ShakspeareV Seward, 
wever, lakes it for granted to be the production' of the poets lo 
• whrni it hds been attributed ; of which he does not mention a doubt, 
b, unsays, ■ 

L It will be an entertainment to fhe curious to distinguish 
the hand of Ehakspeare From . that of Fleleher. 'The only exter- 
nal evidence that' I over hmrd is a -tri^ition of the play-house, 
that the" first act;oaly was wrote by •Shakspeare; and this Mr War- 
burton 'says 'fe bfejp^&ce tothat'-anihor. If it is true it does great 
honour to there are many excclleni Ihinp In 

that act, it is much" inferior to the four 'others. 

Had it fallen within province to have examined 

the internal evidence,' likiwv^ao'man so capable of striking light 
' out of obscurity. I shall lay litefore the reader the reasons which 
' make me doubt the authenticity of this tradition, and shall endea- 
vour to prove that either Shakspeare had a very great hand in all 
the acts of this play, particularly in the whole charming charac- 
ter of^tte'Jailoris Daughter, or else that Fletcher more closely imi- 



!!• The prison scene/between Palamon and Arclte, ' is/ says 
Seward, ' more worthy of Shakspeare than any long one in the 
first act. It is in Shakspeare^s second- best manner, or in Flet- 
cher's BEST, and these are not easily distingnishablee If the reader 
will consult the first scene of the Two Brothers, with their sup- 
posed father coming out of the cave in Cymbeline, and the de- 
scription of the Spartan hounds by Theseus in Midsummer-Night's 
l)ream, he will find a great similitude of sentiment, style, and spi- 
rit: Add to thewse the following lines in Richard IL Mowbray be- 
ing banished, thus complains of his want of foreign languages ; 

^Within my mouth you have engoard my tongue. 

Doubly portcuilised with my teeth and lips. 

And dull unfeeling barren Ignorance 
Must be the jailor to attend on me/ 

All but the second of these are noble lines, though so great a man 
as Mr Pope discarded them from the text. The end of Arcite's 
former speech (which Milton very closely follows, bewailing his 
blindness, in his Hymn to Light) and the lines referred to in the 
emendation above, have the sublimity of these lines of Mow^bray 
without the quaintness of thought that disgraces one of them, not- 
withstanding its similitude to the o^ovrm of Homer. These 
reasons may induce one to place this scene to Shakspeare/' Here, 
however, ^trise doubts : On the other hand, the simile of a wild 

poetic libers* 

ty, ,is called the m 

his back to the arrows on the archer's shoulder, and the frequent 
and furious turnings of the boar to the Parthian's turning to shoot 
as he flies. This noble simile is a favourite of Fletcher's, and he 
uses it in another play that seems to have been wrote befbre this. 
And I believe it no where occurs in Shakspeare, As to the ana- 
chronism of making Parthian archers talked of in Theseus's time, 
it is an impropriety that both Shakspeare and Fletcher are equally 
guilty of/ ' 

Speaking of the Jailor's Daughter, ^ The Aurora of Guido 
has not mote strokes of the same hand which drew his Bacchus 
and Ariadne, than the sweet description of this pretty maiden's 
love-distraction has to the like distraction of Ophelia in Hamlet 
That of Ophelia ending in her death, is, like the Ariadne, more 
moving, but the imag^; here, like those in Aurora, are . more nu- 
merous, and equally exquisite in grace and beauty* May we not 
then pronounce, that either this is Shakspeare's, or that Fletcher 
has here equalled him in Bis very best manner 

In p.T47, the reader will find Mr Seward propose a mode 
of justification for Palamoi/s^ijbgeir,; after wdiich he adds, * This 
seems the might be added in three 

lines) to render CJ|:mbeiine, Measure for Mea* 




"f 
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sore, Twelfth-Niglit, As Yoo Like it, and al! the plays of the se-» 
CON0 CLASS of Shakspeare ; and to The Maicfs^Traged^p The False 
One, The Bloody Brother, A King amt No King, Pailastcr, Tiie 
Double Marriage, and the rest of the jpjesT'Rate plays of Beau- 
moot and Fletcher/ 


V. The description of female friendship, 2S, el seg. he says, 

.'if not iii his v^ny^ 


* was probably Sbakspeai’e^ and in his second, 

BEST manner, which will evidently appear by its prcferemre, which 
it may justly claim to the like description in Midsammer-^^igin s 
Dream, act iii 


scene viiu- 


^ We, Hermia, like two artificial gods 
Created with our needles botli one llower. 

Both on one sampler, sitting on one cushion ; 

Both warbling of one song, both in one key 
As if our hands, our sides, voices and minds 
Had been incorporate; so we grew together. 

Like to a double cherry, seeming parted. 

Blit yet an union in partition, 

Two lovely barrios moulded on one stem ; 

Or with two seeming bodies, but one heart, 

' Two of the first, like 'coats in ‘heraldry,.. , . 

Due but to one, and crowned with one crest/ 

Eelative to the madness of the Jailor's Daughter, There 
are/ says Seward, * such characterising strokes, and such strong 
features of both Ophelia and Lear in their piirensies, tirat one can- 
not but believe that the same pencil drew litem all/ 

VIL We will now mention a doubt or two more, * If tlie rea- 
der will please to consult the soliloquy of Richard IL in prison, he 
will find several strokes much resembiiog some in this scene, [the 
prison scene between Palamon and Arcile] and whilst he com- 
pares them, may be apt to- ascribe them both to the sanm hand ; 
but the following lines out of Fletcheris Lovers’ Progress may again 
stagger our opinion, and make us as apt to ascribe the whole scene 
to Fletcher* Lidlan, a young lover^ in a fit of despair, turns her- 
mit, sj^nd thus describes the happmess,of aolitude: 

- These' wild fields zrn.mf gardens ; ' , . * 


The crystal” riyers' they aJBfoid' their ' waters. 

And grudge not their sweet Streams to quench 

The hollow rocks their bads,' which though they^rC hard' 

(The emblems of a doting ioveris furuine) - 

Yet they are quiet, and 'the weary sfumbew 

The eyes catch there, softer than beds pf down; 

The birds my bell to call me to devotions ; 

My book the story of ,.my wand'ring life, 




i fiiKl raore hours tine to Eepeiitaiice 
'Hiau Time hath toki me yet/ 

See the wiiok dialogue^ act scene iii/ 

** VIIL Again, ^ VVhat%vas said of the difticolty of judging %vhe^ 
tberShakspcare or Fletcher had the greatest iKiml iu the scene of 
The Two Kinsmen in prison, is applicable to this, [the teropte 
scene, J and indeed to all the scenes iii which they appear* Fkt- 
cher frequently writes as wdl, and Shakspeare periiaps alone of 
all our dramatic poets can be said ever to have wtoW^ better/ 

"IX Again, 'This Schoolmaster and his fellow-comediausseem 
very like the farcical clowns in MMsummer-Nigh/s Dream, aiul 
other plays of Shafcspeare ; yet it seems probable that Fletcher liaci 
the ^greatest share of this, as the quotation from Tonya's Oration 
against Catilino, and all the Latinisms of the Schoolmaster, seem 
wrote by one who was more ready in Latin quotations than Shak** 
speare; who, notwithstanding all the pains which learned men 
have taken to prove the contrary, seems to have had no more Latin 
than falls to the share of a -very young schoobhoy, the Grammar 
and a little of Ovid/ At the same time, I allow him an eEcelteftl 
scholar in English, French, and Italian, which comprehend a vast 
extent in literature/ 

'• ■ 'KT ' 'jNti ^ 


peare^s supposed want of erudition, Mr Seward con* 
,eome other partiqnte parts being attri** 



my 

instance of 'this ktniihefore ffiis.combat. As Fincher was % scho- 
lar, and Shakspeare not one in Greek, the former was probably the 
author here,’ * •" # 

** XL Again, speaking of Theseus’s address to the First Gueen, 
wherein he mentions Juno’s mantle, Seward says, ' As there is 
more display of learning in^iJns'Speech than is usually seen in Shak- 

i ffuh ^ pv)bably suppose this scene to iiave been 

coutvarv to tj: J received opinion ?’ 


contrary to tJ: J received opinion t 
” -alL The niodestj^' tithe expression, ^ Weak as we are/ in the 
Sewa*st»^ think it 'probable, that the play was 
actea oefar|6 th^d^th of Shakspeare, and that it was wrote in con* 
'junction as much%s those which Beaumont joined in/ And tlie 
modesty of promising, in the epilogue, ' many a better play/ 
saysne, ‘strengthens the probability of the twogi^eat ^thofs ha* 


'ymgneayly an equal share oLthe play. Had a 


work of Sliakspeare^ he would probably have spokeitiadifierenl 
style/ 

I. Seward is rather oafortewate in liis. begiiiiim^ ; for Warl)Hr- 
ton does iiofc even mention The Two hlofde KiiHioen in the pre- 
face ~Fope speaks of it in his preface in the Ibllnwni" iiiiMiier: 
— If that play be hi% as there goes t tradition it wm, (nml iinleed 
it hm little resemblaoee of Fielcher^ aini more ol'oor atohor iliaii 
aome of those winch have been received as gemiitie :*) An asser- 
tion which that great man would not have loade iuid he ever ixniil 
Fletcher w^ith aUanion — ^frSteevens ranks this play in the same 
list with Locrine, London Prodigab Sir J<dm Oldcastle, and the 
other plays ascribed to Shakspeara, by catalogues and editions 
vrhose authority has not been sufficient to gain the several pieces 
there mentioned a plac^’^amoiig the dramas at present rece»»i#*as 
Shakspeare^s; and^ except the posthumous tiiie*page of there 
is indeed no kind of authority, 

IL I IL IV, Seward is very fond of the idea of Fletcher^s bi!st 
manner resembling Sbakspeare^s sECosm^aEsT; but we caniiol: help 
thinking it childish to account the po#»try of those scenes which 
he cites Sfaakspeare*s sscoHO^BEst. Whether they were his work 
or;Fletcbe/s, they are most excellent;' and might have -been 
duced' by either^ or by Beaumont That Shakspeare’is, taken at 
together^ -superior to our authors, is certain ; but there often occur 
passages in their plays far beyond the promise of the subject, ami 
equal to the pen of any writer ancient or nmdeni, as may be evin- 
ced by numberless passages inPhilaster, The Maid\Tnigec!y»Kiiig 
and JNlo King, Bonduca, Wife for a Month, Cupid^s Revenge^ &c* 
&c. ^c. notwithstanding what is above quoted frotn the preface of 
thfit great man, Mr Pope, 

. V, In our opiniott, there m more ease, spirit, and nattim, in the 
de^ription in The MidsummerrNighf s Bream, than in that of The 
Twb 'Hoble Kinsmen, However, if it be otherwise, Fletcher has 
confessedly so much poetical merit, that to attribute his. most ex- * 

t disite beauties to Shakspeare, is doing him an,, ii||ury, And in 
lis injury we are sorry to- find I)r Farmer; has 'taken part, who, 
speaking of fine comparison of a:niaid to a rose, which he 

highly praises, '^ys, have no 'doubt those lines were written 

by Shakspear0i*'"'’4nd beN^ause the speech of Theseus, p, .S4, is 
particularly beaU^feb, Seward Aiuks that‘it ^ looks eximmoly like 
the hand of Shak^Care/ ' ' “ 

VL Though ther^fllmtbh "poetical fancy in the phtensy of the 
Jailo/s Daughter, we''camn0l'with’Mr Seward think it equal to the 
naiumi madness painted byBhakspeare. Dike the assumed dis- 
traction of Ham let and Edgar, ■ 

Though this be^ madness, yet there^s method ii/l f ^ 
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more apparejit meiliod ihm\ m the drawiog of Ophelia and I.ean 
" ¥11, Vllf. IX. Nothing need he said of the mmwm * ' 

** X. XL What is here said, tending to invalidate Shakspetre*s 
claim, is apart from the argameot ; bat we ma j, however, just re-* 
mark, that there are many speeches in Shakspeare as much ahouad- 
ing with learned allusions as any part of Tkfseus^s address* 

That the play tvas * wrote in conjunctioo/ will readily 
suppose; but no kind of information can ba derived from either 
Prologue or Epilogue who the associate was* 

We have now gone through all that Mr Seward has said on this 
subject; wherein, we cannot find one plausible argument for 
criblng to Shakspeare any. part of The Two Noble Kinsmen; 
which| certainly abounds with the peculiar beauties and defects 
that distinguish the rest of this collection, and should, in our opi*^ 
nion, (if a joint work,) be attributed to tiie same authors* There 
are, too, many particular passages and expressions in this play, 
which bear a striking similarity to others wrote between them : 
Of this sort are trace, and turn, bo^si p» 78 : On the same mob* 
occasion, the same expression occurs in Philaster* In that play 
too, the Prince talks of discoursing from a pyramid to all the mi-> 
der<^world: So here, p, 108, Emilia says, in one of thp most beau- 
‘ tiful passages of the play, 

' aid tog 
' ,T^ M th 

and various others might be quoted. Writers often unknowingly 
copy themselves as well as other authors; and though 
here be answered, that Fletcher is al^wed to have wrote^Bolh, 
and the similar passages may be his, yet Beap^mont (w®hacl a 
great share in Philaster) is m likely to have proi^fcd them in hoik 
^ as bis associate. And (what is rather remarkah^: it will app'ear 
to any; attentive reader, that the chief similarities are to pieces in 
which 'B^umont is universally allowed to have been connected, 
not whtote;i‘^i«tance is doubted.— .Had Shaksppire been con* 
sidered as one bf ijje joint authors, is it not natural to suppose, that 
*• a play of so much excellence would have found a place in the col- 
lection of his dramas published by Heraings and Condell ? but they 
have, neither admitted tfee^iece, nor taken the least notice of Shak% 

- .b^^hg at all con%rped in it. We must not, indeed, xM 

too much upon this, as it is certain they omitted Troilus and Cres- 
sida,'i!'.||^y, however, of much less eminence : on the whole, we 
think tW|;#to,bhght to be mpremthqrity than an uncertain tra* 
dition, pay from Beaumont and Fletcher, 

the joint dl^amw, written very 


much ill the style and spirit of the pjay before ns* Place Siial". 
speare^s name before. se?eral ether of the dramas^ how many erb 
ticsj like Seward, wo«ld laboor I 0 ascertain the particular passages 
that came from his hand 

Mt Stee?ens, in a note sabjoined to Pericles, Pr iuee of Tyre, 
has taken great pains to prove that The Two Noble Kinsmen tvas 
written by Fletcher alone, without the assistance of StKiks|K‘ar*v 
and the great and deserved reputation of that critic remfers it nc- 
cessary to insert his observations in this place before venturing to 
combat his arguments : — On Mr Pope’s opinion, reiaiive to this 
subject, no great reliance can be placed; for he tvho reprobated 
The Winter's Tale as a performance alien to Shafcsppire, could 
boast of little acc|uaintance with the spirit or manner of the author 
whom he undertook to correct and explain. 

** Dr Warburton expresses a belief, that our great poet WTOle 
' the first act, but in his worst manner/^ The Doctor, 'incleefl, 
only seems to have been ambitious of adding somewhat (though 
at random) to the decision of his predecessor. ^ ^ ■ 

Mr Seward's inquiry into .the ■■authenticity of this, piece, has 
been fully examined by Mr Colman, who adouces several 'argu- 
ments to prove that our author had no concern in it* Mr Colman 
might have added more to the same purpose; but, luckily for the 
public, his pen is always better engaged than in critical and anti- 
quarian disquisitions. 

As Dr Farmer* has advanced but little on the present occasion, 
I confess 1113?' iuabillt3" to deiennino the point on which his cou- 
<;lusion is founded. 

** This play was not, however, printed till eighteen years after 
the Seatii of 'Sfiakspeare ; and its title-page carries all the air of a 
canting bookseller's imposition. WookI any one else have IhooghI 'it 
necessary to tell the world that Fletcher and his pretended coadjutor 
were ' memorable worthiest The piece, too, was printed for one 
John Walerson, a man who had no copy-right in, any ofour autlior's 
other dramas. It was equally unknown to the ^itors in 1(123 and 
1632; and was rejected by those m 1664 and 1685*— In !66|, 
Kirkman, another' knight of the mbrick jw#, issued out The Birth 
of Bferlin, byRowley and Shakspeare* Are we to receive a part 
of this also as a genuine work of the latter f for the authority of 
Kirkman is as respectabic as that of Waterson. I may add, ^*5 a 
similar instance of tfte crafitor ignorance of these aiicient ihrk, 
that in 1640, the Coronation,,,, claimed by Shirley, was printed in 
Fletcher's name, and (I know not why) is still permitted to liokl 
a place among his other dranm " 

* Dr Farmer seems to have 'been convinced of the co-operallon of 
Sliakspeare m tins play. See his Essay on the Learning of Shakspc?arc^ 
ttpud Eeed^s edition^ voL IL p. 80* 
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** That Sbalispeare bad the slightest coBnaetiop with Bfacmoni 
and Fletcher mt been.proTad by evidence cf any kind*, There 
are m verses written by either in his commendaiioii ; btit they 
both stand convicted of having aime^i their ridicule at passtps i» 
several 'of his'plays.^ His imputed intimacy wiib one of them i$ 
therefore unaccountable. Neither are the names of our great con*^ 

' federates enrolled with those of other wits who frec|ueiiteil tlie II* 
terary ^mposiu held at the Bevii Tavern in Fleet-street* As they 
were gentlemen of family and fortune, k is probable tliai they 
aspired to company of a higher rank than that of needy^ or 
mercenary players. Their dialogoe bears abundant 'testimony to 
this sappositiopy , while Shakspeare*s attempts to exhibit well 
. sprightly conversations, as pass between young men of elegance 
and fashion are very rare, and almost confined (as Dr Johnson re- 
marks) to the characters of Mercutio and his associates. Our an* 
thor could not easily copy what he had few opportunities of ob* 
serving. So much for the unlikeliness of FietcheFs having united 
with Shakspeare in the same composition. 

But here it may be asked— Why was the name of our author 
joined with that of Beaumont^s coadjutor in The Tv^^^ible Kins* 
men 'Father than in any other play of the same antfc^&at so long 
remained in manuscript ? I answer — ^I'hat this evehf might have 
. taken its rise from the play-house tradition mentioned by Pc^pe^ 
^d fpup^e^# as’ I conceive* on a singular occurrence# which it is 
my joint- put ^ 

with those 

coincidence occurs in no other i^vidual of Flctcher^s works; and 
how is so material a distinction to be accounted for ? Did Shakspeare 
assist the survivor of Beaumont in his tragedy ? Surely' no; tor if 
he had, he w^ould not (to borrow a conceit from Moth, in Lovo*s 
Labour’s Lost) have written as if he had been at a great feast if 
tragedies, and stolen the scraps. It was natural that he sliould more 
studiously have abstained from the use of marked expressions in 
this than. in any other of his pieces written wdthoul assistance, lie 
cannot be suspect^'d of so pitiful an ambition as that of setting his 
seal on the Jordons hc•^ wrote, to distinguish them from those of 
his colleagu^V;./ it was his business to coalesce with Fletcher, and 
not to witfidfhfc- frpm him. But were our author convicted of ' 
jealous artifice, let- me ask where we are to look tor nny single 
dialogue in which thesp lines of separation are 
• afe to be regarded ns'‘land*marks to ascertain 



spearci wh- 
parody, 


‘Veiy^ wocent and, 


< m ) 


ty,tliey stamcl so constarjlly ioo«r waj^ that we must acljiidge the 
whole literary estate to hioi^ I hope no one will be fuumi who 
supposes our cluaoivirate sal down 'to correct what each m tier wrote. 
To such an indignity Fletcher could not wxdi have hubmiiied ; 
and such a drudgery Shakspeare would asj^pdly liava*. cuttlurecL 
la Pericles^ It is no difficult task -to discriadriate the scent's m 
which' the hand of the latter Is etident. I say again, let thy crhic 
try if the same undertaking is aseasy in TheTwo Noble Kinsiuriu 
The style of Fletcher on other occasions is ^sufficiently d'.ymvi 
from Shakspeare^s, though it may mix more intimately wilti llal 
of Beaumont 

r i£>iTOy.hha^B»ci wotapku A^d^&w 

From loud Araxes Lycus^ st,ream$ dwide. 

But roll with Phasia in a blended ikle. 

"'But that my assertions relatiire'to coincidence may not appear 
without some support, £ proceed .lo: Insert, a few of wny ■in- 
stances that might he- brought m aid of,an'<topioh to ^ich I am 
ready to subjoin. — ^The first passage hereaftll* quoted is always 
from The .Two Noble Kinsmen 


r 1-^Dear g/ass of ladi6s.«--p. L 10. 
j 2-— He was indeed the ghss 

f Wherein the noble youths did dress themselves,^ 
^ Hmrj/ IF. P. IL 

C 1-^/ood-smed fiekL~p, 12, 1 10# 

with coagulate g'om^Hamlet 

“ do' thefis^^ 

■ before they touch.~p* l-h Lid; 

to the fish, who takeS'it ^ 

" *By sovereignty of nature, — Corioimm* , j ' 

r 1 Uis needs not my {^r t '5# 

1 2— as f^tty tp his ends . . / 

As 

C! Their imemf^kdr^U oCloye,.r^. 28, I* 22. 

J 2— Grief and patience^ wxg&'fe him both, ^ , 

■ I Mmgk tMr spirim ic^^.^Cymbeline*' 

1 1'_ Lord, l^d, the differenc^.’df'men l~p. 40, i 10,’ 

, ,Oh, tFe difference of man and man,~jSjaf Bear. 

efo2zds.~p.4l, Lj.- 

’ B2~ffieipy-pacing cfoa<ii,~Rome 0 and Juliet* 


^Kim 
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yi — the angry swine 
I Kzalike a 42^1 17. 

■< 2 Or like the 'Fmhim 1 shaii fying fight— Qf?/iJe/OTd 
i Mr Seward observes that this comparison occurs no where m 
^ Shakspeare. 

ri Banished tiie kingdom, &c. — p 52, h 16. 

4 2 Bee the speech of Borneo on the same occasion — Romeo mi 

L Juikt, 

r 1 He has a tongue will tame 
Tempests. — p. 53, 1. 2. 

1,2— She would sing the savageness out of a bear.~0;^Ma. 

Theseus.’} To-morrow by the sun, to do observance 
^ To flowery May.— p. 60, 1. 20. 

1 2 Tkesei^.] — they, rose up early to observe 
i ^ The rite of May. — Midsummer NigMs Dreanim 

Ti Let all the dukes and all the devils roar, 

J He is at liberty. — p. 6|, 1. 1 U 
J 2 And if the devil come and roar for them, 

L He shall not have them.— ir% Menr^^ IV. P. L 

th^ rumination, 

t poor man, might eftsoons come between 
th^ prisoM 


03,1 1 a 


. Pia/- Cozener Arcite, — p. 65, iVi. 

) •*^*“‘* ‘^ousAi,— 

, 1 he devil take such cozeners , — King Henry IV. P. I, 

f I this question, sick between us, 
j By bleeding must be cared— p. 68, ]. 8. 

(,2 Let's purge this choler without letting blood . — King Richard II, 
ri— swim with your * 

< And it sweetly — p. 80, L 6. 

112 Bmr your bod^ more seemly, Audrey .— You Like iL 

fo WI? |Iuke, whose doughty dismal fame.- 
rl — and then she sung 

I ‘Willow, wiUow, — ^p. 103. 1, 20..1 Wt 

ti^mg W2®?H) we’Sbw— Othello. . 

I I O woman’s fancy— p. 109, 1. 4. 

^ ■ '■ ^«»aa5?.will,— Lear. 


if/,. 


-p. 34, 1. 4. 
-Midsiwimtr 




i.i 


r 




5 liko the ^^^reai-ej/d Juno, but £ir .%:veder,^p. 105, I 
i 2 than lids of Jwt^*s \\ iutcr’s 


f l««„better;, mj conscience, 

Was never soldier^s frienrl.* 

1^2 A beller iievi*r clkl itself snstaia 


Upon a soklier’s ilngh,- 


112, L S. 
tai 

iMiello* 


{ 

{ 

{ 

1 


-^raclictk. 


Sounds like a mimpeL^x>* 1 1 3, 1. 5. 

2— Would plead like angeis fmmpei4‘ongU€£-^ 

1 — they would slunv bravely 

Figiiting about the titles of two kingdoms. — p, til*, L 1 1* 

2— Such a sight as this 

Becomes the held, but here shews much amiss. — IlmnkU 

1 Look, where she comes ! ^ou skaii percemc ker hehavmir*— 
p, 115,1.1^. 

2^ — Lo you where she comes ! TMb ii het 

l'-..*The hurdm on^t was dovm-u 1 15, 1. 1 0* 

2 You must sing down-a down-a : oh, how the ’wheel becomes 

f I How her hrain coins / — p. 1X7, 1. 8.^ 

*^2 This is the vCiy coinage of your brain * — IlamlcL 

^ 1 Doc/or.] — not an engrafted madness, but a most thick and 
^ ’ profound melancholy* — p. 117, L 17. 

1 2 Doctor .] — not so sick, my lord, 

^ A» she is troubled with thick-coming fancies.~ilf«cirl/i* 

I Docifon] I think she has a periurbed mind which I mnm^ mi- 
nister 117, L SO. 

F2 — s — ^ perturbed spirit I— 


Canst thou not 7nimster to a mind diseased f 
Doctor ^] — therein the patient ' 

Must'wams/^rto himseif.-^M<2c5e^/i. ■- '''''J 




1 1 — to him that rhakes |:he camp a cistern 

1 Brinmid with the hhod offtten p. 121, L 2l. 

“l 2 The mailed Mars shall on his altar sit, 

L Up to the ears in bioad.--<-iKmg Henry IV. P. 

ri hast turned '■ •: ■ 

J Green Neptune into purjde -p. d22, L 2* / 

1 2 — —the muUifcudinous seas mcamardinep 

Making' the^^we/j one red. — AlacbetbJ ' 

VOL* XIIL L 


{ 


ri— i&JMr, nener yet made sigh, 

\ Tnwr thaa I.— p. 125, 1. 10. 

■j2 — never man _ ^ 

Sighed truer breath*--- 

ri arms in assurance 

\ M this business.-^\)- i2o, 1. i* 

L dSach corporal agent to this tm'ihlefeaL^M.B.Qhf^ilh 

l^thy female Wgta— p* I 19* * 

2-— thy virgin Much Ado about Nothinjj. 

Cl ^with that thy rare green eye*^ — ^p. 127» h 2* 

1 2 Hath not so quick, ^ green, so to an Borneo 

^ His eyes were as leeks.^ — Mtdswnnier .htghl s J) 

f 1 His costliness of Zooi’i through him,— ■^. 139, 1. 24. 

2 Your spirits shine through you. — Macbeth* 

r 1 — ^to dis^seat his lord* — p. 146> 1. 9* 

3 2 — or dis-seat me now. >^Macbelh* r ai,:* 

i N. B. I have met with no other instances ot the use ot tms 

^ word* 

5 1 Disroot his rider Vihence he grew. — p* 14*6, 1. iS. 

' ri lu^'-|^ar»"&fe iM 16*' 

J 2 to beguile the time " 

\ Look like the time.-^Msicheih. 

“ It will happen on lamiiiar occasions that diversity of expres- 
sion is neither worth seeking, or easy to be found, as in the fol- 
lowing instances : 

rCer. Look to the lady^Verichsk 
S Macd. Look to the lady, — Macbeth, 
j Cap. Look to the baked meats.- — Borneo and Juliet 
vBaL Look to thy life well, Arcite. — Two Noble Kinsmen* 

f Dion, How chance my daughter is not with you } — Pericles* 

3 K. Hen. How chance thou art not with the prince thy brother ?— 
\ King Hemy IV. P. IL 

Dion. How nowi Marina ? why do you keep Pericles* 

L* Macb. How now^ my lord ? why do, you keep Mac- 

, beth. 


I 


II -K i t 'jsg' 

with Nc 
\ Bel;, j0i||.jo^,;^fi7--Cyinbellne. 


Noble Kinsmen* 


f Daigh* Yours to comomd iUf/ kmmif/.^Txxo Jfolik 

J Kinsmen. 

I Faula For I was got i tk* wajf qf immsis*^'Kmg John. 

C Thai— if I cm get him wkkm pimFs iengik — -Pericles, 

I Faog . — m if he come but wkim s?icc.~K. Henry lY.. IK IL 

«« Ail such examples I have abstained from prockciiig; but the 
peculiar coincidence of many among those already ghtth sellers 
much by their not being viewed in their natural situation, 

Let the critics who can fix on any particular scenes m'liicfi 
they conceive to have been written by Shakspeare, or let iho« 
who suppose him to have been so poor in language as well as ideas, 
that he was constrained to barrow, in the compass of iialf the 
Noble Kinspien, from above a doizeix entire plays of lu^^owa com- 
position advance some hypothesis more plausible than tfie foi- 
lowing; and yet I flatter myself -that readers may be found who 
will concur with me in believing this tragedy to have been writ- 
ten by Fletcher in silent imitation of our authors manner* 'No 
other circumstance could well have occasioned such a frequent oc- 
currence of corresponding phrases^ ^c*; nor, in my opinion, could 
any particular >ut this have induced the players to propagate the 
report that our author w^as .Fietcher^s coadjutor in this piece— 
There is nothing unusual in these attempts at imitation, Bryderi, 
In his preface to Ail for Love, professes to copy the style of SIrak- 
speare* Eowe, in his Jane Shore, arrogates to himself the merit 
of having pursued the same plan, ilow far these poets have suc- 
ceeded it is not my business to examine; but FletcheFs imiiatioii, 
like that of many others, is chiefly and yet (when joined 
with other circumstances) was perfect enough to have misled the 
judgment of the players. Those people, who in the course of their 
profession' must have had much of Shakspeare^s language recent 
iii'‘'their^inemories, could easily discover traces of it in this per- 
formance. .They could likewise observe, that* the drama opens 
with the same characters as first enter in A Midsummer Nightls 
Bream^;^ that •€(<?««?*# exert themselves for- 'the entertainment of 
T/icseus in directs the sports In 

Loye^s Labour^s LosI ;'',that a character^ of fmiak jfiwsrjf, copied 
from Ophelia, is notorious in the.. Jailoris Daughter; and that 
this girl, like Lady Macbeth, is attended hj nph^skim, who de- 
scribes the difficulties of her'^cas^# .and comments on it in almost 
similar terms. They mighvlhe^fore, conclude, that the play be- 
fore us was m part a production; of the same writer* ' Over this 
line the critics behind the scene were unable to proceed. Their 
sagacity was insufficient to observe that the general current of the 
style was even throughout the whole, and bore no marks of a di- 
•' Tided hahd. ■ Hence, perhaps> the gemims and duplka Tii&b0 
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of these very iacomnetent Judges, vi>ho, like stau tich mat di-maters, 
were desirous that the widowed muse of Fletcher should not long 
remain without a bed-felloWt * *. 

' Lest it should be urged that one of my arguments against 
Shakspeare’s co-operation in The Two Kobie Kinsmen wouk 
equally militate against his share in Pericles, it becomes iieccs- 
sary for me to ward olTany objection to that purpose, by remark* 
ing, that the circumstances attendant on these two dramas are no 
exactly parallel. Shakspeare probably furnished his 
latter at an early period of his authorship, and afterwards ia\ mg 
never owned it, or supposing it to be forgotten,) waswdlmg to pro- 
fit by the most valuable lines and ideas it contained. But oe won i 
scarce have been considered himself as an object of imitation )e“ 
fore he had reached his meridian fame; and, in f 

Two Noble Kinsmen could not have been composed till atter loi L 
nor perhaps antecedent to the death of Beaumont and our aut lOTj, 
when assistance and competition ceased, and the poet who jeseni* 
bled the latter most had the fairest prospect of success. JJunog tne 
life of Beaumont, which concluded in 16 15, it cannot well be sup* 
posed that Fletcher would have deserted him to write in concert wiia 
any other dramatist. Shakspeare survived Beaumont only by one 
year, and during that time is known to have lived in Warwickshire, 
beyond the reaoh^ of Fletcher, who continued to reside m London 
, ^ t*tat .|here was m 

to 'the Two 

tween confederate writers, a consistent traged;^ 
duced. Yet such precautions will be sometimes ineffi^ 
ducing conformity of plam ^ven when 
within reach of each other. Thus Dry den, in®^ thir 
dipiis, has made Tiresias say to the Theban monarch, 

• if e^er we meet again, ^twill be 


act of Oe* 


In mutual darkness ; we shall feel before us 

, To reach each otheFs hand* — 

But, for want of adverting to this speech, Lee has counteract- 

ed it in the fourth act, where Tiresias has another interview with 
Oedipus before the .extinction of his eyes, a circumstance that docs 
not take place till the ^fth act. 

But, at whatever time of Shakspeare's life Pericles was brought 
forth, it will not be found, on examination, to comprise a fifth part 
of the coincidences which may be detected in its successor; neither 
will a tenth division of the same relations be discovered in any 
one of his thirty-five dramas, which have hitherto. been published 

^^'To 'cf^^e-,;$^i^il^chliarly apparent, that this tragedy of The ' 
Two Nol>PKinsiiiei a prompters copy, as it et- 

‘ # 


Ilibits such stage directions as I do mi remember to have seen in 
any other drama of the same period. We may likewise take notice, 
that there are fewer hemistichs in it than in any other of Shakspcurels 
acknowledged prodnctions. If one speech coiicimies with im- 
perfect Terse, the next in 'general completes it This h some indi- 
cation of a writer more studious of neatness in composition tlraii 
the pretended associate of Fletcher. 

In the course of my investigation, I am pleased to find that I 
differ but on one occasion from Mr Cohnan; and that is,Jn my dis- 
belief that Beaumont iml any share in this tragedy._^ The utmost 
beauties that it contains were within the reacli of Fletcher, who 
has a right to wear. 

Without corrival, all his dignities 5 

But out upon this hall-fac^d fellowship 

because *there is no, reason for supposing any poet but Chaticer 
has aright to dispute with him the reputation which tlMMate'Of 
Palamon and Arcite has so long and so indisputably maintained/* 
•^Ee&d*s Shaksp^ar^^ ISOS, mL XXX* p* ‘lOi* . ^ 

Mr Lamb, in his Specimens of -English Bramatic Poets who lived 
about the time ofShakspeare, (i/>nd. 1 80S, Svo,) hUsS extracted three 
scenes from the present tragedy, and subjoined -the fallowing note^ 
which, as it in general coincides with, and supports, the opinion of 
the present editor on this interesting question, has been inserted, 
before proceeding to a more detailed examination of the subjecU 
This scene [^the dialogue of Palamon and Arcite iii prison, p* 
40,] bears indubitable marks of Fletcher: The two winch pre- 
cede it, the first scene of the first act, and the description 0 (% 
female friendship in the second scene of the same, p. 28,3 give 
strong countenance to the tradition that Shakspeare had a hand in 
this play^ The same judgment may be formed of the ileatli of Ar- 
cite, ana some other passages not here giveiu 1’hey have a luxu- 
riaucein them, which strongly resembles Shakspeare*s manner in 
, those plays where, the lirogresspf the interest being suboitlinate, 
the poet was at leisure for description. I might fetch instances 
from Troilus and Timon. That Fletcher should have copied Shak* 
speare's manner in^so many entire scenes ;( which is the theory of 
Steevens,) is not very probable; that he could have done it with 
such facility, is, to me, ' not certain; 'fils' ideas moved slow,;, his 
versification, though sweet,' tedious; It stops every moment; "be 
lays line upon line, making up one after the other; adding image 
tojmage so deliberately, that wb'lfe-where they join: Shakspeare ' 
miugles every thing; he runs line into line, embarrasses sentences . 
and metaphors ; before one idea has burst its shell, another is 
hatched and clamorous for disclosure. If Fietclicr wrote some 
scenes in imitation, why did he stop ? Or shall we say tliat Shak- 
speare wrote the' , other scenes in imitation of Fletcher ? That he 


gave ShaJr^peare a;ctirb and a bridle, and that Sbafopcare gave , 
bim'a pair of spars; as Blackroorc and Liicatt are brtwgiil in ex- 
changing gifts, in the Battle of the Books 

As to Mr Colman^s arguments, he seems to have been so little ac- 
epaainted with the minute criticism which is ret|itired for a subject 
like the present, and the observations of Sew^ard, which they are 
intended to refute, are so vague and indeterminate, so entirely iia- 
warded by chance, and without due examination of correlative cir- 
cumstances, that any examination would be wasted in the attempt 
to confute them* Besides, every thing whiclt he has advanced of 
any moment is so much more accurately stated by Steevens, that 
the following observations may be conhtied to the strictures of the 
latter, without any injustice to Mr Colman. 

The strongest argument to prove the co-operation of Shakspeare 
in. The Two Noble Kinsmen, is, certainly, the entire diflference be- 
tween some scenes and others, in point of language, metaphor, and 
versification ; w^hich is so strong, that it is very wonderful how 
Steevens could fail to be struck with it. He calls upon any critic to 
select the scenes which they would be inclined to ascribe to Shak- 
speare, asserting that the general current of the style is even 
throughout, and bears no marks of a divided hand ” Now this was 
certainly said at random, without the usual critical sagacity of Mr 
Steevens. Nothing can be more distinct than the style, for instance, 

far more me- 

trate the^ text, k aboiit 'of ne^iwiafy In 

the latter. Another and a still more decisive variation appeals in 
the versification. In the first act, the lines, as Mr Lamb observes, 
are run one into the other; in the second, the peculiarities of Flet- 
cher’s versification, which the same critic notices, are extremely ap- 
parent, Most of the lines finish a division of a sentence ; a full 
point very rarely occurs in the midst of a verse ; and, what Mr 
Lamb has not noticed, the number of double terminations of the 
verses is greater here, as well as in all the plays of Fletcher, tlian 
in the metre of any contemporary dramatist.* Another strong pre- 
sumption that Shakspeare shared in this drama is, the number of 
uncommon words in the particular scenes which he may be suppo- 
sed to have written,* whereas the remaining parts exhibit very few 


|t |krts,whjtfh,^e at- 
r pf pf ‘ double 


* Taking an equal number of lines in the diifewt ] 

tributed to Shakspeare and to Fletcher, the numBef o,, w* umui/jh? 

terminations in the former, is less than one fO four^ on tile contrary, in 
the scenes attributed to Fletclier the number of double and triple ter- 
minations is nearly three rimes that of the rihgle ones. 

* For instance — (a iioim); meditmee; cowr//t, and cors- 
let, for military accoutrements ; 


iad«ed; aad Fletclie/s language k» in general, peculiarly free 
from sucli words, whicli Shakspeare is reiimrkably food of In 
short, ail attentive reader will easily perceive that some of the 
scenes so strongly resemble the style of Shakspeare, and that of 
none of his contemporaries, and others bear the €C|oally \vcll‘ mark- 
ed stamp of Fletcher, that no adventitbns circumstances can over- 
weigh this evidence, when combined with the aolhority of ilie 
title-page, and the play-house tradition, which is acknowlecigcd liy 
Steevens himself. The internal evidence, indeed, induced so jiidi- 
cions and even sceptical a critic as Dr Farmer to slate his onc|na- 
lified belief in Shakspeare’s claim to a share in this tragedy. 

But it is necessary to examine the rest of the evidence suldaecd 
by Steevens, to prove that Fletcher was the sole author of The Two 
Noble Kinsmen ; and, though the %vell-known antiquarian learning 
of that commentator is of great weight, yel the task of rcfnling hi« 
argnment is not altogether hopeless. 

In the Brst place, the pnff in the title-page, those memorable 
worthies/^ oflfends Mr Steevens 5 but a slight acquaintance wilh-lhe 
verbosity of the titles of the old quartos of Shakspeare's plays, in 
comparison of which this is remarkably modest, will easily excuse 
this epithet in a bookseller, who wished to dispose of the impres- 
sion to the best advantage* The circumstance of John Waterson 
having no copyright in Shakspeare's plays Is of little moment; lie 
published several of Fietcher^$ dramas, and might have obtained 
the manuscript of the present play from the comedians at the 
Blackfriars, in the same manner as he procured the others after 
Fletcher’s death. The omission of the tragedy in the folios of 
Shakspeare appears at first sight a weighty objection# which will, 
however, fall to the ground, when it is considered that Ben Jonsoa 
omitted several plays which he had wrote in conjunction with others, 
(such as Eastward-Hoe and the Widow,) in the folio which he 
published. ■Besides, the publishers of the folios of 162$ and 1652 
might ^ not have- been able, from various circumstances, to obtain 
a copy ot.The^Two Noble Kinsmen, which was. pql, printed til! 
1634* Add to this, that they omitted The.Yofkshire’ Tragedy, 
which Mr Steevens has taken great and successful means to prove 
the work of Shakspeare. As to the editors of the third and 
fourth folios, (printed in 1664 and I685>) they have too clearly 
proved their ignorance of the subject to deserve any attention* 
Kirkman's ascribing The Birth of Merlip to Shakspeare and Bow- 
ley is not of equal authority, ivith the title-page of our play, as he 
Aii not publish it till after the ;‘B^storation, wdien such an imposi- 
tion might be practised with far' less chance of detection, as the 
civil wars had almost obliterated all remembrance of the golden 
«ra' Olathe stage. - 

The next:argument cf Steevens is, that we do not know ofany 
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Intimacy hatring tahen place between the tw^o poets, and the little 
likelihood of a gentleman of fortune « associating with needy poetrf 
and mercenary players/"' With regani to the former, we kncWtIiat 
the poetical friendships of the time were peculiarly wavering ; that 
Ben Jonson quarrelled and fought with Marston,once his most inti- 
mate friend; and that the same poet received Shakspearo’s active 
assistance' in the composition of Sejanus, notwiihstaading the ri- 
Talry which certainly took place between them. As to the* lat- 
ter objection, we know the contrary from direct evidence, Flet- 
cher wrote in conjunction with Baborne, Btassinger, and I'ieid a 
player, who were so needy at the time, that tln^y were compelled 
to request a loan of five pounds on the money they were to receive 
for the play in question, in order to bail them out of prison, IMor 
is there any proof that Fletcher was ever on bad terms with the 
bard of Avon. 

In the next paragraph, Mr Stcevens advances his theory, that 
Fletcher wrote this play in imitation of SIrakspeare, without ad- 
verting to the inequality of the language in the dillcrent acts^ which 
has been noticed before. He says, that the associates woukl have 
coalesced more completely ; but when it is considered that the por« 
tions of any one play written by Beaumont and Idc tchc r are gener- 
ally distinguishable, surely the much more distinct styles of the lut- 
must be still more so. r St eevens Iras not bi eti 

play where^ope pyet imitated the style of an- 
otfe pre‘wh#tf fel* Lave, and 
' Bowels Jane Shore, 4hd the iW'shbc^&w wese profes^^^ imitations 
proves the difficulty, if not impossibility, of the undeilaking. In 
later times a female dramatist (Joanna Baillie) has succeeded much 
better ; but none of her scenes approach to the very identity of 
Shakspeare's style exhibited in portions of the Noble Kinsmen. 

We now come to the parallel passages selected by Stcevens 
from the present play and the dramas, of Shakspeare, which, in- 
stead of rendering the co-operation of the latter improbabk, strong- 
.ly. support the likelihood of it About tw:o-thii*ds of them, and those 
' inf general the most striking, occur in those portions which exhibit 
so st^py-giy the style and language of Shakspeare. Mr Steevens, 
observes;{tbat they are more numerous than the coincidences in 
any other plays of that poet, in the ratio of ten to one; but this 
assertion is made at random, and might be easily disproved. In 
the observation^ on Pericles, to which the remarks on the present 
^play are subjoined, Mr Steevens himself 
, of the same metaphor, expressed in similar words, in five diiderent 
places of Shakspeare^s plays, and refers to. another note of his own, 
whor'0^fth^^|rtaphor,;exp|os&^^^^^ equal siffiiJhritj, is traced 

plays. the potallel^ pa'ssages he quotea 

aie in fame words. 

Air bteevedi feles. li the dramatic partnership, 
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if it did take place, must bate bappeaed in the year between the 
deaths of Boauniont and Shakspeare, m llie siip|jositioo that Flet* 
cher never wrote previonsly without the assistance of Beaumont, 
But the contrary of this is known, Fletcher wrote several plays 
before he associated himself with the falter/ jmd the dratna tm n- 
• tioned above, which he wrote with Baborwc* Field, and 

was produced between the years I6J2 and 1615, fHOvions to Bcau- 
unonFs decease. Mr Steevens'^s supposition, that The Noble Kins- 
men was written after 361 1, is luisupporled by any evidence. It 
mi^ht be the case «and it might not, as them is m litcmmlmix 
which can determine the dale of the play. 

The quarto being printed from a prompter^s copy proves no* 
thing; and Mr Steevens might havefbund similar stage direciimis 
in the first folio of Beaumont and Fletcher, Finally, the ninnber 
of hemistichs may not be equal to that in some others of Shak* 
speare^s plays, but they are far more numerous than la the ac* 
knowledged pro?! notions of Fletcher ; and almost all which do occur 
are in those parts which are written . in Shaksf^eare^s style* That 
poet is peculiarly fond of finishing a scene with a hemWch, m in 
the first, second, and fourth scenes of, the first act, and in the very 
conclusion of the drama. In the same manner the addresses of Pa- 
lamon, Arcite, and Emilia, to Mars, Venus, and Diana, contain a 
great number of hemistichs, and are generally finished with one. 

With regard to BeaumontN having no share in the composition, 
I entirely agree with Mr Steevens; 1>ut Fletcher must, be content 
to resign part of the applause which thivS play deserves, to a cor- 
rival, by whose feliowsinp he gains additioiud glory* 

It remains to enumerate those portions of The Noble Kinsmen, 
wdiuch,in the opinion of the editor, were furnished by Shakspearc* 
The supposition of Warburton, that the first act wm Ids, is sup- 
plied strongly by interna! evidence ; but few will agree with Ids 
^ that it is written in Shakspeare's worst manner. The 

secqnd act bears ail the marks of Fletcher’s style* Of the third, 
I should be indinedtO' ascribe the first scene to Shafcspeare, and 
in the, fourth, the third scene, which is written' 'in prose; while 
the other scenes, in which the madness of 'the ' Jailor’s Daugh- 
ter is delineated,, are in verse, according to the usual practice of 
Fletcher. The entire last act, perhaps, with the exception of the 
fourth scene, strongly 'indicates that it ’'was the compojfitios of 
Fletcher’s illustrious associate. ;Hothiiig can prove his cb-opera- 
. tion more strongly, that!, the' beautiful description of tlie accident 
which occasioned the death of Arcite* . 

. There is evidence to suppose that Fletcher wrote for the stage In ' 
1 when Beaumont was only eleven years of ago* 
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We learn frotm tte extracts made by Mr^palcae^ 1.0 fiis Histo* 
rical Account the English- Stages^ from Sii* Henry Herbert's of** 
fice-books, that this comedy was licensed and performed at the 
Globe, August £S, t6^S ; and that it was composed by Fletcher 
in couj unction with Rowley, no doubt William Rowley, a dramatic 
author of considerable reputation at the time, and of no mean 
poetical powers. In the same year it was performed three times 
at court, which strongly evinces a very favourable reception : Uhs 
first time on Blichaelmas night; again, with rcforraatioiL% on All- 
hallow’s night; and, lastly, on St Steven^s day. It was first print- 
ed* in the folio edition of 1647* After the Restoration, it was re- 
vived by. the company at the Duke's Theatre with applause, but 
since’ that period seems to, have been entirely neglected* 

Amongst, the second class of the comedies in the present collec- 
tion, The Maid in the Mill holds a very disiinguislied place, be- 
ing sprightly and entertaining, though evidently produced iu 
haste, and without having 'undergone any -'very accurate revision. 
Indeed the circumstance of Fletcher having chosen to write m 
conjunction in his latter days, .which he was perhaps induced to 
do in order to serve Rowley, .who .-was a player, and who himself 
performed one of the characters, ■; seems to preclude any severe 
scrutiny. There is no very accurate definition of character ; and 
the poetry, without descending, to meanness, never ^ aspires to 
pre-eminent excellence/- The combination of the two plots is, 
however, skilfully managed and, ■upon the whole, the come- 
dy will always amuse in the closet, Hvhile a skilful alieriUien 
could hardly tail to meet with success on the stage. From the 
unusually rugged versification in the second and fourth acts,,- 1 
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sljotild bejEcliBedi to ascribe them to the pen of Rowley, 

' metre is seldom very harmoniotis ; while the gi eater part of the 
three remaining acts exhibits all the beauties and defects of flet^ 
cherts versification. 

The plot, from which the play takes its name, is founded on the 
thirty-sixth novel of the second volume of Bandello, which also 
occurs in Belleforest^s Hisioires Tragiques, and in Gouiart's His-' 
ioires Admirabks de notre temps. The outline of Bandelh/s story 
is as follows r — Pietro, one of the favourites of Alessandro de Me- 
dici, endeavoured in vain to gain the love of the beautiful daugh- 
ter of a miller, who dwelt near his country-house. However, with 
the assistance of his friends, he forcibly brought her to his house, 
and there be gratified his desires. The miller proceeded to Flo- 
rence, and complained of this violence to the duke, who, promising 
' to redress his wrongs, advised him to return to his milL Alessandro 
followed him, and then proceeded on a visit to Pietro, and inspect^ 
ed his house. The latter, however, excused himself from show- 
ing one of the smaller rooms, pretending that it was in great con- 
fusion, and that the steward had taken away the key. The duke, 
however, insisting to see the apartment, Pietro replied, laughing, 
^ that he had a young girl concealed there whom he did not wish lo 
be seen/ The girl, however, at this moment cried out, the <loor was 
burst open* 'End the whole matter cleared up to the duke, wlio 
threatoned Pietro if he did not give her a portion of two 

thousand -and' es^h of bk'.’companicms one thousand* The 

, duke then adopted her -as Ms daughter, gave her in marriage to 
him, and threatened vengeance if he did not use her well/^ 

The second plot of Antonio, Martine, Ismenia, and Aminia, is 
taken from a novel then very popular. It was written in Spanish 
by Pon Gonzalo de Cespedes y Meneces, and an English transla- 
tion by Leonard Digges, under the title of Gerardo, or the Unfor- 
tunate Spaniard, was printed in l 622 » The passage in question 
begins at p. 350 of the translation, and the following is an abridge- 
ineBti>. 

** Geraldo, the hero of the novel, having unexpectedly met his 
friend Don Jay me off the coast of Barbary, and related to him his 
own adventures, requested him to mention the causes which had 
led him to so remote a shore. Don Jayme hereupon narrated, 
that, during his residence at Zaragoza, a dispute arose at a public 
feast between his uncle Don Julio de Aragon and Don lisaurd s 
“ the latter Conceiving himself offended by the farmer* The quarrel 
was followed by serious rencontres, and the nobles ranged them- 
Mto factions on the sides of the disputants. Don Julio was 
obliged to take a journey out of the town* and Ms nephew, Don 
^ Jayme, acvo,ib§a^i^f.h|m*v;;.They travelled about three leagues, 
when they a'viuieMktotiB to put up at a coutt* 


trj4ioiise* Entering tie conrl^yapl, ihej fauiii a coatli Jail 
rlvedy driven tiiiwci’ hf the sa«it mcmk}\ After remakwng thtm 
some^time^ tie old gettllemaa wisised m pursue lib jcnirney^ 
DoiiJa|mc, carious to view iie fciUEks %vlmm he siipposal to 
be in the coaclj, lifted up one of the i»ot*lids arid boketl in* SikI» 
denly two men iftsned oul, who* kying their lands on tlieir3wor4l% 

* as they jointly blamed tMs unmaiiiicrly actis oblige«l him to do 

the like^ and the ratleri he knowing ttiein to be no other ttuiii Li- 
sanro and his kinsman Thirso, his vowed emmim.* The affray ex- 
tended to the servants of the parties, and a general scoffle eiisiicd^ 
accompanietl by the oalcries of the women in the carriage* Bon 
Julio, too eager to revenge his quarrel upon Lisauro, was ifirown 
down, and Thirso, the nephew of the kiter, wishing to pursue the 
advantage, attacked the faikn man, who was effectually relieved by 
Don Jayme* 1'he latter disarmi^ his adversary, mi would hive 
followed up his good success, had he not feeen preventetl fey the la-* 
mentations of the two ladies In the coach* Al the iatercesiibti of 
one of them, who had her face ail covered wilL tiiaiiy, - wliclt 
serving as a mask, only dbeover^ two falceywif hut li«e 
covered with some tears/ he pmi’ end te and * signiicd. 

to the unknown dame, that her discreet and noble carriage pi«4 
him to he Ler servant**'' He with difficulty persiiadcil hk uncie^ to 
mount his horse, and, in the huriy, forgot to take leave of the gm^ 
tiewomeiu Upon their return to Zaragom, he absented himself by 
the advice of his uncle, and spent twenty days in a neighboiiring 
village. The officers of justice having %vith clilFiculty pacified the 
parties, he returned, and endeavoured to obtain iiilbrRmiioii who 
the unknown ladies were# One evening, ^ being to irieel some friends 
at^rimero/ a masked servant delivered a letter to liiiii, wliich mu'* 
tained thanks for his interference, and gave hiiB some dsstenl bintf 
of the ladyk affection for him. .According to tppoiiitmeat lie an- 
sweted the letter,, and expressed his desire to see her and * submil 
hiidhelf to. her. ^Twas now about the gkdsonae lime of Shrove-* 

tide, more solemnly kept in. Zaragoza than any other city of Spain * 
at which time, with some friends and klnsnsen of his own age and 
condition, ckdin colours and vkaardfe' Don Jayme marched, up 
mid down the streets, eiyoying many a mirthful opportunily : for 
at this time of the y«r the women 'have full liberty, and dispense' 
with their ordinary resemdi»^f;>'-'The youthful friends ’ visited 
several houses where- revels, were', kept, and at last entered that of 
fiennor Bellides, one ofthe opposite -fectlon* Don Jayme was im- 
mediately struck by the rare beauty of one of the ladies# S.lie dis-# 
covered him, and addressed him' by. name, expressing her saiisfacliou 
at seeing him, when she was interrupted by one of thcgallcmts, who; 

* invited her out to a galliard/ 'The" lover communicated the state' 
of his heart to one of his friends, and ,was informed tha| sie.<iia$ 


tiie liaigkter of DoivBeUides, wldcli still more perplexed aad iiivol* 
ved iam in meditations how his purpose could be accomplished* 
During the merry Shrove-tide^ he met the lariy divers limes> but 
could never obtain a moment's conversation with her* His passion 
far the daughter of Don Bellides did not blot out of the memory 
of Don Jayme the remembrance of the lady whom he had beheld 
in the country, and who sent him a letter full of jealous complaints. 
She ‘ particuiariigcJ also the ' most singular acts and signs, even to 
the very phrase he used to the dame of the revels/ which astonish- 
ed and greatly perplexed him^ ' He resolved to deny all, and re- 
quested an interview. But she did not attend to his solicitations, 
and he, * slackening the return of answers to her tickets/ resolved 
to * re-prosecute his amorous intents with the spritely dame of tlm 
revels/ and revealed them to her in a serenade, which was heard 
not only by her, but the whole neighbourhood. The following day 
he was upbraided for this want of fidelity by the supposed country- 
lady, and invited to an interview the ensuing night. He was ac- 
cordingly conducted into a narrow lane, and left-under a ruinous 
wall to expect further notice. After a long hour a woman ap- 
peared at a window, who bade him mount the wall, from whence 
he perceived that his inamorata was no other than the daughter 
of sennor Bellides. Having framed an address to the country-dame, 
he was unprepared for such a discovery, and stood mule till she iuf 
formed him that she and the latter were the same, that her name 
.was tte bub’ the enmity of th,eir parents had 

prevented her hitherto from giving him an assignation. The though t s 
of the lovers * turned strait into mirthful pastime/ and the circum- 
stances oT their first meeting were mutually explained. Ismenia 
was on that day to set out with. her mother;, ^ the fore-mentipned 
woman in the fray/ to a neighbouring village to visit her sick fa- 
ther. Day came on ; the lovers paHed, and appointed subsequent 
meetings in the same place. The next night, Don Jayme having 
again mounted the old wall, three or four persons entered the- lane, 
whom he heard closely whispering. His confusion was increased 
by Ismenia appearing at the window, calling upon him to draw 
nearer. The men approached, and the lover suddenly ‘ let fiy at 
them outrageously/ and killed one of them. The rest fied, others 
. came to their assistance, and Don Jayme thought it prudent to re- 
tire. I'he following morning he understood that the persons whom 
he had assailed were in search of a criminal, and was warned by 
Ismenia to absent himself for some time from Zaragoza. On his 
return he again proceeded to the appointed place bf meeting, ac- 
companied by his friend Don Martin cle IJrrea." ' These visits were 
irequenlly lepea-ted, ^nd the,,|>|^ph-pf, the lovers incr^^ so vio- 
lently, that a night wa^ appointed for the final consummation of 
their wishes ; ^ptbher true servant to 
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%vilii!eR» of his hand a-rnl faithful mw la hc^r spniise/ ll:» iiiscasi- 
the next .moraing was percebcd by jlartiin wlio tvrong 
iIk" Ttcr&t ml of him, bei^g. considered hy ihf hn-er hin mo^t 
laiiliful friend, .Hob Martin resolved to accompany fiiin, utuh mi-'- 
clcr pretCBce of a rtiore complete disgaipi persaarled I)<m .hi} me to 
exchange his cloak with him, .The Jailer having mountiHl the walk 
two men came iBio the lane, and suddenly set upon liisctmipaidom 
Don Jayme leaped down aiul drove iliem off. On his reliii'n 
perceived the window to be closely shut, %vdiich lie snpposeil to hr 
on ac, count of Ismeni*/s having fieard the clashing of swords, imi 
her -apprehencling a discovery in come^mim% The next mmmng 
her servant brought him a letter, expressing her eagerness to reeiftw 
’ the transports of the former night. The lover, full of grief and ficr- 
j plexity, went to Don Martinis lodgings, but could obtain no ad- 
mittance, He instantly flew to Ismenia, who upbraided him with 
his present sadness, and the niter silence he had preserved the 
preceding night. Don' J^yme, hearing his $iiis|>ieions con^med, 
swooned in her arms ; and a purse left, by him, whp^ * passessei"^^® 
place and her Wnour/ in which 

- name was inclosed, !al to a linal di^osnrt’df 

’ maid immediately confessed that he had' fie^nllfly&pdf tuned -her 
to a^akep the jealousy of Ismenia, and to inform her of Don daymens 
. infidelity, adding, that his only desire was to revenge himself upon 
the house of BelBdes ; at the 'same- time declaring his own affection. 
When he perceived that these arts were unavailing, he prctcod- 
ed that his only purpose had been to tr) the fidelity of lameuia to 
. his friend. Dun Jay me immediately resolved upon vengeance. He 
Jay in wait for the traitor, but soon understood that he had abscoiMl- 
ed* lie proceeded to the post-office, md lotiking through the letters, 
found one addressed to one of his kinsmen* Breaking it open’ he 
^ disddwed thiat it came from Don Martin, and contained a request 
' to ‘hlsTqteioa to send him certain monies and .trunks of apparel 
•to'Otp^n, In’ Barbary. Having acquainted Ismenia 'Wilh this wel- 

- ■come discovery, be set out for Oran, * fo kill After a 

short passes be’ arrived, in b-small bark, at Massalquibir, 

and wUs^ th€j'ejnforined_,.b;^"a’ so!di0r*;df Don'Maftln^s arrival* He 
sent the sol<iler.ipjp th^..town to inform I\m Martin that his trunks 
were landed,' wbp'prp'hlised to fetch’ them away that night* Doit 
Jayme set out tbw^rd'sjOran, and. waifod two or three hours Under 
some rocks, almost de^liring of Ihe idelity of his messenger; At 
last a horseman appeat^Si.'dnd, asked him whether he trUvelkd to* 
wards the city or the port# 'Don Say me, recognising bis enemy, 

■' e.2tclaimed, * Thyself, false Don Marlin, art the port and haven to 
... '^hicb I go, at which the satisfaction of lUy fevenge must safely 
xoi# M ■ 


( m ) 

land/ He then hade liiM stand on his defence ; iadi when his 
treacherous friend endeavoured to excuse himself, he wonM not 
hear him, hut attacked and killed him on the spot# 'Don Jay me 
concluded his relation to Gerardo, hy declaring his wolution upon 

his return to espouse Ismenia/' 
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DRAMATIS PEESONJE. 

i Don Philippo, king of Spain, 
lOtrante, a Spanish count, m torn with FiormeL 
i Julio, a mhkman, uncle to Antonio, 
.iBeilides,.;^/Aer to Ismema, enemy to Julio. 
i Lisauro, brother to Ismeniay Eellides' son. 

4Trrzo, kinsman to Lisauroy and friend to BeUides. 

4 Antonio, in love with Ismenia, an enemy to BeUides* 
• i Martine,* friend to Antonio, and his secret rival* 
i GerastOyJriend to Otrante, 

iMonrado, \ 






4L Gostanzo, 

4Giraldo, > three gentlemn, friends to JuSo. 

4 Philippo, ) 

|fVertigo, a French taihr, 
i»Franio, a miUer, supposed father to Fiorimd. 

Bustopha, Franio's son, a clown. 
iPed ro, a songster. ^ ^ 

Lords attenSng the king in progress. 

Gentlemn, shepherd, constable, ojfiwrs, sermnts, a 
hoy, ScC. 

Ismenia, daughter to BeMdes, mistress Antonio. 

* Aminta, cousin to Ismnia, and her private compe. 
. titfix ^ Anionids love. 

I Florimel, supposed daughter to Franio, daughter to 
Julio, stolen f rom him a child. 


* . JfeTarf This character hits ^been called Mariim m the 
laodlerii copies, though he is called' Mizrtine, in the first folio 
throughout, and though the lueasure is frequently spoiled by the 
alteration* 
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MATT) IN THE MILL. 


ACT I. 


The Country, 


Enter Lisauko, Terzo, IsmEnia, md Aminta, 

Lismro . Let the coach go round ! we’ll walk 
along these meadows, 

And meet at port* again.— Come, my feir sister. 
These cool shades will delight you. ' 

Amin. Pray be merry: ; 

The birds sing as they meant to entertain you ; 
Every thing smiles abroad ; methinks the ri ver. 
As he steals by, curls up Ibis head, to view you: 
Every thing is in love. . 

Ism. You would have it so. 

You, that are fair, are easy of belief, cousin ; 

* At fort . That is, at the ^te of the city. — Mason. 
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The theme slides from your tongue 

Amin. I fair? I thank you ! 

Mine is but shadow when your sun shines by me. 
Jsm. No more of this; you know your worth, 
-Aminta. 

Where are we now ? 

Amin. Hard by the town, Ismenia. 

Terzo. Close by the gates. 

Ism. Tis a fine air. 

Lis. A delicate ; 

Tlie way so sweet and even, that the coach 
Would be a tumbling trouble to our pleasures. 
Methinks I am very merry. 

Ism. I am sad. 

Amin, You are ever so when we entreat you, 
cousin. 

Ism. I have no reason. Such a trembling here, 

V Over my heart, methinks 

\ . . -i^JM^. Sure you are fasting, 

4^, -Or well to-pighibi. some dream* Ismenia ? 

Ism. My dreams are like my thouglits, honest 
and innocent ; 

Yours are unhappy.* Who are these that coast us ?* 
You told me the walk was private. 

JJwifer Antonio Maktinb, 

■ ■ ■ . ' ' ' ' , „ 

Terzo. ’Tis most commonly. 

» Unhappy.} That is, wicked. So in The Miseries of Inforced 
Marriage, by Wilkins — 

— « I sure they are great sinners 

That inade,this match, and were 
; 3* Coast m, drcj f his passage supports the propriety of the foi« 
IbWing'lines in The Loyal Subject, wher%Mr'fced .wished to read 
cote for ooasi , .• "" 
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Ism. Two proper men. ! It seems thej have some 
business j 

With me none sure. I do not like tlieir faces ; 
They are not of our company. 

Terzo. No, cousm. — 

Lisauro, we are dogg’d. 

Lis. 1 find it, cousin. 

Ant. What handsome lady ? 

Mart. Yes, she’s very handsome i 
They are handsome both. 

Ant. Martine, stay; we are cozen’d. 

Mart. I will go up : A woman is no wildfire. 
Ant, Now, by my life, she is sweet, Stay, go<Ki 
Martine! 

They are of our enemies, tbe'h^p^pee# JEtellideir.; 

„ Our mortal enemies. ^ 

Mart. Let them be devils, 

They appear so handsomely, I will forward. 

If these be enemies. I’ll ne’er seek friends more. 

Ant. Pr’ythee, forbear! the gentlewomen 

Mart. That’s it, man, 

That moves me like a gin.'* Pray ye stand off. — 

, Ladies 

Lis. They are both our enemies, both hate us 
equally; 

By this fair day, our mortal foes ! 

Terzo. I know ’em. — , , 

And come here to affront ! How they gape at us I 
They shall have gaping work. \Tkey draw. 

Ism. Why your swords, gentlemen? 

Terzo. Pray you stand you oflp, cousin ; — 

And good now leave yoiir whistling ! — >We are 
abused all ! — 

Back, back, I say ! ' 

Lis. Go back ! 

* That mQ9&t me liJce a gin.] That is, an engine or instrumeni 
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Jnt. We are no dogs, sir, , 

To run back on comimand. 

Terzo. We’ll make ye run, sir. 

Jnt. Having a civil charge of handsome ladies, 
We are your servants ! Pray ye no quarrel, gen- 
tlemen. 

There’s way enough for both. 

Lu. We’ll make it wider. 

JnL If you will fight, arm’d for this saint, have 
at ye ! [Theyjigkt. 

Ism. Oh, me unhappy ! Are ye gentlemen, 

Discreet and civil, and in open view thus 

Amin. What will men think of us ! Nay, you 
may kill us. 

Mercy o’ me ! through my petticoat? what bloody 
gentlemen ! 

Ism. Make way through me, ye had best, and 
kill an innocent ! 

Brjath^,, why, cousin ! by this light, Til die too! 
,,,,Tbk you. mecciful 1 

Alas, tne'^^brdsT’"'''-' 

Amin. Yovi had best run me through the belly ! * 
’Twill be a valiant thrust. 

Ism, I faint amongst ye. 

Jilt. Pray ye be not fearful ! I have done, sweet 
lady; 

My sword’s already awed, and shall obey you. 

I come not here to violate sweet beauty ; 

I bow t%t^at. 

Ism. fetther, you see this gentleman, 

This noble gentleman — 

Lis. Let' him avoid then, ' 

And leave our walk! ,, 

AfM The lady may command, sir ; 

5 Fott W Me tl»e]beny.3 The two last words 

are omitted iri'tWl^^nd'fdlio and copies. 
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She bears an eye more dreadful than your weapon. 
Im. What a sweet nature this man has ! Dear 
brother, 

Put up your sword. 

Ttrzo, Let them put up, and walk then. 

Ant. No more loud words 1 there’s time enough 
before us. 

For shame, put up ! do honour to these beautie.s. 
Mart. Our way is this; we will not be denied it. 
Ter%o. And ours is this, we will not be cross’d 
in it. 

Ant. Whate’er your way is, lady, ’tis a fair one ; 
And may it never meet with rude hfads more, 
Nor rough uncivil tongues! ^ 

{Exeunt 
Ism. I thank you, sir, 

Indeed I thank you nobly !— A brave enemy ; 
Here’s a sweet temper now ! This is a man, brother ; 
This gentleman’s anger is so nobly seated. 

That it becomes him ; yours proclaim ye monsters. 
What if he be your house-foe.? we may bragon’t; 
We have ne’er a friend in all our house so honour* 
. able : 

I had rather from an enemy, my brother, 

Learn worthy distances and modest difference,® 
Than from a race of empty friends loud nothings. 
I am hurt between ye. 

Amin. So am I, I fear too. .»> 
lam sure their swords were betweenmy legs.’ Dear 
cousin, ' 

Why look you pale? where are you hurt? 

® And modest difference.] Sympson and Seward suppose this a 
corruption of orthography, and read dtference^ which the last edi- 
tors retain. The old text is, however, probably right, meaning a 
difference, or quarrel, modestly maintained. 

^ rm sure timr swords were between kgs,] These words are 
retrieved from the first folio.— Ed, Iff 8, 
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Ism. I know not j 
But here methink^ 

Lis. Unlace her, gentle cousin. 

Ism. My heart, my heart ! and yet I bless the 
hurter. 

Amin. Is it so dangerous ? 

Ism. Nay, nay, I faint not. 

Amin. Here is no blood that I find ; sure 'tis in- 
wardf 

Ism. Yes,yes,’tisinward> ’twas a subtle weapon; 
The hurt not to be cured, I fear. 

Lis. The coach there! 

A mm. May be a fright. 

Ism. Aminta, ’twas a sweet one ; 

And yet a cruel. 

Amin. Now I find the wound plain : 

A wond’rous handsome gentleman 

Ism. Oh, no deeper ? 


Pr’y thee, silent, wench; it may be thy case, 




wound will 

^ ^ If 


And of so sweet a nature 

Ism. Dear Aminta, 

Make it not sorer ! 

Amin. And on my life admires you. 

Ism. Call the coach, cousin. 

Amin. The coach, the coach ! 

Term Tis ready. Bring the coach there 1 ' 
Z^.' Well, my brave enemies, we shall yet 
meet ye, 

And our old hate shall testify 

Terzo. It shall, cousin. [Exeunt. 
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SCENE II. 


Toledo. A Room in the Home qf Antonio. 


Enter Antonio and Maetine. 

Ant. Their swords! alas, I weigh 'em not, dear 
friend;' 

The indiscretion of the owners i . 

The fury of the house affrighlkf^ IbiI/ 

It spends itself in words." 

There was a two-edged eye, a lady carried, 

A weapon that no valour can avoid, 

Nor art, the hand of spirit, put aside. 

Oh, friend, it broke out on me, like a bullet 
Wrapt in a cloud of fire ; that point, Marline, 
Dazzled my sense,* and was too subtle for me ; 
Shot like a comet in my face, and wounded 
(To my eternal ruin) my heart’s valour, ♦ 
Mart Methinks she was no such piece. 

'Am, Blaspheme not, sir ! ^ . 

She is so far beyond weak comitien^alion, 

That Impudence will blush to think ill of her. 

MaH. I see it not, and yet I had both eyes open, 
And I could judge ; I know there is no beauty 
Till our eyes give it 'em j and make ’em hij.n4pme : 

® Da2!2iled my sense*] Seward thinks it would be keeping closer 
to the metaphor to read, b Af fled my ebnce ; bat the old read* 
ing carries on the metaphor best. Dazzled Is much appii* 
cable to the point of a two-^edged which he immediately afkf 
compares to a comet,— Ed^ 177^* ^ • 
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What’s red and white, unless we do allow ’em ? 

A green face else ; and methinks such another — 
Am. Peace, thou lewd heretic ! thou judge of 
beauties? 

Thou hast an excellent sense for a sign-post, fnti.d. 
Didst thou not see, (I’ll swear thou.art stone-blind 
else,^ 

As blind as Ignorance) when she appear’d first, 
Aurora breakingin the East? and through her face, 
(As if the hours and graces had strew’d roses) 

A blush of wonder flying ? when she was frighted 
At our uncivil swords, didst thou not mark 
How far beyond the purity of snow 
The soft wind drives, whiteness of innocence. 

Or any thing that bears celestial paleness. 

She appeared o’ th’ sudden ? Didst thou not see 
her tears 

When she entreated ? Oh, thou reprobate i 

‘ those orient tears flow’d froiif 


The little Iv^brlds dflbfl’? "A set, Martilne, 

Of such sanctified beads, and a holy heart to love, 
I could live ever a religious hermit. 

Mart. I do believe a little ; and yet, methinks, 
She was of the lowest stature. 

Ant. A rich diamond. 

Set neat and deep! Nature’s chief art, Martine, 
Is to reserve her models curious. 

Not cumbersome and great; and such a one, 

For fear she should exceed upon her matter, 

Has she framed this. Oh, ’tis a spark of beauty ! 
And where they 'appear so excellent in little, 
Th^j|will but flame in great ; * extension spoils ’em. 

• r - ^ . 

not see {Til swear thm art §oob blind ehe.) Amend- 
ed ■ 

* The^ wiil 


If |his !be'gewiHe^-./w^ vihm 
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Martine, learn this ; the narrower that our eyes 
Keep way unto our object, still the sweeter 
That comes unto us ; Great bodies are like coun- 
tries, 

Discovering still, toil and no pleasure finds ’em. 

Mart A rare cosmograpber for a small island ! 
Now I believe she’s handsome. 

Ant. Believe heartily ; 

Let thy belief, though long a-coming, save thee. 
Mart. She was, certain, fair. 

Ant. But hark you, friend Martine ! 

Do not believe yourself too far before me ; 

For then you may wrong me, sir. 

Mart. Who bid you teach me ? 

Do you shew me meat, and stitdl^«|E,lips, Anfonio? 
Is that fair play? ^ 

Ant. Now if thou shouMst abuse roe — 

And yet I know thee for an arrant wencher, 

A mostimmoderate thing; thou cans t not lovelong. 

Mart. A little serves my turn ; I tly at all games ; 
But I believe 

Ant. How if we never see her more ? 

She is our enemy. 

Afar/. Why are you jealous then? 

As far as I conceive, she hates our whole house. 

Ant. Yet, good Martine 

»* Mart. Cbrae, come ; I have mercy on you : 
You shall enjoy her in your dream, Antonio, 

applied to beauty, must be a term of contempt, whereas it i$, 1 
believe, universally^ applied to it as a term of excellence. I verily 
think the origmal flame^ and then the reason that follows 

is just, Seward. 

This [f.he text] is The 'true reading, and Seward mistakes the 
meaning oi the passage. The allusion, though rather obscurely 
expressed, is to the rays of light, which are infinitely more bright 
when collected in a small focus, (a spark of beauty,) than when 
dispersed; for then they only ’flame, but without foriiMaacyw»» 
Mason, 
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And ni not binder. Though, now I persuade 
. myself — 

JnL Sit with persuasion down, and you deal 
honestly; 

I will look better on her. 

Enter Aminta with a Letter. 

Mart. Stay I who’s this, friend ? ^ 

Ant. Is’t not the other gentlewoman? 

Afarr, Yes- A letter !* 

She brings no challenge sure? If she do, Antonio, 
I hope shell be a second too ; I am for her. 

Artiin. A good hour, gentlemen ! 

Ant. Yon are welcome, lady! 

Tis like our late rude passage has pourid on us 
Some reprehension. 

Amin. No, I bring no anger; 
•IllmU'^'^^^cservcd it. 

But for my in all huiniility, ^ '' 

And with no little shame, I ask your pardons 
indeed I wear no sword to fright sweet JiKiuti 
Amin, You have it; and this letter, ^y you, 
sir, view it, 

And my commission’s done. "‘c ' • 

Mart. Have you none for me, lady ? * 

Av/An. Not at this time. , ^ 

Mart. I am sorry for’t; I can read too. 

Amin. I am glad ; But, sir, to keep you in your 
exercise, 

You may chance meet with one ill written. 

Mart. Thank you ! 

%he a woman’s, I can pick the ineaniiig; 

For i!te% ^hey have but one end. 



Amin. 


.sir. 


[Exit. 
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Ant. Martine, my wishes are come home and 
loaden, 

Loaclen with brave return ; most happy, happy { 

I am a blessed man ! — Where’s the gentlewoman ? 
Mart. Gone, the spirit’s gone; what news? 
Ant. ’Tis from the lady; 

From her we saw ; from that same miracle ! 

I know her name now. Read but these three lines ; 
Read with devotion, friend I the lines are holy. 
Mart. [Meadmg.] I dare not chide you in my 
letter, sir; 

'Twill be too gentle : If you please to look me 
In the West-street, and find a fair stone window 
Carved with white Cupids, therein entertain you: 
Night and discretion guide yom ^ Gali me lsme- 
nia.” . 

Ant. Give it me again! Come, come : fiy, fly ! 

Mart. There may be danger. 

Ant. So there is to drink. 

When men are thirsty ; to eat hastily. 

When we are hungry ; so there is in sleep, friend. 
Obstructions then may rise and smother us ; 

We may die laughing-choak’d; even at devotions, 
An apoplexy,* or a sudden palsy, 

May strike us down. 

Mart. May be, a train to catch you. 

Ant. Then I am caught; and let Iiove answer 
for, it! , 

'Tis not my folly, but his infamy ; 

And if he be a&red, and dare do vile things-*-"—- 
Mart. Well, I will go, - * 

Ant. She is a lady, sir, 

A maid, I think, and where that holy spell 

* We may dk laughing, choak'd «?«« at deootions : 

An apoplexy^ &c.] Corrected by Seward. 

' . . 8 
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1$ flung ^bout me, I ne’er fear a villainy. 

Tis almost nigbt ; >W“ay, friend ! 

Mart I am ready: 

I tbink ,1 know the house too. 

Ant. Then we are happy. l&emt. 


■ [vL- SCENE 'III. 


Night. A Street before the House of Bellides. 


Enter Ismektia and Aminta. 

Did you meet him ? 

id did you give my letter? 

^ te| 5 ?hat:end went. I ? , • 

Was it that gentleman ? 

Amin. Do you think I was blind ? 

I went to seek no carrier, nor no midwife, * 

Ism. What kind of man was he? Thou may'st 
be deceived, friend. 

Amin,. A man with a nose on’s face; I think he 
had eyes too ; f 

And hands, for sure he took it. 

Ism. What an answer ! 

Amin. What questions are these to one that’s hot 
and troubled! 

Do you think me a babe? Am I not able, consin, 
A| my years and discretion, to deU^ ; 

A handsomely ? is that such' a hard thing ? 
W% dyei^y wafer-womah* will undertake it : 

5 A womaa nvlio soils' -li-akes* See voL X* jp, 41. 
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A sempster’s girl, or a tailor’s wife, will not miss iti 
A puritan hostess, 'cousiB, would scorn these ques- 
tions. _ 

My legs are weary. 

Ism. I’ll make ’em well again. 

Amin. Are they at supper? 

/««.- Yes, and I am not well, 

. Nor desire no company. Look out, ’tis darkish. 

■ Amin. I see nothing yet. Assure yoursdif, Is- 
menia. 

If he he a man, he will not miss. 

Ism. It may be he is modest, 

And^hafmay pull him hack' from seeing me; 
Orjhas nradc some wild construction of my easi- 
•' , ness-; 

' ,1}iJ •/“H* I 

I blush to think what I writ. 

■' Amin. What should you Mush at?' ' * 

Blush wheii you act your thoughts, not when you 
. write. ’em; 

Blush soft between a pair of sheets, sweet cousin. 
Though he be a curious carried gentleman, 1 can- 
not think 

He’s so unnatural to leave a woman, 

(A young, a noble, and a beauteous woman) 
Leave,her in, her desires: Men of this age 
Are rather prone to come before they are sent for. 
Harkbl hear something: Up to th’ chaplber, cou- 

You may spoil all else. ' 

Enter Antonio and Maetine. 


Ism. Let me see 1 They are gentlemen ; 
It may be they. 

'Amin. They are they. Get you up, 
voi, XII r. 3S 
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And like a load*star draw him 
Im, I am shame-faced ! 

\Eseunt Ismenia and Aminta into the House, 
Ant. This is the street. 

Mart, I am looking for the house. 

Close, close, pray you close ! — Here. 

Ant.liso; this is a merchant’s; 

I know the man well. 

Mart, And this is a ’pothecary’s : I have Iain here 
many times, 

Eor a looseness in my hilts. 

Ant. Have you not past it? 

Mart. No sure; 

There is no house of markthat we have ^scaped yet. 
Ant. What place is this? 

Mart. Speak softer ! ’may be spies. 

If any, this ; a goodly window too, 

Carved fair above !* that I perceive. ’Tis dark ; 
But she has such a lustre 




ISMBkiA appear at the Window with 

a Taper. 

Ant. Yes, Martino; 

So radiant she appears — ^ — 

Mart. Else we may miss, sir. 

The night grows vengeance blaek : Pray Heaven 
she shine clear ! 

Hark, hark ! a window, and a candle too i 
Ant, Step close. Tis she ! I see the cloud dis- 
perse ; 

. And now the beauteous planet 

Mart. Hal ’tis indeed. 

; i - I* a knd-rfar.] Amen^ 
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Now, by the soul of love, a divine creature! 

Ism. Sir, sir! 

Most blessed lady ! 

Ism. Pray you stand out. 

Amin, You need not fear; there’s nobody now 
stirring. 

Mart. Beyond his commendation I am taken, 
Infinite strangely taken. [Aside. 

Amin. I love' that gentleman ; 

Methinks he has a dainty nimble body ; 

I love him heartily. 

Ism. ’Tis the right gentleman ; 

But what to say to him?— Sir 

;.,;;:ilK/.‘::;Ljwait{s 

And will do till I grow another pillar, 

To prop this house, so rt please 

And pray you speak truly too. 

Ant. I never lied, lady. 

Ism. And do not think me impudent to askyou— 
I know you are an enemy, (speak low !) 

But I would make you a friend. 

Ant. I am friend to beauty^ 

There is no handsomeness I cfare be 
Ism. Are you married? ^ 

A-nt.^,.'H0. . . 

/^» 2 . Are you betrothed? 

No, neither. . '1 r 

Ism. Indeed, fair sir ? \ 

Indeed, fair sweet, I i&i not. 

Most beauteous virgin, I am free as you are. 

Ism. That may be, sir ;, then you are miserable, 
For I am bound. . 

Ant Happy the bonds that hold you ! 

Or do you put them on yourself for pleasure ? 
Sure they be sweeter far than liberty: 
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There is no blessedness but in such bondage. 

Give me that freedom, madam, I beseech you, 
(Since you have questioned me so cunningly) 

To ask you whom you are bound to ; he must be 
certain 

More than human, that bounds in such a beauty: 
Happy that happy chain! such links are heavenly. 
Ism. Pray you do not mock me, sir. 

Ant. Pray you, lady, tell me. 

Ism. Will you believe ? and will you keep it to 
you? 

And not scorn what I speak? 

Ant. I dare not, madam ; 

As oracle, what you say I dare swear to. 

I’ll set the candle by, for I shall blush now — 
Fy, how it doubles in my mouth! It must out, — 
’Tis y6u I am bound to. 

Ant. Speak that word again ! 

I understand you not. 

I,am-boiind to. 

Ant. Hell'ls-a^tter, gentleman. ■ 
irm. ’Tis you, sir. 

Amin. He may be loved too. , 

Mart. Not by thee; first curse me! {Aside.: 

Ism. And if I knew your name 

Ant. Antonio, madam. 

Ism. Antonio, take this kiss; ’tis you I am bound 
to. 

Ant. And when I set you free, may Heaven for* 
sake me ! 

Ismenia—^ ■ 

Ism. Yes, now I perceive you love me; 

You have learned my name. 

‘•''^Ant. Hear but some vows I make to you ; 

Hear but the protestations of a true love, 
irm No, no, not idi? ; Vows should be cheer- 
^ ' 
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Done in the clearest light, and noblest testimony: 
No vow, dear sir 1 tic not my fair belief 
Tosuch strict terms; thoscmenbavebrokencredits, 
Loose and dismember’d faiths, my dear Antouio, 
That splinter ’em with vows. Am I not too bold? 
Correct me when you please. 

Ant. I had rather hear you, 

For so sweet music never struck mine ears yet. 
Will you believe now ? 

Isni. Yes. 

Ant. 1 am yours. 

Ism. Speak louder; 

If you answer the priest so low, you’ll lose your 
wedding 

Mart. Would I might speak ! I would! holloa. 

V gi^gsTake jmy :helrtf 
And if it be not firm and honest to you, 
Iieayen‘^---fe:- A” 

Ism. Peace ; no more ! I’ll keep your heart, and 
credit it : 

Keep you your word. When will you come again, 
friend? ‘ 

For tins time we have woo’d indifferently : 

I would fain see you, when I dare be bolder. 

Ant, Why, any night. Only, dear noble mistress, 
Pardofi three days! My uncle Julio 
Has bound me to attend him upon promise, 

Upon expectation too: We have rare sports there. 
Hare country sports ; I would you could but see 
’em ! ■ ^ 

Dare you so honour me ? : 

Ism. I dare not be there; 

. You know I dare not; no, I must not, friend. 

Where I may come with honourable freedom- 
i Alas, I am ill too; we in love- 
I Ant, You flout me. 
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Ism. Trust tne, I do notj^I speak trutli, I am 


,Aud am iu love ; but you must be physician. 

Jnt. ril make a plaister of my best aifection.* 
Ism. Be gone! we have supp’d: I hear the peo- 
ple stir. 

Take my liest wishes! Give me no .cause, Antonio, 
To curse this happy night 
ril lose my life first. 

A thousand kisses! 

Ism Take ten thousand back again ! 

Mart. I am dumb with admiration ! — Shall we 
go, sir? Antonio and Mautine. 

Ism. Dost thou know his uncle ? 

Amin. No, but 1 can ask, cousin. 

Ism. ril tell thee more of that. Come, let’s to 
bed both ; 

And give me handsome dreams, Love, I beseech 

Amin. He has given you a handsome suWect. 
Ism. Pluck-to the windows.’ l&emf. 

< rit make a plakier of my best affection.'\ This is a vile phrase, 
and would damn any modeni p]ay*---ilfa5^^ 

7 This scene naturally reminds us of a similar one in Shakspeare^s 
Romeo and Juliet ; to which this, with all its beauties, be al« 
lowed to be much inferior.— Ed. 1778. 

The following direction at the close of this act proves the pkj 
to have been printed from a prompter's copy— Sk chairs placed 
at the anas/* 


Act IL] THE MAID IN THE WILL 


ACT II. SCENE I. 


The Country, Before the Mill of Franio. 


Enter Bustopha. 

Bust. IReaMng.l The thund ring seas, whose waf ry 

i ; " Vi 'VA: :: 

Fites der the mountains’ tops ^ — r 

Bust. The thund’ ring . 

Fra. \JVithin.1 Why, boy Bustopha ! 

■ - Fbaitio. 

Here I am. The gentle wkde 

Fra. Oh, are you h^re, sir? where’s your sister? 

* Wkiting-^mops*'\ A sort of <ish so called ; our authors have the 
same term in the Martial Maid, act iL scene it.— 

— — — ^ They will tread tkdr mmures like ■ 

Whiting-mops/^ 4’t^* 

So, in the Guardian of Philip Massinger, Camillo says, 

** If *twere a hsh-day, though you like it not, I could say 
I have a stomach, and would content mysdf 
With this pretty wMting^&ps** 
meaning Blirtilla*— ’ "p 

This sort of fish so called*' is, as Mr Gifford • observes, 
young whitlng.-^^Puttenham informs us, that little fishes ** that bo 
not come to their full growth*' are called moppcs; m 
gumaid-mopp^^/* &c. ' „ 
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Bust. Thegentkwliak flksd’er thenmmtaini tops — 
Fra. Where’s your sister, man ? 

Bust. Washes the whiting-mops 

Fra. Thou liest! she has none to wash. IMops ? 
The boy is half way out of his wits sure. 

Sirrah, who am I ? 

Bust. The thundering seas 

Fra. Mad, stark mad ! 

Bust. Will you not give a man leave to con ? 

Fra. Yes, and ’fess too,_ 

Ere I have done with you, sirrah. Am I your father r 
Bust. The question is too hard for a child ; ask . 
me any thing 

That I have learned, and I will answer you. 

Fra. Is that a hard question ? Sirrah, am not I 
- your father ? 

Bust. If I had ray mother-wit I could tell you. 
Fra. Are you a thief.? 

. 'Bust. So far forth as the son of a miller. 

■ . ‘ Fra. 'Wiftyouibe hanged?' ; 

Bust. Let it go by eldership, 

The gentle whale-—— , ; 

Fra. Sirrah, lay by your foolish study 'there, ' 
And beat your brains about your own affairs ; or — 
Bust. I thank you ! 

You’d have me go under the sails, and beat 
My brains about your mill ? a natural father you 
are ! 

Fra.^ I charge you go not to the sports to-day : 
Last night I gave you leave ; now I recant. 

Bust. Is. the wind turn’d since last night? 

Fra. Marry is it, sir : . .. 

vQh no further than my mill; there’s miy conimand' 
vMi' ; , upon you. , 

jBMsf,{l^ay go round about then as your mill 

I will see y^l aii and his stones fried 
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In steaks, ere I deceive the countr}- so ! 

Have I not my part to study ? How shall 
The sports go forward, if I be not there? 

JFra. They’li want their fool indeed, if thou be’st 
not there. 

Bmf. Consider that, and go yourself- 
Bra. I have fears, sir, that I cannot utter : 

You go not, ffor your sister ; there’s my charge. 
The price of your golden thumb® cannot 
bold me. [Ifotmds in full crj/ zeithm. 
Fra. Ay, this was sport that I have t ightiy loved ! 
I could have kept company with the hounds — : — 
Bust. You are fit for no other company yet. 
Fra. Eun with the har^ . . 

And been’in the whore’s tail, i’faith 

Bzist. That was :.-v' -v ' . 

Before I was born : J did ever mistrust 
I was a bastard, because lapis is 
In the singular number with me. 

Enter Otrante and Gerasto. 

Otr. Leave thou that game, Gerasto, and chase 
here; 

Do thou but follow it wdth my desires, 

Thott’lt not return home empty. 

Ger. I am prepared, ; 

My lord> with advantages : And see, 

** Golden-thumh.'y In Chaucer's chathtiter of the Miller are the 

following lines . ‘ / 

>* Wei coude be stele corn, and toile it twye, . ^ ■ 

And yit he had a thmih of gold, parde!’^ 

,, , Dr.., Morel Mr Tyrwilt both suppose that Chancer alluded to 

the old proverb, Every honest miller has a thumb of gold/' to 
which they reply in Somersetshire, None but a cuckold can see 
It/" To the same proverb our author evidently refers in Busto*» 
pha’s speech. See Ray's Proverbs.-— Heed. 

'Biistopha refers again to the same proverb farther on? p# 20$| L 26 ; 
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Yonder’s the subject I must work upon. 

Otr. Her brother? ’tis: Methinks it should he 
easy:' , 

That gross compound cannot but diffuse 
The soul, in such a latitude of ease, 

As to make dull her faculties, and lazy. 

\Yhat wit, above the least, can be in him, 

That reason ties together ? 

Ger. I have proved it, sir, 

And know the depth of it : I have the way 
To make him follow me a hackney-pace, 

With all that flesh about him : yes, and drag 
His sister after him. [Cry of hounds. 

This baits the old one ; 

Bid you him, and leave me to the other. 

Otr. ’Tis well. — Oh, Frauio, the good day to you 1 
You were not wont to hear this music standing j 
The beagle and the bugle you have loved, 

In the first rank of huntsmen. 

• JSwst The'dogs, pry: .apt,,# hipa now.* 

Fra. Sirrah, leave yOuf barking; I’U bite you fclse< 

Bust. Cur ! mr ! 

i^ra. Slave, dost call me dog? ^ 

Otr. Oh fy, sir ! 

* Bust. The dogs cry out of him now.] I read Jbr: Without 
this trifling change, I see no humour in Bustopha's answer, Tfte 
very dogs cry out against Mm, does not suit the rest of his droll- 
eries } but the dogs cry out for him as carrion yroper for them, is 
quite in his style.— Scwarrf. 

Franio's answer, leave your Sarkxng, seems to confirm the 
old reading, out oi him. — Ed. 1778. 

I think we should read with Seward. If Franio had spoken be- 
fore in the scene the present reading might be sense; but as he 
has been hitherto silent, I cannot reconcile myself to it.— ^-Masow. 

Franio has certainly spoken in this scene, though not since the 
entrance of Otraote. I have no, doubt the old text is right. Of 
him, is chntifihMlXjied iii these’ plays for o» Aim, and this makes 
perfect sense of Bi&CbfaitfASDeecb. * 
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He speaks Latin to you ; he would know 
Why you’ll bite him 

Bust. Response, cur ! You see his understanding, 
my lord. 

Fra. I shall have a time to curry you for this ! — 
But, my lord, to answer you ; the days have been 
I must have footed it before this hornpipe, 
Though I had hazarded my mill a-fire, 

And let the stones grind empty : But those dan* 
cings 

Are done with me : I have good will to’t still. 
And that’s the best I can do. 

Otr. Come, come, you shall be horsed ; 

Your company deserves him ; though you kill him, 

' Run him blind, I CMewiU ' ic' 

He will do it 

O’ purpose, my lord, to bring him up to the mill. 
Fra. Do not tempt me too far, my lord. 

Otr. There is 

A foot i’ th’ stirrop ; I’ll not leave you now. 

You shall see the game fall once again. 

Fra. Well, my lord, I will make ready 
My legs for you, and try ’em once a-horseback, — 
Sirrah 1 my charge ; keep it ! fEo’if. 

Bust. Yes; 

When you paredown your dish for conscience sake, 
When your thumb’s coin’d into botue et legalis^ 
When you’re a true man-miller. ~ 

Otr. What’s the matter, Bustopha? 

Bust. My lord, if y ou 

Have e’er a drunken jade that has the staggers, 
That will fall twice the height of our mill with him, 
Set him o’ th’ back on him ; a galled jennet 
That will winch him out o’ th’ saddle, and break 
• one on’s necks, 

. Or a shank of him (there w:as a fool 
Going that way, but the ass had better luck ; 
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Or one of your brave Barbaries, that would pass 
The Straits, and run into his own country with him : 
The first Moor he met would cut his throat 
For complexion’s sake ; there’s as deadly feud be- 
tween 

A Moor and a miller, as between black and white. 

Otr. Fy, fy ! this is unnatural, Bustopha, 
Unless on some strong cause. 

Bu&t. Be judge, my lord: I am studied in my part; 
The Julian feast’s to-day, the country expects me ; 
I speak all the dumb-shows ; my sister chosen 
For a nymph. "The gentle 'whale, whose feet so Jelir 
’Cry mercy ! that was some of my part ; but his 
charge is, 

To keep the mill, and disappoint the revels. 

Otr, Indeed, there it speaks shrewdly for thee, 
the country 
Expecting. 

Bmt. Ay, and for mine own grace too. 

Otr. Yes, and being studied too, and the main 
speaker too, 

JBmt. The main ? why, all my speech lies in the 
main, 

And the dry ground together : " The thwicTring 
seas, whose ” 

■ Otr. Nay, then thou must go; thou’it be mnch 
condemn’d else. 

. But then, o’ th’ other side, obedience. 

Bust. Qhkfiencei But speak your conscience 
nOWj my lord; 

Am not 1 past ashing blessing at these years? 
Speak as you’re a lord ; if you had a miller to yonr 
; father'- — ' 

Tw, I must yield to you, Bustopha; 

Your reas^SxiCe SO; strong, j' dannot contradict. 
This 1. think^Mwi^i^, ypgf.^ster ought 
^ To go along wlth-'y^*'' 
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Bust There I stumble now : 

She is not at age. 

Otr. Why, she’s fifteen, and upwards. 

Bust Thereabouts. 

Otr. That’s woman’s ripe age ; as full as thou art 
At one-and-twenty : Shes manable, is she not? 

Bust I think not: Poor heart, she was never tried, 
In my conscience. ’Tis a coy thing ; she will not 

Kiss you a clown, not if he would kiss her 

Ofr. What, man? 

Bust Not if he would kiss her, I say. 

Otr. Oh, ’twas cleanlier than i expected. — Well, 
sir, 

I’ll leave you to your own ; but my opinion is. 
You may take her along.-— This is* half way ; 

The rest, Gerasto and I hunt my prey.® 

Bust Away with the old miller, my lord ! 

And the mill strikes sail presently. 

Enter Pedeo, with Gerasto disguised as a blind 
Ballad-Singer. 

SONG. 

Ger. €(»ne follow me, you country lasses I 
V 'And you shall see stick sport as passes : 

Fbu shall dance, and I will singy /^ 

Pedro, he shall rub the sfriiig 
Each shall have a loos&fodi^ea gown 
Of green, and laugh till ym lie down. 

Come follow me, come f>llow, &c. 

» * TMs is ■ - , - ' 

The rest^ Gerasto, and I kmt my ■ The ptinctuation is 
Mason\ who explains th^passage thus— “ My business is half ac- 
complished ; the rest f leave to Gerasto, with whose aid I shall 
hunt down the object of my pursuit." 
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Enier Ilorimel. 


Bust 0'h,sweetDiego,tIiesweetestDiego! Stay. 

— Sister Fiorimel ! 

Tlor. What’s that, brother? 

Bust. Didst not hear Diego? Hear him, and 
thou’It be ravish’d. 

Fbr. I have heard him sing, yet unravish’d, bro- 
ther. 

Bust. You had the better luck, sister. I was ra- 
, vish’d 

By my own consent. Come away : for the sports I 
Flor. I have the fear of a father on me, brother. 
Bust. Out! the thief is as safe as in his mill; 
He’s hunting with our great landlord, the Don 
Otrante. — 

i 'I '"■‘*•1 

Strike up, Diego. . 

Fkr. But say he retn|| before us^ witHil’s our 



- BusL Strifefe^hp.-' 

apron? 

Flor, Well, the fault lie upon 
Bust. My faults never girl ; they 

rise_ 

But to my middle at most. — Strike up, Diego. 

Ger. Follow me by the ear ; Fll lead thee -on, 
Bustopha, and pretty Fiorimel thy sister. 

Oh, that I could see her ! , 

Bust. Oh, Diego, there’s two pities upon thee: 
Great pity thou art blind ; and as great a pity. 
Thou canst not see. 

SOJSTG. 

Ger. Fou shall have crmhs qf roses, daisies, 

, where iMe hmey-^maker grazes * 

i Ciorrec'ted in 1750# 
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JTou shall taste the golden thighs, 

Such as in waaH:hamber lies. 

What fruits please ^ou, taste, freely pull, 

TUI you have all your bellies juU. 

Cme folkm me, See, 

Bust. Oh, Diego i the don 
Was not so sweet when he perfumed the steeple.* 

[E,reu}it, 


SCENE IL 


A Hall in the House ^ Julio. 


Enter Antonio and Martine. 

Mart, Why, how now, friend ? thou art not lost 
again? 

'Ant. Not lost? Why, all the world’s a wilderness j 
Some places peopled more by braver beasts 
Than others are ; but faces, faces, man ; 

May a man be caught with faces ? 

Mart. Without wonder, 

’Tis odds against him ; May not a good face 
Lead a man about by the nose ? Alas, 

The nose is but a part against the whole. 

Ant. But is it possible that two faces - 

^ 0^5 Diego / the don wa$ not sweet 

When he perfumed pie steepleJl In conimenting on old plays, 
we mu^t of course expect to meet with allusions to contemporarj 
town talk, which we cannot explain^ and of this nature Bustopha^s 
speech seems to be an Instance, 
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Should be soi^wiafi’d in form, complexion, 
Figure, aspect, that neitlier wen, nor mole, 

The table of the brow, the eyes’ lustre, 

The lips’ cherry, neither the blush nor smile, 
Should give the one distinction from the other f 
Does Nature work in moulds ? 

Mart. Altogether ; 

We are all one mould, one dusL - 
Ant. Thy reason’s mouldy; 

I speak from the form,, thou the matter. Why ? 
Was it not ever one of Nature’s glories, 

Nay, her great piece of wonder, that amongst 
So many millions millions of her works 
She left the eye distinction, to cull out 
The one from other ; yet all one name, the face ? 

Mart. You must compare’eni by some other part 
Of the ‘body, if the face cannot do’t. 

Ant: Didst ask her name? 

Mart. Yes, and who gave it her ; 
'And;‘i^|fcatAhey^ promised mp re, besides a spoon, 
'And what apdstWs Steli'bbristea’d.too, 

In token whereof she-8 call’d Isabella ; 

The daughter of a country plow-swaitt by : 

If this be not true, she lies. 

Ant. She cannot : 

It would be seen, a blister on her lip, 

* 

^ And what they promised more^ besides a spoon. 

And what aposi:le*s picture.] Mr Steeveo?, in a: note on Hen* 
ry VIIL (ed* 1803, XV* 197 •) gives the following note, which will 
also serve to e^cplaih the text - 

It was the'cusiom^^ joljg before the time of Shakspeare, for the 
sponsors at christenings to offer gilt spoons as a jpresent to the 
child. These spoons were called apostle-spoons y because the Ugares 
of the apostles were carved on the tops of the handies* Such as 
were at once opulent and generous gave the whole twelfO; those 
w^ho:'W^rc4ther more moderately rich or liberal ^'caped at the 
expence or eveii 'Contented linteiselves with 

presenting exhibiteci the figure of any saint 

in honour of whoiti^ th^'child received its 
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Should falsehood touch it, it is so tender. 

Had her name held, ’t had been Ismenia, 

And not another of her name. 

Mart, Shall I speak ? 

Ant, Yes, if thou wilt speak truth. 

Is she not wond’rous like ? 

Mart. As two garments of the same fashion, 
Cut from the same piece ; yet, if any excel, 

This has the first ; and in my judgment ’tis so. ‘ 
Ant. ’Tis my opinion. 

Were it the face 

Where mine eyes should dwell, I would please both 
With this, as soon as one tvith the other. 

- Ant. And yet the other is the cause of this.® 
Had I not look’d upon Ismenia, 

I ne’er had stray’d beyond good-morrow’s time 
;;M:;wiew ; of thisg 

Jfart - ’Would I could leave him here ! [Aside. 
’Twere a free passage to Ismenia. 

I must now blow, as to put oiit the fire ; 

Yet kindle’t more. — You not consider, sir, 

The great disparity is in their bloods, 

Estates and fortunes : There is the rich beauty, 
Which this poor homeliness is not endow’d with; 
There’s difference enough. 

Ant. 'Thti least of all ; ' 

Equality is no rule in Love’s grammar* 

That sole unhappiness is left to princes, 

To marry blood: We are free dkpoi^lers, 

And have the power to equalize their bloods 
Up to our own j; we cannot keep it back : 

^ And yet the other is the case of thisj\ I agree witli Seward in 
reading cause for cmc ; as Antonio says, that had he not looked 
upon Ismenia before, he should not have dwelt upon the view of 
Isabella. So that his love for Ismenia was the cause of his at- 
tachment to Isabella.— 

V03b. XIII* 


o 
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’Tis a due debt from us. 

Mart. Ay, sir, bad you 
No father, nor uncle, nor such hinderers, 

You might do with yourself at your pleasure ; 
But as it is— — 

Ant. As it is? It is nothing: 

Their powers will come too late, to give me back 
The yesterday I lost. 

Mart. Indeed, to say sooth, 

Your opposition from the other part 
Is of more force ; there you run the hazard 
Of every hour a life, had you supply ; 

You meet your dearest enemy in love 

With all his hate about him : ’Twill be more hard 

For your Ismenia to come home to you, 

Than you to go to country Isabel. 

Ant. Tush! ’Tis not fear removes me. 

Mart. No more ! your uncle. 






..Hi. 


Julio. Oh, the good hour upon you, gentlemen 1 
Welcome, nephew ! speak it to your friend, sir; 
It may be happier received from you, 

In his acceptance. 

Ant. I made bold, uncle. 

To do it before ; and I think he believes it: 

Mart. ’Twas never doubted, sir. 

Julh. Here are sports, dons, 

That you must look on with a loving eye, 

And without censure, unless it be giving , 

My country neighbours’ loves theiryearly offerings. 
That must not be refus’d ; though’t be more pain 
To the spectator, than the painful actor; 

It will abide no more test than the tinsel 
We clad, pur masks im for an hour’s wearing, 

Or the liverydace. sometimes on the cloaks 
Of a great don’s f6ild#ets : I speak no further 
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Than our own country, sir. 

Mart. For my part, sir, 

The more absurd, ’t shall be the better welcome. 
You’ll find the guestyou look for. — I heard, 
cousin, 

You were at Toledo the other day. 

Ant. Not late, sir. 

Oh fy ! must I be plainer? You changed 
the point 

With Terzo and Lisauro, two of the stock 
Of our antagonists, the Bellides. 

Ant. A mere proffer, sir; the prevention 
W’as quick with us : We had done somewhat else. 
This gentleman was engaged in’t. 

Julio. I am the enemy 
To his foe for it. That wildfire will crave , 

More than fair water to quench it, I suspect : 
Whence it will come, I know not. 

Ant. I was about a gentle reconcilement ; 

But I do fear 1 shall go back again. 

Jul. Come, come; the sports are coming on us. 

Enter Gostanzo, Gibaido, and Philippo. 


Nay, I have more guests to grace it : Welcome, don 
Gostanzo, Giraldo, Philippo ! Seat, seat all ! 

* ■ -i. ' \ Music. 

a Boy, as '' 




Cupid. “ Love is little, and therefore I present 
him 

Love is a fire, therefore yoii may lament him.” ^ 

^ Therefore you may UmJ] Tlie rhyme by this reading 

is ’preserved it is trae, bnt I aiB afraid the sense is lost; for where 
is the congroity betweeii Love's being a fire^ and our lamenting 
hm^ Besides, the next Hue contradicts this, which runs so 
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Hart. Ala&,'poor Love ! who are they that can 
quench him ? 

Julio. He's not without those members; fear him 
not. 


Cupid. “ Love shoots ; therefore I bear his bow 
about ; 

And love is blind ; therefore my eyes are out.” 

Mart. I ne’er heard Love give reason for what 
he did before. 


Euter BusTOPHA,j^r Paris, 


Cupid. “ Let such as can see, see such as cannot. 
Behold 

Our goddesses all three strive for the ball of gold i 
And here fair Paris comes, the hopeful youth of 
Troy, 

Queen Hecuba’s darling son, kitig Priam’s only 


joy 


5J8 


Mart. Is this Paris ? “ 


AlaSf poor Love, toho are they that can quench him f 






I imagine, therefore, that we should read as the line quoted gives 
m licence, \ 


> Ther^ore you may quench liiiuv 



No amendment is necessary in this passage#' 'A 
cd upon the word a^Jire, which is commonly iiseo^^||>res$ ou 
Jire. The presenter of Cupid is supposed to blunder ; an<| Instead 
of saying that Love is on fir says, that iMek afite^ vWch ren- 
dered him an object of lamentation, and makes Martiae ask, who 
are they that can quench him ? — Mason* 


. ® Theobald suppoises this and the preceding line to be a quo* 
- tation from the same' old ballad which is quoted in Alfs'WeH 
that Ends Well ; and Mr Malone supposes that the ballad was 
The Tai^entation of Hecuba and the Ladyes of Troy, entered on 
the bqqfcs#' the ^ two lines of the te^t are actually 

a quotation,' the^whole of the verses In 
rhyme are a: b0,lk4 
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I should have taken 'him for Hector rather. 

Bust. Paris at this time: Pray you hold your 
prating! 

Ant. Paris can be angry. 

Julio, Oh, at this time 
You must pardon him; he comes as a judge. 
J/crri God’s mercy on all that look upon him, 

, say I. 


Bust. “ The tlumd’ring seas, whose watery fire 
washes the whiting-mops, 

The gentle whale, whose feet so fell flies o’er the 
mountain tops. 

No roars so fierce, no throats so deep, no howls can 
As Paris can, if garden from he call his dogs and 


Mart. Ay, those they were that I feared all this 
while. 

Bust. “ Yes, Jack-an-apes” 

Mart, I thank you, good Paris ! 

Bust. Y'ou may hold your peace, and stand fur- 
rrt- 1- out o’ th’ way then : 

Ihe hues will fall where they light. 


Yes, j^ack-an-apes hp hath to sport and faces 

WI.-T , pirth, ; 

bust b^lowing bulls the homed beasts do tosa 
ground to earth, 

Plmd bear there is, as Cupid blind” 


S^^deafrom he call his dogs and bears.] A 

ted fS bealSC 


& hath to sports, and faces make.'] We 
sport anT^e2ci!!lSm 

^ ^ ^ ■ ■■ r; iBC iilf ' 


mm 
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Ant. Tbat bear would be whipp’d for losing of 
his eyes. 

Bust. “ Be-whipped man may see. 

But we present no such content, but nymphs such 
as they be.” 

Ant. These are long lines. 

Mart. Can you blame him, leading bulls and 
bears in ’em ? 

Ente^ Shepherd singing, with Ismenia, Amikta, 
Peorimel, Juno, Paelas, Venus,) and three 
Nymphs attending. 

Bust. “ Go, Cupid blind, conduct the dumb j for 
. ladies must not speak here. 

Let shepherds sing with dancing feet, and cords 
of music break here ! [Song. 

Now, ladies, light, with heels so light j by lot your 

' ■ \ luck must jEall, 

Where Paris please, to do you ease, and give the 
golden ball.” [Dance. 

Mart. If you play’d Paris now, Antonio, 
Where would you bestow it ? 

Ant. I pr’ythee, friend. 

Take the full freedom of thought, but no wbrds. 

Man. ’Protest there is a third, which by her habit 
Should personate Venus, and, by consequence 
Of the story, receive the honour’s prize : 

And were I a Paris, there it should be. 

Do you note her ? 

i; Ant. No ; mine eye is so fix’d, I cannot move it. 

■ Cupid. The dance is ended ; now to judgment, 
Paris 1 

Juno, here 1 — But stay ; I do espy 
A pretty ■gii^^'-hqftitftg''frora-Paiias’^ : 
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Here, Pallas, here! — ^et stay again ; methinks 
1 see the eye of lovely Yenus winks : 

Oh, close them both ; shut in those golden ey’n ! 
And I will kiss those sweet blind cheeks of thine. 
Juno is angry ; yes, and Pallas frowns : 

'Would Paris now were gone from Ida’s downs! 
They both are fair ; but Venus has the mole, 

The fairest hair, and sweetest dimple-hole : 

To her, or her, or her, or her, or neither ; 

Can one man please three ladies all together? 

No ; take it, Venus ! toss it at thy pleasure ; 
Thou art the lover’s friend beyond his measure.” 

[Gives her the apple. 

Julio, Paris has done what man can do, pleased 

•: Who^iCan; ;d^ 

Mart. Stay ; here’s another person. 

Enter Gerasto, as Mars. 

Ger. “ Gome, lovely Venus ; leave this lowerorb, 
And mount with Mars up to his glorious sphere.’* 

Bust. How now ? what’s he ? 

Elor. Fm ignorant what to do, sir, 

Ger. “ Thy silver yoke of doves are in the team, 
And thou shalt fly thorough Apollo’s beam : 

I’ll see thee seated in thy golderi throne, 

And hold with Mars a sweet conjunction.” 

[Exit with Florimei. 

Bust. Ha ! what fellow’s this has carried away my 
sister Venus? 

He ne’er rehearsed his part with me before, 

Jul'w. What follows now, Prince Paris ? 

Fhr. [Within.'] Help, help, help ! 
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Bust, Hiie and cry ! I think, sir, this is Venus’ 
voice, ■’ 

Mine own sister Florunel’s. 

Mart. What, is there some tragic act behind ? 
Bust. No, no ; altogether comical ; Mars and 
Venus 

Are in the old conjunction, it seems. 

Mart. Tis very improper then ; -for Venus 
Never cries out when she conjoins with Mars. 
Bust. That’s true indeed ; they are out of, their 
parts sure ; 

It may be ’tis the book-holder’s fault; I’ll go see, 

[Exit. 

Julio. How like you our country revels, gentle- 
men ? 

AH Gent. Oh, they commend themselves, sir. 
Ant. Metliinks now 

Juno and Minerva should take revenge on Paris; 
It cannot end without it. 

Mart. I did texpecl,,. ^ 

Instead of Mars, the-itdtift-gaoler .Eolus ; 

And Juno proffering her deiopeia 
As satisfaction to the blust’xing god, 

To send his tossers forth. 

Julio. It may so follow ; 

Let’s not prejudicate the history ! 

. B0STOPH4. _ 

Bust. Qh, oh, oh, oh I 

fulio. So here’s a passion’ towards. 

, Bust. Help, help, if you be gentlemen! my sister, 

a passion tomrds.} Tbat is, § pathetic spMch. In 
the OW L8w,',byit8ssiijgpr,TiKd»}j^ and Rowley, Rysander, af- 
ter the mock-t^a^&^ch' pif Gnotho, exclaims-—" This passion 
hath given 5ojhfe'’apil|b!®i^.yet.^ „ 
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My Venus ! she’s stol’n away. 

The story changes 
From our expectation. 

Buni. Help ! my father 
The miller will hang me else : God Mars 
Is a bawdy villain ! he said he should ride upon 
doves : 

She’s hors’d, - she’s hors’d, whether she will or no. 
Mart. Sure, I think he’s serious. 

Bust. She’s hors’d upon 
A double gelding, and a stone-horse in 
The breech of her : The poor wench cries hdp^ 
And I cry help, and none of you will help. 

Julio. Speak, is it the show? or dost thou ba^vl? 
Bust. A pox on the ball ! my sister bawls, and 
1 bawl! ' 

Either bridle horse and follow, or give me a halter 
To hang myself ; I hannot run so fast 
As a hog. 

Julio. Why, follow me I I’ll fill 
The country wath pursuit, but I will find 
The thief ! My house thus abused ? [EsU, 

Bust. ’Tis my house that’s abused ; 

The sister of my flesh and blood ! Oh, oh ! [Emt 
1 Wench, ’Tis time weallsbiftforaurselves,if this 
Be serious. ■ 

S Wench. However, I’ll he gone. 

^ Wench. And I. \Eixeunt. 

Ant. You need not fright ypiif beauties, pretty 
souls, ‘ 

With the least pale complexion of a fear. 

Mart. Juno has better courage, and Minerva’s 
more discreet. 

Jsm. Alas, my courage was so counterfeit, 

It might have been struck from me with a feather ; 
Juno ne’er had so weak a presenter. ;• 

Amin, Sure I was ne’er the wiser for Minerva; 
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Tliat I find yet about me. 

[Asttoitio whispers Ismenia. 
Ism. My dwelling, sir ? 

’Tis a poor yeoman’s roof, scarce a league off. 
That never shamed me yet. 

^ 72 ?. Your gentle pardon! 

I vow my erring eyes had almost cast you 
For one of the most mortal enemies* 

That our family has. 

Ism. I am sorry, sir, 

I am so like your foe : ’Twere fit I hasted 
From your offended sight. 

Ant. Oh, mistake not ; 

It was my error, and I do confess it. 

You’ll not believe you’re welcome ; nor can I speak 

But there’s my friend can tell you ; pray hear him ! 
: M Shall I tell her, sir? I’m glad of the em- 

-'Antl'-iy. kinswoman to that beauty ? 

■i; :? :M7nihrgA=kih"t^ 

But nothing to her beauty. 

Ant. Do not wrong it ; 

It is not far behind her. 

Amin. Her hinder parts 
Are not far off, indeed, sir. 

Mart. Let me but kiss you with his ardour now, 
You shall feel how he loves you. 

Ism. Oh, forbear ! 

’Tis not the fashion with us. But would you 
Persuade me that he loves me ? 

Mart. I’ll warrant you 
-’ies in’t ; and that were witness enough on’t. 
i. Love me, sir ? Can you tell me for what 
;.Teason?' ^ , 

will you ask me ? That which you 
hayfeafcdut you, 
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Ism. I know nothing, sir. 

Mart. Let him find it then ! 

He constantly believes you have the thing 
That he must love you for; much is apparent, 

A sweet and lovely beauty. 

Ism. So, sir ; pray you 

Shew me one thing : Did he ne’er love before? 

(I know you are his bosom counsellor.) 

Nay, then, I see your answer is not ready; 

Til hot believe you, if you study farther. 

Mart. Shall I speak truth to you ? 

■ Ism. Or speak no more. 

Mart. There was a smile thrown at him, from 
a lady, 

Whose deserts might buy him treble, and lately , 
He received it, and I know where he lost it ; 

In this face of yours : I know his heart’s within you. 
Ism. May I know her name ? 

Mart. In your ear you may. 

With vow of silence. [T/icy walk apart. 

Amin. lie’ll not give over, sir ; 

If he speak for you, he’ll sure speed for you. 

A)it. But that is not the answer to my question, 
Amin. You are the first, in ray virgin-conscience, 
That ever spoke love to her : Oh, my heart ! 

Arit. How do you ? 

Amin. Nothing, sir ; but ’would I had 
A better face ! How well your pulse beats ! 

Healthfully ; 

Does it not ? 

Amin. It thumps prettily, methinks. — 

Ism. Alack, I hear it with much pity : How great 
Is your fault too, in wrong to the good lady ! 
Mart. You forget the diflScult passage he has 
to her; 

A hell of feud’s between the families. 
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Ism. And that has often Love wrought by ad- 


vantage 


To peaceful reconcilernent 
Mari. There impossible. 

Ism. This way ’tis worser ; it may seed again 
In her unto another generation : 

For where, poor lady, is her satisfaction ? 

Mart. It comes in me. To be truth, I love her 
(I’ll go no farther for comparison) 

As dear as he loves you. 

Ism. How if she love not ? 

Mart. Tush, be that my pains ! You know not 
what art 
I have those ways. 

Is7n. Beshrew you ! you have practised upon me; 
■VFell, speed me here, and you with your Ismenia. 

Mart. Go, the condition’s drawn, ready dated ; 
There wants but your hand to’t. 

4mm. Truly you have taken 
. Great pains^ , ail. . , 'v.Ai. --i'' 

Mart. A friendly parL no more, sweet beauty. 
4771111. They are happy, sir, have such friends as 
you are ; 

But do you know you have done well in this ? 
How will his allies receive it? She, though I say’t, 
Is of no better blood than I am. 

Mart. There 

I leave it ; I am at farthest that way. 

Ism. Youshall extend your vows no larger now : 
My heart calls you mine own, and that’s enough. 
Beason, I know, would have all yet conceal’d. 

I shall not leave you unsaluted long, 

Either by pen or person. 

4nt. You may discourse - 
With me, when you think you’re alone ; I shall 
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Ism. Come, cousin, will you walk ? 

Jmin. Alas, I was ready long since. In con- 
science, 

You would with better will yet stay behind. 

Ism. Oh, Love! I never thought thou hadst 
been so blind. [Edvunt. 

Mart. You’ll answer this, sir. 

Ant. If e’er it be spoke on : . 

I purpose not to propound the question. 

Enter Juxio. 

Julio. ’Tis true the poor knave said : Some ra- 
visher. 

Some of Lust’s blood-houndsjhave seized upon her; 
The girl is hurried, as the devil were with,’em 
And help’d their speed. 

Mart. It may be not so ill, sir. 

A well-prepared lover may do as much 
In hot blood as this, and perform it honestly. 
Julio. What? steal away a virgiir’gainst her will? 
Mart. Itmaybeanyman’scase; despise nothing: 
And that’s a thief of a gOod quality, 

Most commonly he brings his theft home again. 
Though with a little shame. 

Julw. There’s a charge by’t 
Fall’ii upon me: Paris (the miller’s kps). 

Her brother, darfes not venture home agfain, 

Till better tidings follow of,hiS:#i8ter. 

Afit. You are the more beholding to the mis- 
chance, sir: 

Had I gone a boot-haling,* I should as soon 
Have stol’n him as his sister : Marry then. 

To render him back in the same plight he is 
May be costly; his fleshis not maintain’d with little. 

2 BoQt-haling.'l See the Chances, vol, YIL p. 19^ 
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Ja&. 1 tlirnk the poor knave will pine away ; 
he cries 

All-to-be-pitied yonder. ^ 

Mart. Pray you, sir, let’s go see him: I should 
laugh 

To see him cry, sure. 

Julio. Well, you are merry, sir. — 

Antonio, keep this charge; (I have fears 
Move me to lay it on you) pray forbear 
The ways of your enemies, the Bellides. 

I have reason for my injunction, sir. [Exit* 

Enter Aminta as a Page, with a Letter. 

J?it. To me, sir? from whom? 

Amip. A friend, I dare vow, sir, 

Though on the enemies’ part ; The lady Ismenia. 
AfaVf. Take heed ; blush not too deep. Let me 
advise you 

In your answer ; it must be done heedfully, 

Ant. I should not s6e a masculine, in peace. 
Out of that house* 

Amin. Alas, I am a child, sir ; * 

Your hates cannot last ’till I wear a sword. ' 
Ani. Await me for your answer. 

5 , Mart. He must see her, 

To manifest his shame ; ’tis my advantage : ' 
While our blood’s under us, we keep above; 

But tfe we fall, when we do fall in love. 

' ' ' [Exemt. 
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ACT III. SCENE L 


An Apartment in the same. 


Enter Julio and Franio. 

Fra, My lord, my lord, your house hath injured 
me, 

Robb’d me of all the joys I had on earth. , 

Julio. Where wert thou brought up, fellow? 
Fra. In a mill ; 

You may perceive it by my loud exclaims, 

Which must rise higher yet. 

Julio. Obstreperous carle,* 

If thy throat’s tempest could o’er-tiirn my house, 
What satisfaction were it for thy child? 

Turn thee the right way to thy journey’s end : 
Wilt have her where she’s not ? 

Fra. Here was she lost, 

And’here must I begin my footing after j 
From whence, until I meet a power' to punish, 

I will not rest. You are not, quick to grief; 

Your heafing’s a dead sense I Were your’s the loss, 
Had you a daughter stol’n, perhaps be-whored, 
(For to what other end’should come the thief?) 
You’d play the miller then, be loud and high; 
But, being not a sorrow of your, own, 

You have no help nor pity for another. 


^ A cark.'} A clmrl, a clown.— Percj* 
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Julio. Oh, thou hast oped a sluice was long sliut 
up, 

And let a flood of grief in ; a buried grief 
Thy voice hath waked again, a grief as old 
As likely ’tis thy child is ! Friend, 1 tell thee, 

I did once lose a daughter. 

Fra. Did you, sir? 

Beseech you then, how did you bear her loss ? 
Julio. With thy grief trebled. 

Fra, But was she stolen from you ? 

Julio, Yes, by devouring thieves, from whom 
cannot 

Ever return a satisfaction : 

The wild beasts had her in her swathing clothes. 
Fra. Oh, much good do ’em with her ! 

Julio. Away, tough churl ! 

Fra. Why, she was better eaten, than my child, 
Better by beasts, than beastly men devoured : 
They took away a Ufe, no honour, from her ; 
Those beasts might make a saint of her ; but these 
Willtria^ke my child a detrih' But was she, sir> 
y our only daughter ? ' ' 

Julio. I ne’er had other, friend. 

Enter G 11.1.1 A.^. 

Gil. Where are you, man? Your business' lies 
not here ! 

Your daughter’s in the pound; I have found where; 
Twill cost you dear, her freedom. , 

Fra. I’ll break it down, and free her without pay ! 
Horse-locks nor chains shall hold her from me. 

CGiilian whispers kirn. 
Julio. I’ll take this relief: 

I hpgr have time to speak alone with grief. 

Era. Ho w I landlord ? he is lord of my lands, 

But not I’ll have her again, Gil. 
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Oil. You are not mad upon the sudden now? 
Fra. No, Gil ; • 

I have been mad these five hours ! I’ll sell my mill 
And buy a roaring — I’ll batter down his house, 
And make a stews on’t. 

Oil Will you gather up your wits 
A little, and hear me ? The king’s near by, in pro- 
gress ; 

Here I have got our supplication drawn. 

And there’s the way to help us. 

Fra. Give it me, Gil : 

I will not fear to give it to the king; 

To his own hands, God bless him, will I give it ; 
And he shall set the law upon their shoulders, 
And hang ’em all that had a hand in it. 

Oil Where is your son ? ■ 

He shair be bang’d lit flitches 1 
The dogs shall eat him in Lent ,* there’s cats’ meat 
And dogs’ meat enough about him. 

Gil Sure the poor girl is the count’s whore by 
this time. 

Fra. If she be the count’s whore, the whore’s 
count 

Shall pay for’t ; he shall pay for a new maidenhead ! 

Oil You are so vicious f — This I’m resolved; 

If she be a whore once, I’ll renounce her. 

You’ know, if every man had his right,; 

She’s none of our child, but a.niere foundling ; 
(And I can guess the owiaer;:ib| a lieed too) 

We have but foster’d her. v vi 
Fra. Gil, no more of that * 

I’ll cut your tongue out, if you tell those tales. 

lA Flourish within. 
Hark, hark ! these toaters tell us the king’s coming. 
Get you gone ; I’ll see if I can find him, [Fiteimt. 
von. XIII. p 
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SCENE II. 


An Apartment in the Palace. 


Enter Lisauro, Terzo, Pedro, and Moncado. 

Lis. Does the king remove to-day? 

Terzo. So say the harbingers, 

And keeps his way on to Valentia ; 

There ends the progress. 

Pedro. He hunts this morning, gentlemen. 
And dines i’ th’ fields : The court is ail in readiness. 
Lis._ Pedro, did you send for this tailor? or you, 
Moncado? ; ^ ' ,, 

This light Prench deinvlahce that follo^^Kl|? 
Pedro. No, I assure ye , on my word, I a ^^ uilt- 
less ; 

I owe him too much to be inward* with him. ' 
Mono. I am not quit, I am sure : There is a 
reckoning 

(Of some four scarlet cloaks, and two laced suh®,) 
Hangs on the file still, like a fearful comet, 
Makes me keep off. 

Lis. I am in too, gentlemen, 

I thank his faith, for a matter of three hundred. 
Terzo. And I for two. What a devil makes he 
this way? 

I do not love to see my sins before me. 

* IjiiMrAy i* e. Intimate. Sd' iiti Riclitird III.— 

" with the noble duke f* 
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Pedro. ’Tis the vacation, and these things break 
out 

To see the court and glory in their debtors. 

Terso. What do you call him ?* for I never love 
To remember their names that I owe money to ; 
’Tis not genteel: I shun ’em like the plague ever. 
Lis. His name’s Vertigo, (hold your heads, and 
wonder !) 

A Frenchman, and a founder of new fashions ; 
The revolutions of all shapes and habits 
Run madding through his brains. 

S;^IIe^?very\brd:^|((||lil:':;y;|li^^ 

The shreds of what he steals from us, be- 

; “ r 

Make him a mighty man^ He comes ; have at ye ! 

Vert. Save ye together, my, sweet gentlemen! 

I have been looking — ^ 

Terzo. Not for money, sir ? 

You know the hard time. 

Vert. Pardon me, sweet signor ! 

’Good faith, the least thought in my heart; your 
love, gentlemen, 

Yourjove’s enough for me. Money ? hang money ! 
Let me preserve your love. - : r . 

Xw. Yes, marry shall you, ^ " 

And we our credit. You would see the court? 
Mom. He shall see every place. 

Vert. Shall I, i’faith, gentlieihen ? 

Pedro. The cellar, and the buttery, and the 
kitchen. 


I 

T 


® IVhat did you call him for ? I neoer foi'e.] Corrected by 

Sjmpson* ... 
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The pastry, and the pantry. 

Terso. Ay, and taste too 
Of every office, and be free of all too ; 

That he may say, when he comes home in glory — 
Vert. And I will say, i’faith, and say it openly. 
And say it home too. Shall I see the king also? 

Zis. ’Shalt see him everyday; ’shaltsee the ladies 
In their French clothes; shalt ride a-hunting with 
him ; 

Shalt have a mistress too. — We must fool hand- 
somely 

To keep him in belief we honour him ; 

He may call on us else. 

Pedro. A pox upon him ! 

Let him call at home in’s own house for salt butter. 


Vert.- And when the king- puts on a new suit- 




Terzo. Thou shalt see it first, 

And dissect his doublets, that thou may’st be 
perfect. 

Vert. The y(a.rdrobe I would fain view, gentle- 
men, 

Fain come to see the wardrobe. 

Lis. Thou shalt see it. 

And see the secret of it, dive into it ; 

Sleep in the wardrobe, and have revelations 
Of fashions five years hence. 

Vert. Ye honour me. 

Ye infinitely honour me ! 

Terzo. Any thing i’ th’ court, sir, 

Or within the compass of a courtier- 


'tis 


Vert. My wife shall give ye thanks. 

You. shall see any thing! 

The privat’st' place, the stool, and where 
emptied. ■ * 

'l^erti Ye make me blush, ye pour your bounties, 

In such a 



I 
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Lis. I will sliew tiiec presently 
The order that the king keeps when he comes 
To open view, that thou may’st tell thy neighbours 
Over a shoulder of mutton, thou hast seen some- 
tliing ; 

Nay, thou shalt present the king for this time — 
Vert. Nay, 1 pray, sir ! 

Lis. That thou mayst know what state there 
does belong to’t. 

Stand there, 1 say! and put on a sad’ countenance, 
Mingled with height! Be covered and reserved ; 
Move like the sun, by soft degrees, and glorious. 
Into your order, gentlemen, uncovered ! 

The king appears. — We'il sport with you a while, 
sir; " . [ASide. 

I’m sure you’re merry with us all the year long, 
tailor,— 

Move softer still ; keep in that fencing leg, mon- 
sieur ; 

Turn to no side. 

Enter Franio out of breath. 

Terzo. What’s this that appears to him ? 

Lis. He has a petition, and he looks most la- 
, mentably. 

Mistake him, and we are made. , * 

Fra. This is the king sure, 

The glorious king ! I know him by his gay clothes. 
Lis. Now bear yourself, that you may say here- 
after , , 7 

Fra. I have recover’d breath ; Til speak unto 
him presently, 

’’ Sad.'] i. e. Serious. In the same manner sadness was used in 
the sense of seriousness. So in Alexander Brome’s Cunning Lo- 
vers — “ Come, let’s leave talking of this counterfeit sleep, and see 
if we can take a nap in sadness.’’ 
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May it please your gracious majesty to consider 
A poor man’s case? _ \^Kneek. 

Vert. What’s your will, sir ? 

Lis. You must accept, and read it. 

Terzo. The tailor will run mad upon my life for’t. 
Pedro. How he mumps and bridles ! He will 
ne’er cut clothes again. 

Vert. And what’s your grief? ■ 

Mono. He speaks i’ th’ nose like his goose. 

Fra. I pray you read there ; I am abused and 
trump’d, sir, 

By a great man, that may do ill by authority : 
Poor honest men are hang’d for doing less, sir. 
My child is stol’n, the Count Otrante stole her ! 

A pretty child she is, although I say it, 

A handsome mother ;• he means to make a whore 
of her, 

A silken whore; his knaves have filched her from 
,v ■ ’ me; ^ _ 

He keeps lewd knaves; that do him beaw|^iteesi 
I kneel for Justice : Shall I have it, sii#^* 

Enter Philitto and Lords'U -}^ » , 

, 

Phil. What pageant’s this? vi . 

Lis. The king! — ^6*; 

Tailor, stand off! Here ends your apparition. — 
Miller, turn round, and there address your paper ; 
There, there’s the king indeed. 

Fra. May it please your majesty ! 

Phil. Why didst thou kneel to that fellow? 
Fra. In good faith, sir, 

* A handsome mother*] Mr TbeobaU proposes changiog mo- 
ther for a word Tised;pOw.,ib=Siiffolk for a girL^ But there 

is HO, occa8ipi|^,^|^,a^^ this change* .Sir Henry Spelman^ in his 
Giossaiy, is a corruption .of the Danish word motTf 

which sign! fieJ'' ii ' Tide ik 
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I thought he had been a king, he was so gallant ; 
There’s none here wears such gold, 

Phil. So foolishly ? 

You have golden business sure I Because I am 
homely 

Clad, in no glittering suit, I am not looked on. 

Y e fools, that wear gay clothes, love to be ga ped at. 
What are you- better when your end calls on you? 
Will gold preserve ye from the graver or jewels? 
Get golden minds, and fling away your trappings; 
Unto your bodies minister warm i-aiments, 
Wholesomeand good ; glitter within, and spdre not* 
Let my court have rich souls ! their suits I weigh 
not. — 

And what are you that took such state upon you? 
Are you a prince ? * 

Lis. The prince of tailors, sir ; 

We owe some money tohim, an’t like your majesty I 
Phil. If it like him, ’would ye owed more ! Be 
modester : — 

And you less saucy, sir; and leave this place : 
Your pressing-iron will make no perfect courtier. 
Go.stitch at home, and cozen your poor neighbours: 
Shew such another pride. I’ll have you whipt for’t I 
And get worse clothes ; these but proclaim your 
. felony. — j 

And what’s your paper? . . , 

Fra. I beseech you read it. , . . 

Phil. What’s here ? the Count Otrante task’d 
for, a base villainy.?;-:; 

For stealing of a maid ? / < , 

Lord. The Count Otrante? ^ - : : 

Is not the fellow mad, sir? 

Fra. No, no, my lord; 

I am in my wits : I am a labouring man. 

And we have seldom leisure to run mad : 

We have other business to employ our heads in j 
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We liave little wit to lose too. If we complain, 
And if a heavy lord lie on our shoulders. 

Worse than a sack of meal, and oppress pur po. 
verties, 

We are mad straight, and whoop’d,’ and tied in 
fetters, 

Able to make a horse mad, as you use us. 

You are mad for nothing, and no man dare pro- 
claim it ; 

In you a wildness is a noble trick. 

And cherished in ye, and all men must love it ; 
Oppressions of all sorts sit like new clothes, 
Neatly and handsomely, upon your lordships; 
And if we kick, when your honours spur us. 

We are knaves and jades, and ready for the justice. 
I am a' true miller. 

jPMl Then thou art a wonder. 

2 Lord, I know the man reputed for a good man, 
An honest and substantial fellow. 

Phil. He speaks sense, ^ 

And to tbe poliiii Greattiess begets much rude- 

ness* — ^ 

How dare you, sirrah, gainst so itiain a pe'i^ly 
A mail of so much noble note and honour, 

Put up this base complaint? must every peasmit 
Upon a saucy will aifront great lords? 

All fellows, miller ? ; 

^ Wean mad straight, and whop’d.] Sympson reads~ 

We are mad straight, and whipM. 

The last editors say, Whop^d, in vulgar language, such as the 
Miller might use, might mean beaten:* This Mr Alasou mden- 
vours to reiute, and says, that when the word hooped is used to 
signify beaten, it is spelt without a w, and h derived from hoopj* 
Simllar^ words, as, for iostanca, hubbub, are, however, frequently 
spelt with I» .these play%' ’TBut, in the present case, I agree 
with dih commentator,- that we must read whooped ; 

that is, shouts. 
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Fra. I have my reward, sir ; 

I was told, one greatness would protect another, 
As beams support their fellows ; now I fiml it, 
If’t please your grace to have me hang’d, I am 
ready ; 

’Tis but a miller, and a thief dispatched. 

Though I steal bread, I steal no flesh to tempt me. 
I have a wife.; an’t, please him to have her too. 
With all my heart ; ’twill make my charge the less, 
sir; 

She’ll hold him play a- while. I have a boy too; 
He’s able to instruct his honour’s hogs. 

Or rub his horse heels; when it please his lord- 

: i;: j:;:,,,ship;:S:”,^^ 

He may make him his slave too, or his bawd ; 
The boy is well bred, can esxbort his sister. 

For me, the prison, or the pillory, 

To lose my goods, and have mine cars crept off, 
Whipt like a top, and have a paper stuck 
Before me, for abominable honesty 
To his own daughter ! I can endure, sir ; the miller 
Has a stout heart, tough as his toil-pin. 

Fhil. I suspect this shrewdly ! 

Is it his daughter that the people call 
The miller’s fair maid ? 

2 Lord. It should seem so, sir. 

Phil. Be sure you be i’ th’ right, sirrah. 

Fra. If I be i’ th’ wrong, sir, 

Be sure you hang me ; I will ask no courtesy. 
-¥our grace may have a daughter, (think of that, 
sir) ^ " 

She may be fair, and she may be abused too, 

(A king is not exempted from these cases) 

Stol’n from your loving care — 

FMl I do much pity him. 

Fra. But Heaven forbid that she should be in 
that venture 
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That miiie is in at this hour. Fii assure your grace, 
The lord wants a water-mili, and means to grind 
with her : 

’Would I had his stones to set ! I would fit him 
for’t. 

Phil. Follow me, miller, and let me talk with 
you further j 

And keep this private all, upon your loyalties ! 
To-morrow morning, though I am now beyond him, 
And the less look’d for, I’ll break my fast with the 
good count 

No more ; away ! all to our sports ; be silent ! 

[Eseunt Phiupto, Franio, and Lords, 
Vert. What grace shall I have now ? 

Lis. Chuse thine own grace, 

And go to dinner when thou wilt, Vertigo j 
We must needs follow the king. 

Ter^o. You heard the sentence. 

Monc. If you stay here, I’ll send tliee a shoulder 

vGq home, go home; or^ if thou wilt disguise, 

I’ll help thee to a place to feed the dogs. 

Pedro. Or thou shalt be special tailor to the king’s 
monkey ; 

’Tis a fine place. We cannot stay. 

Vert. No money, 

Nor no grace, gentlemen ? 

Terzo. ’Tis too early, tailor; 

The king has not broke his fast yet. 

Vert. I shall look for you 
The next term, gentlemen. 

Pedro. Thou shalt not miss us : 

Fr’ythee provide some clothes. And, dost thou 
, hear, Vertigo? 

Commend me to thy wife: I want some shirts too, 
Fert. i; hay e chambers for you all. 

Lis. T&e^'|ie.:toQf,mustysy , , 
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When they are clear, we’ll come. 

Vert. I must be patient 
And provident ; I shall never get home else. 

\_Etcmnt, 


SCENE III. 


An Apartment in the House o/* Otrante, 


Otr. Pr’y thee be wiser, wench ! thou canst not 

Let me with love and gentleness enjoy that, 

That may be still preserved with love, and longed 
for. 

If violence lay rough hold, I shall bate thee; 
And after I have enjoyed thy maidenhead. 

Thou wilt appear so stale and ugly to me, 

I shall despise thee, cast thee off 1 1 

Flor. I pray you, sir. 

Begin it now, and open your doors to me, 

I do confess I am ugly ; let me go, sir ! 

A gipsey-girl; why would your lordship touch m 
'Ey, ’tis not noble ! I am homely bred, 

Coarse, and unfit foryou;;Why do you flatter 
There be young ladies many, that will love y 
That will dote on you, t Y ou are a handsome ge; i 
man. | 

What will they say when once they know i 
quality ? |. 

“ A lord, a miller.’ Take your toll-dish with I 
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01! tliat can deal with i 

Tis pity you should tafte wha t’CeS;? 

Is this fit, sir, for vonr rpn»/J “anchet means. 

Otr. ril loie thS sti P“‘" 

^/<»-.Yo„cauuot;SU™sy„,path. 

Betvveen our births, our breedfno- Jrf-.? “ ■ 

And where these are atdifferenci;therSiik- 

i nis hour It mav T 1. ? no 

Aod you areSn^lKsISf ““ 

More than with hpantw 4 -^ ^ 

wim oeauty; to-morrow, when va., 
have enjoyed me, ’ 

£*3iri-ess«“--s 

, love w?tb your 

iSw /orS -- yo#:. 

As precious as tiiis\eautvl^*.^^^f ®*yoy me, * 
You’ll kick me ou of voS 

me; “gpre, and baa 

And if I prove with child with vnnr • 

To b're“d yom"hei? withd ^"7"^ 

a" niiT ■' 

Keepn;yseIfho/esL^4TatVs the b I 
If you will marry me~i7 keeping! 

r£; f If®’ Pow Tiorimel ! 

• ' coal's® and base, sir, 

west «»e<J in the 
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To be your wife ; and it is fit you scorn me ; 

Yet such as I have crown’d the lives of great ones : 
To be your whore I am sure I am too worthy, 
(For, by my troth, sir, I am truly honest) 

And that’s an honour equal to your greatness ! 
Otr. I’ll give thee what thou wilt. 

JF/or. Tempt me no more then : 

Give me that peace, and then you give abundance. 
I know you do but try me; you are noble; 

All these are but to try ray modesty : 

If you should find me easy, and once coming, 

I see your eyes already, how they would fright me ; 
I see your honest heart, how it would swell, 

And burst itself into a grief against me ; 

Your tongue in noble anger, now, even now, sir, 
Ready to rip my loose thoughts to the bottom, 
And lay my shame unto myself wide open. 

You are a noble lord ; you pity poor maids. 

The people are mistaken in your courses : 

You, like a father, try ’em to the uttermost; 

As they do gold, you purge the dross from them. 
And make them shine. 

O^r. This cunning cannot help you ! 

I love you to enjoy you ; I have stol’n you, 

To enjoy you now, not to be fool’d with dreuin- 
stance. 

Yield willingly, or else--’ — ^ : /i ' * 

■ JVon What? ; ' 

Ofr. I will force you - ;■ 

I will not be delay’d 1 A pobr :ba^e wench,. 

That I in courtesy make offer to. 

Argue with me 

A/or, Do not; lose your labour : ' 

Do not, my lord ; it will become you poorly. 
Your courtesy may do much oil ray nature, 

For I am kind as you are, and as tender. 
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f' 

Jy-;' ' 


If you compel, I have my strengths to fly to, 

My honest thoughts, and those are guards about 
me : 

I can cry too, and noise enough I dare make. 
And I have curses, that will call down thunder ; 
For all I am a poor wench, Heaven will hear me. 
My body you may force, but my will never ! 

And be sure I do not live, if you do force me, 

Or have no tongue to tell your beastly story ; 

For if I have, and if there be a justice 

Otr. Pray ye go in here ! Ill calm myself for this 
time, 

And be your friend again. 

Flor. I am commanded. \Exit. 

Otr. You cannot ’scape me yet ; I must enjoy 
• you ! 

Ill lie with thy wit, though I miss thy honesty. 
Is this a wench for a boor’s hungry bosom ? 

A morsel for a peasant’s base embraces ? 

And must I starve, and the meat in my mouth ? 
Ill ’none' of that; • '■ 


Enter Gerasto. 




Ger. How now, my lord ? how sped you ? 

Have you done the deed? 

Otr, No, pox upon’t, she’s honest. 

Ger. Honest! what’s that? You take her bare 
, denial P 

Was there ever wench brought up in a mill, and 
honest ? 

That were a wonder worth a chronicle. 

Is your belief so large? What did she say to you? 

Qtr. She said her honesty was all her dowry; 
Ahd'pr^ached unto mi^ hpw unfit, and homely, 
Nay, it' would seem in me ' ■ 
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To act my will ; popt me E th’ mouth with mo- 
desty — 

Ger. What an impudent quean was that ! That’s 
their trick ever. 

Otn And then discoursed to me very learnedly. 
What fame and loud opinion would tell of me. ' 
A wife she touched at 

Ger. Out uppn her, varlet ! 

Was she so bold? These home-spun things are 
devils! 

They’ll tell you a thousand lies, if you’ll believe 
’em, 

And stand upon their honours like great ladies ; 
They’ll speak unhappily too good words to cozen 
you, . 

And outwardly seem saints; they’ll cry down- 
right also, 

But ’tis for anger that you do not crush ’em. 

Did she not talk of being with child? 

Otr. She touch’d at it. 

Ger. The trick of an errant whore, to milk your 
lordship ! 

And then a pension named ? 

Oh. No, no, she scorned it : 

I offer’d any thing; but she refused all, : ' 
Refused it with a confident hate. 

Geh You thought so; , 

You should have ta’en her the% tufifdi her, and 
tewed her , ■ ' 

r th’ strength of all her resolution, flatter’d her, 
And shaked her stubborn will; she would have 
thank’d you,;.: ' 

She would have lovfed ’ycni; infinitely : They must 
seem modest, : 

It is their parts; if you had play’d your part, sir. 
And handled her as men do unmann’d hawks, 

Cast her, and -mail’d her up in good clean linen. 
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she longs to 


And there have coy’d her,* you had caught her 
heart-strings. 

These tough virginities, they blow like white thorns, 
In storms and tempests. 

Oir. She’s beyond all this ; 

As cold, and harden’d, as the virgin crystal 
Ger. Oh, force her, force her, sir ! 
be ravish’d ; 

Some have no pleasure but in violence j 
To be torn in pieces is their paradise : 

’Tis ordinary in our country, sir, to ravish ail ; 
They will not give a penny for their sport 
Unless they be put to’t, and terribly ; 

And then they swear tliey’il hang the man comes 
near ’em, 

And swear it on his lips too. 

Otr, No, no forcing ; 

I have another course, and I will follow it. 

I command you, and do you command your fellows, 
Thatwheaye see her next, disgrace and acorn her ; 
I’ll seem to put her oat o’ th’ doors o* th’ sudden, 
And leave her to conjecture, then seize on her, 
Away ! be ready straight. 

Ge?'. We shall not fail, sir. [JE'.nV, 

Oir, Florimel! 


Enter Floeimei, 


Ftor. My lord. 

O^r, I; ain, sure you have now consider’d. 


\ ■; ; , Cast hr, mti mM^ ker mp in good tkm 

And there kme Tliese are meiapliors ’ taken froni 

that is not )'et tonght to en-** 
dure Mimki the kood used to Tedaim hawksa 
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And like a wise wench weigh’d a fFiend’s displea- 
sure, ' ' 

Repented your proad thoughts, and cast your scorn 
off. ' 

Flor. My lord, I am not proad; I was never 
beautiful, 

Nor scorn I any thing that’s just and honest. 

* Otr. ComCj to be short, can you love yet? You 
told me 

Kindness would far compel you : I am kind to you, 
And mean to exceed that way. 

Flor. I told you too, sir, 

As far as it agreed with modesty, 

With honour, and with honesty, I wmald yield to 

Good my lord, take some other theme ; for love, 
Alas, I never knew yet what it meant, 

And on the sudden, sir, to run through volumes 
Of his most mystic art, ’tis most impossible ; 

Nay, to begin with lust, which is an heresy, 

A foul one too ; to learn that in my childhood — 
Oh, good my lord ! 

O/n You will not out of this song ? 

Yo*ur modesty, and honesty ? is that all ? 

I will not force you. 

Flor. You are too noble, sir. 

Olr. Nor play the childish fool, and marry you : 
I am yet not mad. 

Flor. If you did, men would imagine-^ 

Ofr. Nor will I woo you at that infinite price 
It may be you expect. 

Flor. I expect your pardon, 

And a discharge, my lord; that’s all I look for. 

Olr. No, nor faH^®i®&r love. 

• ; Flor. ’Tis a healthful year, sir. 

^iv-Olr. Look ye; I’ll turn ye out o’ doors, and 
: scorn ye. 



M;, :■ 
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'Flor. Tbank you, my lorci. 

Otr, A proud slight peat"’’ I found ye, 

A fool, it may be too 

'FIqt. An honest woman, 

Good my lord, think me. 

Otr. And a base I leave you ; 

So, fare you well ! 

Flor. Blessing attend your lordship ! — ^ 

This is hot love, that vanisheth like vapours; 

His ague’s off, his burning fits are well quench’d, 
I thank Heaven faft. — His men 1 They will not 
force me? 


EnUr Geeasto and Servants. 


Ger.‘ What dost thou stay for ? dost thou not 
know the way, 

Thou base un provident whore? 

Fhr. Good words, pray ye, gentlemen! 

1 Sen. Has my lord smoked ye over, good-wife 

miller?' ' 

' Is your mill broken that you ^tand so useless ? 

2 Serv. An impudent quean ! upon my life, she’s 
. Unwholesome!:. , 

Some base discarded thing my lord has found her ; 
He would not have turn’d her off o’ th’ sudden else. 
Ger. Now against every sack, my honest sweet- 
heart, 

With eyery Smig and Smug® — - 


I,:. •, 


^ Feat,} We'4%w say a wpid of endearment SokLiii- 
‘ gna^ or the Combat of tbe Five Senses : 

. ^ /'■: Vir-r'', ■> Gordian knot, wbicb Alexander great 

' ' ' Did wbilom cut with his all-conquering sword, 

■ \ Was nothing like thy busk-point, pretty fcal?, 

' .i' Hor could so fmf augury afford/^ 

' ^ ‘ ^ octavo, read 


J'' 
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Flor. I must be patient. 

Ger. And every greasy guest, and sweaty rascal, 
For his royal hire between his fingers/ gentlewo- 
man ! 

1 Sen. I fear thou hast given my lord the pox, 
thou damned thing. 

S Sen. I have seen her in the stews. 

Ger. The Knave her father 
Was bawd to her there, and kept a tipling-house. 
You must even to’t again : A modest function ! 

Fhr. If ye had honesty, ye would not use me 
Thus basely, wretchedly, though your lord bid ye; 

But he that knows 

Ger. Away, thou carted impudence. 

You meat for every manJ A little meal . 

Flung in your face, makes ye appear so proud — 
Flor. This is inhuman. Let these tears persuade 
you 

(If ye be men) to use a poor girl better ! 

I wrong not you, I am sure ; I call you gentlemen. 

Enter Otrante. 

What business is here? Away! [Exeunt Ser- 
' >oants.1 Are not you gone yet ? 

Fbr. My lord, this is not well, although you 
hate me, . ■ - 

(For what I knownot) to let your people wrong me, 

Wrong me maliciously, and cdl me 

Otr. Peace, 

And mark me, what we say^, advisedly, ■ 

Mark, as you love tha^ that you call your credit ! 

so, but the oldest folio, Bim and Smug i Perhaps the reader might 
not think the various reading worth a note,-— 

^ For hU hire between kU ^ngcrs^ Alluding to a deno«* 
mination of a coin called a 
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Yield now, or you’re undone j your good name’s 
perish’d ; 

Not all the world can buoy your reputation 
’Tis sunk for ever else:- These people’s tongues 
will poison you ; 

Though you be white as innocence, they’ll taint 
you; 

They will speak terrible and hideous things ; 

And people in this age are prone to credit; 

They’ll let fall nothing that may brand a woman : 
Consider this, and then be wise and tremble ! 

Yield yet, and yet I’ll save you. 

Flor. How? 

Otr. ni shew you ; 

Their ipouths I’ll seal up, they shall speak no more 
But what is honourable and honest of you, 

And saint-like they shall worship you : They are 
mine, 

And what I charge them, Fiorimel- — . 

Fbr. I arn ruined ! ' _ ;i. 

Heaven will regard me yet, they are barb^lip ^ 
wretches.. ■ , 

Let me not fall, my lord J 
Otr. You shall not, Florimel : 

Mark how I’ll work your peace, andhow I honour 

Who waits there ? come all in. 

■' , , Enter Gebasto and Servants, j : 

r <?er. Your pleasure, sir ? . f 

? ;■ . Otr. Who dare say this sweet beauty is not hea- 
' _ venly ?■ ^ ... . . ., 

This virgin, the most pure, tLe most untainted, 

The holiest thinsr- — -r* 


Corrected by Synspson. 
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Ger. Wq know it, my dear lord : 

We are her slaves ; and that proud impudence 
That dares disparage her, this sword, my lord — — 

1 Sero. They are rascals base, the sons of com- 

mon women, 

That wrong this virtue, or dare own a thought 
But fair and honourable of her : When we slight 
her,- 

Hang us, or cut’s in pieces ; let’s tug i’ th’ gal- 
lies - 

2 Serv. Brand us for villains ! 

Fior. Why, sure I dream I these are all saints. 
Otr. Go, and live ail her slaves. 

Ger. We are proud to do it. 

Otr. What think you now ? Am not I able, Flo 
rimel, 

Yet to preserve you? 

Fior. I am bound to your lordship ; 

You are all honour ! And, good my lord, but 
grant me, 

Until to-morrow, leave to weigh my fortunes, 
riLgive you a free answer, perhaps a pleasing; 
Indeed I’ll do the best I can to satisfy you. 

■ . Take your good time. This kiss ! Till then, 

• farewell, sweet ! lEseuiat. 
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ACT IV. SCENE I. 


A Gro’ve. 


Enter Antonio, Martine, and Bostopha. 

Mart. By all means discharge your follower. 
Ant. If we can get him off. — Sirrah, Bustopha, 
Thou must needs run back. 

Bust. But I must not, unless you send a bier. 
Or a lictor at my back : I do not use 
To run ‘from my friends. 

Ant. Well, go ! will serve turn j I have forgot-— 
Bust. What, sir? 

: Ant. See, if I can think on’t now ! 

Bust. I know.'Wh3.t ’tis now. v,„ ' - 
Ant. A pistolet 

Bust. Done ! You have forgot a device to send 
• me away. '-v,.; 

You are going a-smocking perhaps ? 

Mart. His own I due^ due i’faith, Antonio,- 
The pistolet’s his own! 

: M T r' ATH TP'QC 1 • 

There ’tfs ! Now if you could afford Hit of it 

A reasonable excuse to mine uncle 

Yes, I can; 

But an excuse will not serve your turn : It must be 
A lie, a full lie; ’twill do no good else. 

if youil go to the price of that , ; • ; : 

,'.\ Ant. Is a lie . , 

Dearer than an excuse? . ' 

Buis^ Dhj treble ; 

The price o|%L excuse ; but a lie is two more. 
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Look, how many foils go to a fair fall. 

So many excuses to a full lie ; and less 
Cannot serve your turn, let any tailor i’ tli’ town 
make it. ^ 

Mart. Why, ’tis reasonable; give him his price: 
Let it be large enough now ! 

Bust, rii warrant you ; 

Cover him all over. 

Ant. I would have proof of one now. 

Bust. What ? stale® my invention beforehand ? 
you shall pardon me 

For that ! Well, I’ll commend you to your uncle, 
And tell him you’ll be at home at supper with him. 
By no means ; I cannot come to-night, man. 
Bust. I know, that too : You do not know a lie 

:^;:When:you;aeh:;ihv:;i^i:p;||||||g^^ 

It must stretch for all night. 

Bust. I shall want stuff: 

I doubt ’twill come to the other pistolet. 

Ant. Well, lay out; you shall be no loser, sir. 
Bust. It must be faced, you know ; there will 
. be a yard 

Of dissimulation at least, city-measure, 

And cut upon an un troth or two ; lined with fables, 
That must needs be, cold weather’s coming; if it 
had a galloon p. 

Of hypocrisy, ’twould do well ; and hook’d together 

® my invention.'^ Sympson proposes to read sfa&, whicii 
the last editors rejected. The phrase is, however, so coninion in 
old plays that I have restored it, though the old text is certainly 
capable of being explained. To scale, or skale, means to scatter, 
and is still a common phrase in the north of England; and Bus- 
topha may mean — “ Shall I proclaim or spread out my invention 
before the promised reward ?" The word occurs in Shakspeare, 
Dekkar, and other poets, their contemporaries. 
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With a couple of conceits, that’s necessity. 

Well, ril bring in niy bill : I’ll warrant you 
As fair a lie by that time I have done with it, 

As any, gentleman i’ th’ town can swear to, 

If he would betray his lord and master. 

Ant. So, so, this necessary trouble's over. 

Mart. I would you had bought an excuse of him 
Before he went j you’ll want one for Ismenia. 

Ant. Tush, there needs none, there’s no suspicion 
yet ; 

And I’ll be arm’d before the next encounter, 

In a fast tie with my fair Isabel. 

Enter Bostopha. 

Marti Yes, 

You’ll find your errand is before you now. 

Bust, Oh, gentlemen, look to yourselves ! ye arc 
,Men,of another world else : Your enemies 
Are ttppn yap, 5 the old house of jthe Beilides 
Will fall upon yduir heads. Signor Lisauro—— 
Ant. Lisauro? 

Bust. And don what call you him ? he’s a gentle- 
man, 

Yet he has but a yeoman’s name. Don Tarso, 
Tarso, and a dozen at their heels. 

Ant. Lisauro, Terzo, nor a dozen more, 

Shall fright me from my ground, nor shun my path, 
Let ’em come on in their ablest fury. 

Mart. Tis worthily resolved ; I’ll stand by you, 

■ ' ■ sir. 

This way ! I am thy true friend. 

■"r-'^Bust. I’ll be gone, sir, , , r . 

That one may live to tell what is become of you. — 
Put up, put up ! Will you never le^rn to know a lie 
Prom an ^SOjpsfa,blesi There’s £i taste for you now ! 
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Enter IsMsmA and Am^TA. 

Mart. Look, sir! what time of day is it? 

Ant. I know not; 

My eyes go false, I dare not trust ’em now ! 

I pry’thee tell me, Martine, if thou canst, 

Is that Ismenia or Isabella? 

Mart. This is the lady ; forget not Isabella. 
Ant. If this face may be borrowed and lent ouf^ 
If it can shift shoulders, and take other tires, , 
Soj’tisminewhere’erlfindit--—— 

; Be, suddenL^fey^i 

I cannot hold out long. {Exit Aminta. 

;,:;i:AI5i!t^xBelieye’ti;,she,;:^wns.'ss^ 

H^“ife?#Lietdt' dpmei; she?CamB® 

How prettily it wooes me to come nearer! — 

How do you, lady, since yesterday’s pains ? 

Were you not weary ? of my faith 

Ism. I think you were. 

Ant. What, lady? 

Ism. Weary of your faith ; it is a burthen 
That^men faint under, though they^Jear little of it. 
Mart. So ! this is to the purpose. 

You came home 
In a fmr hour, I hope, 
im From whence,' sir? 


Enter AjirNTAi 1: 


SisiiS- 


Amin. Sir, there’s a gentlewoman without desires * 
To speak with you^%^^ r. r ; 

Ant. They were pretty homely toys ; but your 
presence / 

Made them illustrious. 

Ism. My cousin speaks to you. - 
Amin. A gentlewoman, sir; Isabella 
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She names herself. 

Mart, So, so ! it hits finely now. 

Ant, Name yourself how you please, speak what 
you please, 

ni hear you chearfully. 

Is77i, You are not well; — 

Request her in, she may have more acquaintance 
With his passions, and better cure, for 'em. 

Amin, She’s nice in that, madam : Poor soul, it 
seems 

She’s fearful of your displeasure. 

Ism. I’ll quit her 

From that presently, and bring her in myself. [Ea'it, 
Mart. How carelessly do you behave yourself, 
When you should call all your best faculties 
To counsel in you ! How will you answer 
The breach you made with fair Ismenia? 

Have you forgot the retrograde vow you took 
With her, that now is come in evidence ? 

You’ll die upon your shape!;, you need no more 
Enemies of the hoasei, hut the lady now : 

You shall have your dispatch. 

Enter fsM.iE,T!SiA^ habited like Juno. 

Ant. Give me that face, 

And I am satisfied, upon whose shoulders 
Soe’er it grows. Juno, deliver us 
Out of this amazement !— Beseech you, goddess, 
Tell us of our friends ; how does Ismenia ? 

And how does Isabella.^ Both in good health, 

. I hope, as you yourself are. 

' ^ Ism. I am, at furthest , i {Aside. 

In my counterfeit.-— My Antonio, 'y 

I have matter against you may need pardon. 

As I'must crave of .yon,;' . . 
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What evidence is come against me ! What think 
you 

The Hydra-headed jury will say to’t ? 

Mart. ’Tis I am fooi’d ; [Aside. 

My hopes are pour’d into the bottomless tubs. 
’Tis labour for the house of Bellides f 
I must not seem so yet. — But iu sooth, lady, 

Did you imagine your changeable face 
Hid you from me ? By this hand, I knew you ! 
Ant. I went by the face : And by these eyes I 
might 

Have been deceived. 

Ism. You might indeed, Antonio ; 

For this gentleman did vow to Isabella, 
'::;Thaihehf-wasihaf:;Ipved:^Tsmeaia*ij-^ 

Mart. Good! and was not that 
A manifest confession that I knew you ? 

I else had been unjust unto my friend. 

’Twas well remembered ! there I found you out ; 
And speak your conscience now. ' 

Ant. But did he so protest? 

Ism. Yes, I vow to you, had Antonio , 
Wedded Isabella, Ismenia 
Had not been lost ; there had been her lover. 

Ant. Why much good do you, friend ! take her 
to you; ® 

I crave but one ; here have I my wish full : 

I am glad we shall be so near neighbours. 

s* ilfy hopes are poured into the hottomkss. tuhs^ 

^ Tis labour for the home In this passage, Martine 

alludes not only to the family of his adversaries, but to the an- 
cient story of the Bellides, the £fty daughters of Bel us, who all, 
except Hypermnestra; murdered their husbands on their wedding- 
night s for which crime, as the poets feign,, they were condemned 
in Tartarus to draw water, eternally in 
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Tstkc bofchjj sir ^ J uiio to boot* thr^c psrts 
in one 

S3.iiit Hiis-Fic bless yon! ’**~“birow ODDoi*t’in’iit''ir 
Beware to meet with falsehood ! if Z a 

Shun it My friend’s faith’s turuinn from S 
Ism. Might I not justly accuse Antonio * 

For a love-wanderer? You know no other 
Fut niCj for another, and confess troth now^ 

JjiL Here was my guide; where-e’er I find this 
race 

I am a lover. Marry, I must not miss 
This freckle then, (I have the number of ’em) 

Nor this dimple; not a silk from this brow* 

I carry the full idea ever with me. ’ 

If nature can so punctually parallel, 

I may be cozened. 

Ism. Well, ail this is even t 
But now, to perfect all, our love must now 
Come to our enemies’ hands, where neither part 
Will ever give consent to it. 

Atit, Most certain : 

For which reason it rnust not be put to ’em 

wc not pr€V€iitioE in our own h 



» St Hihrie bless i/ou.J Here I think Martine's spfect should 
end, and Antonio speak the remainder. 

^'lyfrientTs faith’s turning from Urn, 

upbraidings to Martine..^&ajard. 
ToS™ ^ of the seeches is right. Marline is endea- 

sjf -fh ?• gradual aberration from bis friend going on 

wfaFiTfer? 

' ' “ Mv friend'®"^ bjr Mason, who observes, that the words 
" to from him," mean, that he was about 

.......... ..................... . 

^^^l%Mb^falsebood,if thott camt 
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Shall I walk by the tree, desire the fruit, 

Yet be so uice* to pull, ’till I ask leave 
Of tk.e churlish gardener, that will deny me? 

Ism. Ohi Antonio I 
Ant. 'Tis manners to fall to 
When grace is said. 

Ism. That holy act’s to come. 

Mart You may ope an oyster or two before grace. 
Avt. Are there not double vows as valuable 
And as well spoke as any friar utters ? 

Heaven has heard all. 

irm. Yes; but stays the blessing, 

’Till all dues be done .* Heaven is not served by 

W’’e shall have ne’er a father’s blessing here ; 

Let us not lose the better from above ! 

Ant. You take up weapons of unequal force; 

It shews you cowardly. Hark in your ear ! 

Amin. Have I lost all employment? ’Would this 
proffer [^Aside. 

Had been made to me, though I had paid it with 
A reasonable penance ! 

' Mart. Have I past : 

All thy fore-lock, Time ? I’ll stretch a long arm 
But i’ll catch hold again, (do but look back 
Over thy shoulder) and have a pull at thee. 

rsm. \ hear you, sir; nor can I hear top much 
While you speak well: You know th’ accustom’d 

Of our night-parley ; if you cab ascend, 

The window shall receive ynu ; you may find there 
A corrupted churchman to bid you welcome. 

Ant. I would meet no other man. : . 


* Ytt he so nice topuIL] Sympson thinks we should read, Yci 
he S 0 nice as not to puK So nice to pull^ means to scruple pullings 
he so nice about it ; and is right*~Ed. 1778. 
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To have got children, that might have cursed 
Their fathers. 

Jtilio. Oh, my posterity is ruined ! > 

Bust. Oh, sweet Antonio ! 

Julio. Oh, dear Antonio ! 

Bust. Yet it was nobly done of both parts: 

When he and Lisauro met 

Jtdio. Oh, death has parted ’em ! 

Bust. “ Welcome, my mortal Foe,” says one ! 
“Welcome, 

My deadly enemy,” says th’ other i Ojff go their 
doublets, 

They in their shirts, and their swords stark naked ; 
Here lies Antonio, here lies Lisauro ; 

He comes upon him with an embroccado, 

That -he puts by with a pzmta remrsa; Lisauro 
Recoils me two paces, and some six inches back, 

Takes his career, and then, oh 

Julio, Oh! 

Bm#. Runs Antonio : 

^Quite through— ^ 

JuUo. Oh, villain ! 

Bust. Quite through between the arm and the 
body ; 

So that he had no hurt at that bout. 

Julio. Goodness be praised 1 

Bust. But then, at next encounter, ' 

He fetches me up Lisauro ; Lisauro 
Makes out a lunge at him, which he thinking 
To be z passado, Antonio’s foot 

Slipping down, oh, down 

Julio. Oh, now thou art lost ! 

Bust. Oh, blit the quality of the thing, both 
. gentlemen, 

Both Spanish Christians : Yet one man to shed — 
JiiRo. Say bis enemies^ blood. 

Bust. may come 

By divers caMaltifes, thbugh he never go 
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Into the field with his foe ; but a man 
To lose nine ounces and two drams of blood 
At one wound, thirteen and a scruple at another, 
And to live till he die in cold blood — Yet the sur- 
geon, 

That cur’d him, said li pia mater had not 
Been perished, he had been a lives man 
Till this day, . 

Julio. There he concludes he is gone. 

Bust. But all this is nothing: Now I come to 
the point 

Julio. Ay the point, that’s deadly ; the ancient 
blow 

Over the buckler ne’er went half so deep. 

Btist. Yet pity bids me keep in my charity ; 

For me to puli an old man’s ear| from bis head 
With telling of a tale — Oh, foul tale! No; be silent, 
tale. 

Furthermore, there is the charge of burial ; 

Every one will cry blacks, blacks,^ that had 
But the least finger dipt in his blood, though ten 
Degrees removed when it was done. Moreover, 
The surgeon (that made an end of him) will be 
paid ; 

Sugar-plums and sweet-breads ! yet, I say, 
The.man may recover again, and die in his bed. 
Julio. What motley stuff |s this? Sirrah, speak 
truth, 

What hath befallen my dear .^ntottio 
Restrain your pity in cbnOdMittg it ! 

Tell me the danger full ; . take off your care 
Of my receiving it j hiW hie that way; 

The common term for monming clothes at that time. 

So in A Mad World my Masters, by Middleton: 

Fli pay him again when he dies in so many blacks f 


f. 
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L M: 




Bust, 

Julio, 

Bust. 

Julix). 


I’ll forgive my death ! what thou keep’st back from 
. truth 

Thou shalt speak in pain ; do not look to find 
A limb in his right place, a bone unbroke, 

Not so much flesh unbroil’d of all that mountain,, 
As a worm might sup on; dispatch, or be dis- 
patched! 

Bust, Alas, sir, I know nothing, but that Antonio 
Is a man of God’s making to this hour: 

’Tis not two since I left him so. 

Julio. Where didst thou leave him? 

In the same clothes he had on when he 
went from you. 

Does he live? 

I saw him drink. 

Is he not wounded ? 

Bust. He may have a cut i’ th’ leg by this time ; 
for Don Martine 
And he were at whole slashes. 

Ju^q. Met he not with Lisauro ? 
j, Bust, 1 do not know her. 

Julio. Her? Lisauro is a man, as liis 
- Bust. I saw 
Ne’er a man like him. 

Jm/ 20. Didst tlrou not discourse 
A fight betwixt Antonio and Lisauro ? 

Bust. Ay, to myself ; 

I hope a man may give himself the lie 
If it please him. : 

Julio. Didst thou lie tliehiv : 

Bust, As sure as you live now. 

Julio. I live 

The happier by it. When will he return ? 

Bust. That he sent me to tell you ; within these 
Ten day^t furthest. 

' "s not wont 
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Bust. Nor I tbink he will not; 

He said he would be at home to-morrow ; but I love 
To speak within my compass. 

Julio. You shall speak within mine, sir, now. 
Within there ! 


Enter Sermnis. 

Take this fellow into custody ! 
Keep him safe, I charge you ! 

Bust. Safe? Do you hear ? take notice 
What plight you find me in ; if there want but a 
:COllop*:":'^ ’ 

Or a steak o’ me, look to’t ! . . . , , , , 

Julio. If my nephew • ,V. 

Keturn not in his health to-morrow, thou goest 

Bust, Let me go to th’ manger first ; 

I had rather eat oats than hay. 

{Ea;it, with SermntS). 

Enter Bellides with a Letter. 


Bel. By your leave, sir. ^ 

Julio. For aught I knowy et, you are welt^JmO) sir. 
Bek Read that, and tell me so ; or if thy, spec- 
tacles • . ,, 

Be not easy#»keep thy nose unsaddled, and ope 
Thine ears: I can speak thee the contents ; I made 
’em*. , , , , y 

’Tis a challenge, a fair one, Ml maintain’t : y 

I scorn to hire my second to deliver’ t, ; • 

I bring’t myself. Dost know me, Julio? , 
Julio. Bellides? . . 

! Bet. Yes ; is not thy hair on end now? 

Julio, Somewhat amazed at thy rash hardinfiMii 
How durst thou come so near thine enemy 
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BeL Durst ? 

I dare come nearer : Thou art a fool, Julio. 
j7ilio. Take it home to thee, with a knave to hoot. 
Bel, Knave to thy teeth again ! and all that’s 
quit. 

Give me not a fool more than I give thee, 

Or, if thou dost, look to hear oa’t again. 

Julio. What an encounter’s this ! 

Bel, A nohle one 

. My hand is to my words ; thou hast it there : 
There I do challenge thee, if thou dar’st, be 
Good friends with me; or I'll prcclaim thee coward. 
Julio. Be friends with thee ? 

Bel. I’ll shew thee reasons for’t: 

A pair of old coxcombs, (now we go together) 
Such as should stand examples of discretion. 

The rules of grammar to unwilling youth 
To take out lessons by ; we, that should check 
And quench the raging fire in others’ bloods. 

We strike the battle to destruction ? 

Read ’em the black aft? and make ’em believe 
It is divinity ? Heathens, are we not ? 

Speak thy conscience ; how hast thou slept this 
month, 

Since this fiend haunted us ? 

Julio. Sure some good angel 
Was with us both last night ! Speak thou truth now ; 
Was it not last night’s motion ? 

Bel. Dost not think 

I would not lay hold of it at first proffer. 

Should I ne’er sleep again ? 

Julio, fake hot all from me ; 

I’ll tell the doctrine of my vision. 

“ Say that Antonio, best of thy blood, 

Or any one, the kast hped to thee, 

Shouitt be the pjey unto Lisauro’s sword, 

Or any of the house of BeUides” 
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Bel. Miae was the. just inversion ; on, on ! 
Julio. “ How would mine eyes have emptied 
thee in sorrow, 

And left the conduit* of Nature dry ! 

Thy hrauls Itave turn’d rebellious to the balls, 
And broke the glasses ; with thine own curses 
Have torn thy soul, left thee a statue 
To propag’ate thy next posterity!” 

Bel. “ Yes, and thou causer!” so it said to me, 
“ They fight but your mischiefs; the young men 
were friends, 

As is the life and blood coagulate, 

And curded in one body ; but this is yours, 

An inheritance that you have gather’d for ’em, 

A legacy of blood to kill each other 
Throughout your generations.” Was’t not So? * 
Julio. Word for word. 

BeL Nay, I can go farther yet, 

Julio. ’Tis far enough : Let us atone it here, 
And in a reconciled circle fold 
Our friendship new again. 

Bel. The sign’s in Gemini ; 

An auspicious house ! ’thas join’d both ours again. 
Sulio. You cannot proclaim me coward now, Don 
Bellides. 

Bel. No ; thou’rt a valiant fellow ; so anr I : 

I’ll fight with thee at this hug, to the lasf leg 
I have to stand on, or breath or life left. 

Julio. This is the salt unto liutoanity, 

And keeps it sweet. ' ■ 

Bel. Love! oh, life stinks without it.— , ‘ 

■:I can : tell ■ you;Ae’^|Y::iY);-:^^ ' •• YllliBlSY' 

::'Good Las 'wantingilJl^^ 

* Condiment.'} So the first folio reads, which is, however, utter 
nonsense, though the metre is better than in- the second, from which 
the te.xt is taken. 
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BeL I do suspect, and I have some proof on’t, 
(So far as a love-epistle comes to) 

That Antonio (your nephew) and my daughter 
Isroenia, are very good friends before us. 

Julio. That were a double wall about our houses, 
Which I could wish were buiided. 

BeL I had it from 
Antonio’s intimate, Don Martine : 

And yet, methought, it was no friendly part 
To shew it me. ; 

Jw/io. Perhaps ’twas his consent : 

Lovers have policies as well as statesmen ; 

They look not always at the mark they aim at. 
BeL We’ll take up cudgels, and have one bout 
with ’em. 

They Shall know nothing of this union ; 

And, till they find themselves most desperate, 
Succour shall never see ’em. 

Julio. I’ll take your part, sir. 

: JBe/. It grows late ; there’s a happy day past us." 
Julio. TLe example^ 1 hope, to all behind 




SCENE III. 


- ' Night. Before the House ^Bellides. 


Aminta appears at the Window with a Taper. 
Aadn. Stand fair, light of love!* which epithet 

* light 1778. 
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Adds to thee honour^ to me it would be shame. 
We must be weight in love, no grain too light; 
Thou art the land-mark ; but if Love be blind, 
(As many that can see have so reported) 

What benefit canst thou be to his darkness ? 

Love is a jewel (some say) inestimable,** 

But hung at the ear, deprives our own sight. 

And so it shines to others, not ourselves. ^ 

I speak my skill ; I have only heard on’t, 

But I could wish a nearer document. 

Alas, the ignorant desire to know ! 

Some say, Love’s but a toy, and with a but 

Now, methinks, I should love it ne’er the worse; 
A toy is harmless sure, and may be play’d with ; 
It seldom goes without his adjunct, pretty, 

“ A pretty toy,” we say ; ’tis metre to Joy to6.:% 
Well, here may be a mad night yet, for all this ! 
Here’s a priest ready, and a lady ready ; 

A chamber ready, and a bed ready ; 

Theobald might have known that ligttl of love was the name oC 
a tune alluded to in the Chances and other plays of our authors, 
as well as in Shakspeare’s. 

® Love is a jewel {some say) inestimable. 

But Imng at the ear, deprives our own sight J\ What the poets 
designed to say seems to be this, viz. That the jewel of love being 
hung at the ear, is unseen by them that affixed it there ; but as this 
is not possible to be made of the words as they stand, I imagine 
the line might originally run thus : *' 

Love is a jewel—— 

But hung at tht ear is deprived oar own sight.— Sym^son. 

We think the poets designed to compare love to a jewel, whose 
lustre is seen by the rest of the world, and not by the wearer. The 
mode of phrase in the test is peculiar, but we believe genuine ; 
and what editor has a right to alter it f — Ed. 1778. 

The last editors are clearly right. 

’ ’tis metre iojoy foo.] Metre is here somewhat singular- 

ly used for rhyme. 
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’Tis then but making unready,® and that’s soon 
done. 

My lady is my cousin ; I myself; 

Which is nearest then ? My desires are mine ; 
Say they be hers too, is’t a hanging matter? 

It may be r'entured in a worser cause. 

I must go question with my conscience : 

I haye the word ; centinel, do thou stand ; 

Thoii shait not need to call, I’ll be at hand. 

[JE.ri7. 

Enter below, Antonio and Martine. 

Ant. Are we not dogg’d behind us, think’st thou, 
friend? 

Marh I heard not one bark, sir. 

Ant. There are that bite 

And bark not, man ; methought I spied two fellows, 
That through two streets together walk’d aloof. 
And wore their eyes suspiciously upon us. 

Mart, y our jealousy, nothing else ; or such per- 
haps ^ 

As are afraid as much of us ; who knows 
But about the like business ? but, for your fears’ 
sake. 

I’ll advise and entreat one courtesy. 

What is that, friend ? 

Mart. I will not be denied, sir ; 

Change your upper garments with me. 

..dfraif. it ih^ds not. 

Mart. I think so too ; hut I will have it so, 

If you dare trust me with the better, sir. 

A Ant. Nay then*-^-^ 

If there should be danger towards, 

^ la the language of the time this meant «3* 
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There will be the main mark, I’m sure. 

Ant. Here thou takest from me 

Mart. Tush ! the general 
Must be safe, howe’er the battle goes. 

\^iey change chahs. 

See you the beacon yonder ? 

Ant. Yes; we are near shore. 

Enter two Gentlemen, with weapons drawn; they set 
upon Martine; Antonio pursues them out in 
rescue ^Martine. 


Mart. Come, land, land ! you must clamber by 
the cliff ; 

Here are no stairs to rise by. : - 
Jfw/. Ay ! a there and ex&mt. 

Enter Am:mTk above, and Mawti'S'e, returned again, 
ascends. 


Amin. Antonio? 

Mart. Yes. Ismenia? 

Amin. Thine own. 

'Mart. Quench the light ; thine eyes are guides 
illustrious. 

Amin. ’Tis necessary. [Enceunt. 

- • JSw/ef ^ANTpff|*||pl||p ; 

Ant. Your legs have saved yonr lives,® whoe’er 

Friend ! Martine}’ where art thou? not hurt, I hope! 
Sure I was farthest I’ tlf pursuit of ’em. 

My pleasures are forgotten through my fears ! 

* Mart. Tour legs have saved, &c.] Tbe error of ^ving this spe^h 
to Marft'ne corrected by SympBon.— Ed. 177s. 
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The light’s extinct! it was discreetly done ; 

They could not but have notice of the broil. 
And, fearing that might call up company, 

Have carefully prevented, and closed up : 

I do commend the heed. Oh, but my friend, 

I fear he’s hurt ! — Friend ! friend ! It cannot be 
So mortal, that I should lose thee quite, friend ! 

A groan ! any thing that may discover thee ! 
Thou art not sunk so far, but I might hear thee, 
ril lay mine ear as low as thou canst fall ; 

Friend ! Don Martine ! I must answer for thee, 
(’Twas in my cause thou fell’st) if thou be’st down. 
Such dangers stand betwixt us and our joys. 
That, should we forethink ere we undertake. 
We’d sit at home, and save. — What a night’s here ! 
Purposed for so much joy, and now disposed 
To so much wretchedness ! I shall not rest in’t ! 
If I had all my pleasures there within, 

I should hot entertain ’em with a smile. 
Good-night to you 1 Mine will be black and sad ; 
A friend oaihhpt, a woman may be had,' 

* A friend cannot, a woman may be bad.] The alteration in tl}o 
test WM made by Sympsoii silently, and, though rejected by the 
last editors, has been retained as the preferable reading. 
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ACT V, SeENE I. 


A Room in the House ofBeilides. 


Enter Ismenia a7id Aminta. 

Ism. Oh, thou false 

Amin. Do your daring’st ! he’s mine own. 

Soul and body mine, church and chamber minCj ' 
Totally mine. 

Ism. Darest thou face thy falsehood ? 

Amin. Shall I not give a welcome to my wishes, 
Come home so sweetly ? Farewell, your company. 
Till you be calmer, woman ! \_E3:it. 

Ism. Oh, what a heap 
Of misery has one night brought with it ! 


Enter Antonio. 


Ant. Where is he? Do you tumryour shame 
from me? 

You’re a blind adulteress ! you know you are. 
Ism. How’s that, Antonio? 

Ant. Till I have vengeance, ' " , 

Your sin’s not pardonable ! I will have him, 

If hell hide him not! you have had your last of 
him. ” [^Eacit. 

Ism. What did he speak ? I understood him not ! 
He call’d me a foul name; it was not mine ; ^ 

He took me for another, sure. 
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Enter Bellides. 


Bel. Ha ! are you there ? 

Where is your sweetheart? I have found you, trai- 
tor 

To iiiy house ! wilt league with ininc enemy ? 
You’ll shed his blood, youll say : Ha! will you so? 
And fight with your heels upwards ? No, miuioii ; 
I have a husband for you, (since you’re so rank) 
And such a husband as thou shall like him^ 
‘Whether thou wilt or no : Antonio ? 

Ism. It thunders with the storm now, , 

Bel. And to-night 

I’ll have it dispatch’d ; 111 make it sure, I ! 

By to-morrow this time thy maidenhead 
Shall not be worth a chequiii/ if it were 
Knock’d at an out-crj. Go ! Ill ha' }’ou before me : 
Shough, shough! up to your coop, pea-hen I 

wrii a chkkeiif] lo tWs place the iwilnowa gea^ 
tleman reads thus, 

mrtk a chequin, 

and adds, that Sir Isaac Newton, in his tables of gold and silver 
coins, sa 3 ^s, sequin^ chequin^ ot zachecn^ is a gold Vo nicotian coin, 
worth nine and sixpence. It may be so, but yel my friend *w|ll, I 
hope, pardon me if I have not altered the line according to hfe’di- 
reclion; fori am not sure, that there i$ not a double entendre 
couched under this word, which will be lost by his proposed cor- 
rection of the text. — Si/mpson, 

We apprehend the old man^s meaning is, Thy maidenhead 
shall not be worth B^phickcn^ which (on a great demand for viands) 
has been killed without fatting/" — Ed. 1778. 

There is not the least doubt that Sympsor/s unkno%vn gentle- 
man is right, and that the Italian coin chcquin is alluded to. The 
word mtcrj/^ which anciently meant an auction, is sufficient to 
prwd;,H*;. Besides, the word is spelt with a capital letter in the 
folio,‘’an4lha^e frequemiy tuet with It in old plays in a corrupt 
state. ' of -th^ last editors is worth preserving for 

its ludicrous ahsuMIfe#. ' 
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Jsm. Then I’ll try my v/ings. [Exit. 

Bel. Ay r are you good at that ? stop, stop, thief! 
stop there ! [Exit. 


SCENE II. 


An Apartment in the House of O trail te. 


Enter Otr ante, and Eeobimee singing. . 

[ SONG. ■ '■■■' ' 

Elor. Now having leisure, and a happy wind, 

Thou mayst at pleasure cause the stones togi'ind; 
Sails spread, and grist here ready to be grounds 
Fy, stand not idly, but let the mill go round I 

OtT, Why dost thou sing and dance thus ? why 
so merry ? 

WJiy dost thou look so wantonly upon me? 

And kiss my hands ? 

Flor. If I were high enough, ■ 

I would kiss your lips too, 

Otr. Do, this is some kindness ; 

This tastes of willingness ; nay, you may kiss still. 
But why o’ th’ sudden now does the fit take you, 
Unoffer’d, or uncompeli’d ? why these sweet cur- 
tesies ? ' 

Even now you would have hliish’d to death to kiss 
thus : 
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Pr jthee, let me be prepared to meet tbv I 
I shall be unfurnish’d else to hold theepL 

If this delay your blessing 

It this be love, methmks it is too violent 

If you repent you of your strictness to m 
It IS so sudden, it wants circumstance. 

I* lor. by, how dull ! 

SONG. 

! Horn long shall I pine for love ? 
How long shall I sue in vain ? 
■tiom long, like fie turtle-dove, 
bhall I heavily thus complain ? 
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And tell you seriously, why I appear thus. 

To hold you no more ignorant and blinded : 

I have no modesty ; I am truly wanton ; 

I am that you look for, sir: Now, come up roundly! 
If my strict face and counterfeited sbUeliness* 
Could have won on you, I had caugh r you that way. 
And you should ne’er have come to have known 
who, hurt you. 

Pr’ythee, sweet count, be more familiar with me! 
However we are open in our natures. 

And apt to more desires than you dare meet with. 
Yet we affect to lay the gloss of good on’t. 

I saw you touch’d not at the bait of chastity. 

And that it grew distasteful to your palate 'f ' 
To appear so holy ; therefore. I take my true sdiape : 
Is your bed ready, sir? you shall quickly find me. 

On the bed I’ll throw thee, throw thee dmn s 
Down being laid, 

Shall we be afraid 
To try the rites that belong to love ? 

-'No, no; there r ll woo thee with a crown, 

Crown our desires ; 

Kindle the fres. 

When love requires we should wantonprove. 

Well kiss, we’ll sport, we’ll la^h; we’ll play ; 

If thou comest short, for thee J’U stay ; 

If thou unski ful art, on the ground * , 

I’ll kindly teach-^we’ll the mill go round.-^^yf 

^ Sfaledness.2 So the fird folio. He text is from the second. 

- * If thou mskil/ul art, the ground.] So the first folio. The test 
is from the second. - 


[Act V 


m THE the mill 

Oir. Are jou no maid ? 
jpior* Alas, my lord, no certain • 

1 am sorry you’re so innocent to think so • 
Is this an age for silly maids to thrive in ? 

It IS so long too since I lost it, sir, 

In at I have no belief I ever was one : 

What should you do with maidenheads? you hats 

"■ ■■ y 

They are peevish,, pettish things/ that hold no 
game un. ” 



; X II lii, _you oeyond maide 

A j travel right in, 

And %vith delight, discourse, and twenty pleasures 
They ^Wjheir journey madmen cre^ep^to^S 

T metamorphosed ! Why do you appear 

I conjure you, beyond belief thus wanton ’ 

f ® pleasure beyond 

J7«7d’ me still in my father's mill, 
fvhere I hape oft heenfound-a 
■ihrown onmy hack, 

On a well fill'd sack, 

g<^ne roimd-a : 
■trythee, sirrah, try thy skill; 

And again let the mill go round-a ! 

(^r. Then you have traded ? 

^ i know.clse how to 

Our as you are, 

Our best^guests and ourridiest ? ^ ’ 

Utr. Howjlip^enow.!'- - 


^.ji- 


ff 
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You take no base men ? 

jp/or. Any that will offer ; 

All manner of men, and all religions, sir, 

We touch at in our time; all states and ages, 
We exempt none. 

SONG, 



The young one, the old one. 

The fearful^ the hold one, 

The lame one, though ne’er so unsound, 

The Jew or the Turk, 

Have leave for to work, 

Otr. You are a common thing then ? 

Tlor. No matter, since you have your private 

And have it by an artist excellent, 

Whether I am thus, or thus ; your men can tell you. 
Otr, My men? defend me! how I freeze toge» 
ther, 

And am on ice ! Do I bite at such an orange ? 
After my men ? I am preferr’d ! 

JRSjt. Why stay you ? 

Why do we talk, my lord, and lose our time ? 
Pleasure was made for lipSj an4 sweet embraces ; 
Let lawyers use their tongues fePardon me. Mo- 
desty ! \ , {Apart, 

This desperate way must help ; or I am miserable. 
Otr. She turns, ah,d wipes her face ; she weeps 
for certain i 

Some new way now ; she cannot be thus beastly ; 
She is too excellent fair to be thus impudent : 
She knows the elements of common looseness; 
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The artof lewdiiess»~-that, that, that— How- 

sir? 


now. 


Unier a Servant. 

Sere. The^kny, an’t please your lordship, is 

Close at the gate. 

Otr. The king ? 

Sere. And calls for you, sir ; 

Means to breakfast here too. v 

JPfoj*. Then I am happy ! 9* 

Otr Stolen so suddenly ? Go, lock her 00 :' '"I 
Lock her up where the courtiers may not see her 
Lock her up closely, sirrah, in my closet. * 

Oir' Peace ’» ^ 
She s either a damn’d devil, or an angdL' — 

No noise, upon your life, dame, but all ^ncel 





Enter King, Lords, Vebtigo, Lisauko, gkAeezo. 

Otr. Yourmajesty heaps toomuch honouronme, 

•ifl^dneu: that, that, ikat, &c.] However Flori- 
mels language shews that she bad heard of the elements at least 
oflooseness, yet I think Otrante should say, that he d d no^^ 
lieve ghe knew the practical part of it, and lo 1 would read, 


Or rather thus 


I^ot th^ uvt o/* lewdnesS"- 
^ot th* zci of lewdness » 


confounded both in Shakspeare and pur 
sary, if the noinf^nCT specious, but not absolutely neces- 

' elements of lewdness, but not 
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With such delight to view each several corner 
Of a rude pile ; there’s no proportion in’t, sir. 
Phil. Methinks ’tis’ handsome, and the rooms 
along 

Are neat, and well contrived ; the gallery 
Stands pleasantly and sweet. What rooms are these? 
Otr. They are sluttish ones. 

Phil. Nay, I must see. 

Oifr. Pray you do, sir ; 

They are lodging-chambers o’er a homely garden. 
Phil. Fit still, and handsome ; very well ! — and 
those ? 

Otr. Those lead to the other side o’ th’ house, 
an’t like you. ^ 

PM. Let me see those. . * . - ; 

Otr. You may; the doom are open. — 

What should this view mean ? I am half suspici- 
' ous. {Aside. 

Phil, This little room? 

Oi!r. ’Tis mean ; a place for trash, sir, 

For rubbish of the house. 

Phil. I would see this too : 

1 will see all. 

Otr. I beseech your maiesty ! 

The savour of it, and the coarse appearance 

Phil. ’Tis not so bad ; you would not offend 
your housp with it: ' 

Come, let me see. ^ ' ' ' 

Otr.. !Faith, sir 

PM. T’faith, I will see. - 

Otr. My groom haus the key, sir; and ’tis tenlo 

one 'K''' 

Phil. But I will see i t.-~Force the lock, my lords 

tke act/^ without finishing the sentence. Art certainly means act 
in the present case, as it does in many other places of these plays. 
See wl* IL p. 406, HL 142, VL m, VIL 129* 
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There be smiths enough to mend it: — I perceive 
You keep some rare things here, you would not 
shew, sir. 

Florimel disawered. 

Tei'so. Here’s a fair maid indeed ! 

.P/«7. By my faith is she ; - 

A handsome girl ! — Come forward ! do not fear, 
wench. — 

Ay, marry, here’s a treasure worth concealing. 
Call in the miller. 

Otr. Then 1 am discover’d ! — 

I’ll confess all before the miller comes, sir : 
’Twasrfaut intention ; from all act I am clear yet. 

Enter Frajtio. 

EUl. Is this year daughter ? 

'jPmJ Yes, a%’t please your highness, 

This is the shape of her ; for her substance, air, 
Whether she be now honourable or dishonourable, 
Whether she be a white rose, or a canker, is the 
question. 

I thank my lord, he made bold with my filly : 

If she be for your pace, you bad best preservOi-her, 
V -v:. ... sir; ■ ' ' 

Sh# tender-mouth’d ; let her be broken hand- 
? somely! 

PhU. Maid, were you stol’n ? 

|v . jyor. I went not willingly, 

; An’t please your grace ; I was ne’er bred so boldly. 
How has be used you r 
Yet, sir, very nobly. ’ 

:;| » >jBte ;Su,re yph^Ml tenth.— -And be sure, my 
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You have not wrong’d her ; if you have, I tell you, 
You have lost me, and yourself too ! — Speak again, 
wench, 

Flor. He has not wrong’d me, sir ; I am yet a 
maid: 

By all that’s white and innocent, I am, sir ! 

Only I suffer’d under strong temptations, 

The heat of youth ; but Heaven deliver’d me,— 
My lord, I am no whore, for all I feign’d it, 

And feign’d it cunningly, and made you loath me : 
’Twas time to out-do you; I had been robb’d else, 
I had been miserable ; but I forgive you. 

P/zi/, What recompense for this ? 

, Ofr. A. great one, sir ; ■ . , , : 

First a 'r"^i>entance, and a be^rty^me,-*^ - _ 
Forgive m^ sweet 1 ■ 

P&r.' I do, my lord, 

0/n I thank you ! 

The next, take this, and these; all I have, Flori- 
mel ! {Offers jewels, 

Flor. No, good my lord, these often corrupt 
maidens ; 

I dare not touch at these, they are lime for virgins ; 

, But if you’ll give me ,, 

Any thing in my power. 

Or in my purchase. ' ^ 

Fhr. Take heed, noble sir ! , 

You’ll make me a bold §sker.^ y * 

Otr. Ask nie freely..,- '■ • 

Flor. Ask you ? I do ask yew, and I deserve yop ; 

I have kept you from a crying sin would damn you 
To men and time I have preserved your credit, 
That would have died, bo all posterity : ' 

Curses of maids shall never now afflict you, 

Nor parents’ bitter tears make your name barren. 
If he deserves well that redeems his country, . 
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And as a patriot be Temember’d nobly, 

Kay, set the highest,- may not I be worthy 
To be yourfriend, that have preserved your honour r 
Otr. Y ou are, and thus I take you ; thus I seal you 
Mine own, and only mine. 

PhiL Count, she deserves you : 

And let it be my happiness to give you ! 

[Ghes her 'to OraANTE. 
I have given a virtuous maid now, I dare say it ; 
’Tis more than blood. Ill pay her portion, sir ; 
And it shall be worthy you. 

Fra. I’ll sell my mill, 
ni pay some too! I’ll pay the, fiddlers, 

And well have all i’ th’ country at this wedding. 
Pray lef me give her too : — Here, my lord, take her, 
Take her with ail my heart, and kiss her freely. - 
’Would J could give you all this hand has stol’n 
too, 

In portion with her ! ’twould make her a little 
whiter. 

The wind blows fair now; get me a young miller ! 
Vert. She must have new clothes. 

Terzo. Yes- 

Vtrt. Yes, marry must she. — 

If ’t please ye, madam, let me see the state of your 
body ; 

I’ll fit you instantly. 

jPAil,;. Art not thou gone yet ? 

V&i. An’t please your grace, a gown, a hand- 
some gown now, 

-An orient gown 

i FMl. Nay, take thy pleasure of her, 

V&t. Of cloth of tissue — I can fit you, madam : 
(My lords, stand out o’ th’ light !) a curious body ! 
The fittest body in Spain this day — with em- 
'v^ flowers,; ■; 
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A clinquant* petticoat of some rich stuiF, 

To catch the eye : I have a thousand fashions. 
Oh, sleeve, oh, sleeve ! I’ll study all night, madam. 
To magnify your sleeve. 

Otr. Do, superstitious tailor, 

When you have more time. 

Flor. Make me no more than woman, and I am 
thine. 

Otr. Sir, happily my wardrobe, with your help, 
May fit her instantly ; will you try her ? 

Vert. If I fit her not, your wardrobe cannot : 
But if the fashion be not there, you mar her. 

. Entei: Antonio, Constable, and Officers, 


Ant. offence so great, ere I be convict, 

To be torn with ^ r it be law, 

Let ’em be wild horses rather than these. 

What^^ 

Con. This is a man suspected of murder, if it 
please your grace. 

Fhil. It pleases me not, friend. But who sus- 
, pects him 

Con. We that are your highness’ extraordinary 
officers, we that have taken our oaths to maintain 
yo«Jn.|>eacei^" ■ > 

Phil. ’Twill be a great charge to you. 

Cow. ’Tis a great charge indeed ; but then we 
call our neighbours, to help iis. This gentleman 

‘ C&jwas?.] That is, glittering, shining. So in Henry Vlir.— . 

TD-day the French, ' . 

All clinquant^ all in gnld,^ like heathen gods, 

: Shone down, the English/'"."." ;' r 

Again in Brome^s Sparagas Garden ; — These are courtiers cUn-> 
quant f and no counterfeit stuff upon 'em/' 




clatter) which we seeing, came with our bills of 
government, and first knock’d down their wea- 
pons, and then the men. 

Phil And this you did to keep the peace ? 

Cm. Yes, an’t like your grace, we knock’d ’em 
down, to keep the peace .* This we laid hold on, 
the other we set ia the stocks. That I could do 
by mine own power, without your majesty. 

JP/u7. How so, sir ? 

Con. I am a shoemaker by my trade. 

Enter Auitsta. 

Amin. Oh, my husband ! « 

Why stands my husband as a man endiiisg|!r’d ? 
Eestore him me, as you are merciful ! 
rilanswer for him. - - > 

Ant, What woman’s this? Whathusban^^Hold 
tly bawling! 

I know thee for no wife. f# 

Amin. You married me night. 

Ant. Thou' best I I neither W’^as f .; 

In church nor house last night, nor saw I thee, 

A thing that was my friend, I scorn to name now. 
Was yKith Ismenia, like a thief, and there 
He violated a sacred trust : This thou may’s t know, 

“ Aminta. . 

Ant. No, nor a frifend of his ; . ■; 

^©uld I had killed }]^ ! I hope I imve. . ' 

That was my husband, royal sir, that man, 

'Piat^i^oellent imafe; 

%a|;VUl«n^ ^ 
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Enter Beletdes. 

Bel. Have I caught you, sir B Well overtaken ! 
This is mine enemy. — Pardon, my sovereign ! 
Fhil. Good charity, to crave pardon for your 
enemjT^ ! 

Bel. Mine own pardon, sir, for my joy’s radeness. 
In what place better could I meet my foe, 

And both of us so well provided too ? 

He with some black blood-thirsty crime upon him, 
That (ere the horse-leech burst) wiilsuck him dry ; 
I with a second accusation, 

Enough to break his neck, if need should be ; 
And then to have, even Justice’ self to right us I 
How should I make my joys a little civil, 

They might not keep this noise? 

Ant. Here is some hope : 

Should the axe be dull, the halter is preparing. 
Phil. What is your accusation, sir? We have 
heard 

The former. 





Enter 3x1 ISO. 


!£*.' -.L?- . 


■JSc?. Mine, ^iay lord? A strong one. 

Julw. A'false one, sir, ' 

At least bsalicious ; an, evidence 
Of hatred mid despite : lie would accuse : 
My poor kinsman of that he never dreamed ol^ 
Nor, waking, saw,— -the stealing of his daughter ; 
She whom, I know, he. Would not look upon.-—" 
Speak, Antonio, didst.tlmaever see her? 

Ant. Yes, sir; I have seen her. . 

Bel. Ah, ha, friend Julio ! 

Julio, He might; hut how ? With an unheedful 
eye, 
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An accidental view, as men see multitudes, 

Tliat the next day dare not precisely say 
They saw that face, or that, amongst ’em all. — ■ 
Didst thou so look on her? 

Bel. Guilty, guilty ! 

His looks bang themselves. 

Phil. Your patience, gentlemen! 

I pray you tell me if 1 be in error ; - 
I may speak often when I should but hear: 

This is some show you would present us with, 
And I do interrupt it. Pray you speak, 

(It seems no more) is’t any thing but a show? 

Bel My lord, this gentlewoman can shew you all, 
So could my daughter too, if she were here : 

By thi^tirae they are both immodest enough, 
sire is fled me, and I accuse this thief for’t, 

Don Martine, his own friend, ’s my testimony ; 

A practised night-work ! 

Phil, That Martine’s the other 
In ydtfr custody ; he was forgotten ; 

;,Fetch' him hither."' ^ 

Con. We’ll bring the stocks and all else, 

An’t please your grace ! 

Jmin. That man’s my husband certain, instead 
Of this ; Both would have deceived, and both bcK-; 
gulled.^ . 


Both wwidd have deceived, and both beguiled.] What, deceived 

and hegidkd too f Aminta purposed no such tautology^ but only 
that stje and Martine were two designing cheats, and had been as 
well fitted for their purposed knavery. But as the oid reading 
does not, nay cannot, make out this sense, I suspect wcAhould^ write 

(i e* of us) would ham deceived, and boikdre beguiM*^ 

The reading bears the 'iime seiisei.~E(i, Iff % 
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Enter Bustopha and Ismenia as Juno. 

Bust. So ho, miller, miller ! look out, miller ! Is 
there ne’er a miller amongst you here, gentlemen? 
Terzo. Yes, sir, here is a miller amongst gentle- 
men, 

A gentleman miller. 

Bust. I should not be far off then ; here went 
but a pair of sheers and a bodkin between us. — 
Will jmu to work, miller? Here’s a maid has a 
sack full of news for you : Shall your stones walk r 
Will you grind, miller ? 

Phil. This your son, Franio ? 

Fra. My ungracious, my disobedient, - -y 
My unnatural, my rebel son, my lord. 

Bust. Fy ! your hopper runs overj miller. 

Fra. This villain 

(Of my own flesh and blood) was accessary 
To the stealing of my daughter. 

Bust. Oh mountain, shalt thou call a molehill a 
scab upon the face of the earth ? Though a man 
be a thief, shall a miller call him so ? Oh, egre- 

■ giouS'l 

' /mSo. : Kemember, sirrah, who you speak before. 
Bust. I speak before a miller, a thief in grain ; 
for he steals corn X, He that steals ;a wench, is a 
true man to him. , , . ■ /' 

Phil. Can you prove that? • 

You may help another cause that was in pleading. 

Bust. I’ll ptoVeit strongly. He that steals corn, 
steals the bread of .the commonwealth ^ he that 
steals a wench, steals hut the flesh. 

Phil. And how 

Is, the bread-stealing more criminal than the flesh ? 

Bust. He that steals bread, steals that which is 
lawful every day ; he that steals flesh, steals no- 
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tiling from the fasting day : ergo, to steal the 
bread is the arranter theft. 

PhtL This is to some purpose. 

Must. Again, he that steals flesh, steals for his 
own belly full; he that steals bread, robs the guts 
of others ; Ergo, the arranter thief the bread- 
stealer. Again, he that steals flesh, steals once, 
and gives over 5 yes, and often pays for it ; the 
other steals every day, without satisfaction. To 
concludcj bread-stealing is the more capital crime ; 
for what he steals, he puts it in at the head ; he 
that steals flesh (as the Dutch author says) puts 
it in at the foot (the lower member). — Will you 
go as you are now, miller ? 

Phil. How has this satisfied you, Don Bellides? 
BeL Nothing, my lord ; my cause is serious ! 

I claim a daughter from that loving thief there. 
Ant. I would I had her for you, sir ! 

JBc/, Ah, ha, Julio ! 

‘ ; Julw. ^pw^m4 you, Antpaiol Wish you, you 
■ ^had'hiii^'daugliter? " 

Ant. With my soul I wish her ; and my body 
Shall perish, but I will enjoy my soul’s wish. 

I would have slain my friend for his deceit. 

But I do find his own deceit hath paid him. 

JuUo. Will you vex my soul forth no other 
choice 

But where my hate is rooted i — Come hither, girl ! 
Whose, pretty maid art thou ? 

The child of a poor man, sir, , , : r 
Julio. The better for it With my sovereign’s 
• leave, , 

I will wed thee to this man, will he, : nil! bei - 
:Phii. Pardon me, sir, I’ll be no love-efiforcer j 
power of mitMa;',pnto those ends. ’ 

Ism. Not unless he tave ; V 
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Ant. I do love thee : Farewell all other beauties 1 
I settle here. — You are Ismenia ? 

{Aside to Ismenia. 
Ism. The same I was ; better, nor worse, Anto- 
nio. 

Ant. I shall have your consent here, I am sure, 
sir. 

Bel With all my heart, sir ; nay, if you accept it, 
I’ll do this kindness to mine enemy, 

And give her as a father. 

Ant. She’ll thank you as a daughter; — 

Will you not, Ismenia? 

Bel Howl Ismenia? ' 

;v-i^^^^:;:You^Aauplterj■ sir.;^ 

' JBeiiiisIhpbssible;:?^ 

Away, you feeble-witted things ! You thought 
You had caught tbeo>ld ones! You wade, you wade 
In shallow fords ; we can swim, we : Look here ! 
We made the match ; we are all friends, good 
friends ; 

Thin, thin ! Why, the fool knew all this, this fool. 

Bust. Keep that to yourself, sir ; what I knew 
I knew : This sack is a witness. — Miller, this is 
not for your thumbing : Here’s gold lace ;* you 
may see her in the holiday clothes if yon will ; I 
was her wardrobe-man. 

Enter Mawfine, Aminta, ComtiAle md Oj^ers. 

Ant. You beguiled me well, sir. \To Julio. 
Mart. Did you speak to me, sir ? i-tt- 

Ant. It might seem to you, Martine; S ,; . 
Your conscience has ears. 

Jfflrf. My sight was/, , 

^ ^ ’ • ■ ' ' . ' “ ■ 

« miller^ this u not for yoaijr ibtitxibiiig : H€re's gold iacaJi 
See above, p* 201 . 
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A little dim i’ th’ dark indeed ; so was 
BJy feeling Cozen’d j yet I am content : 

I am the better understander now; 

I know my wife wants nothing of a woman ! 
There you’re my junior. 

You are not hurt? 

Mart. Not shrewdly hurt ; 

I have good flesh to heal, you see, goqd round flesh. 
Thesechemes will be worth dropping, crack stones 
and all; 

I should not give much to boot to ride in your new, 
And you in my old ones now. 
j^nt. You mistake the weapon: Areyounothurt? 
Mart. A little scratch ; but I shall daw it off 
. well enough. 

Unfer Gillian. 


Gil. I can no longer own what H ^t 
With a free conscience.— -My liege, yow^||H|||^ 
FhiL For what'?— Who knowa this wotniWlP" 
Fra, I best, my lord ; I have been acquainted 
with her 

These forty summers, and as many winters, 

Were i t spring again : She’s like the gpijt ; I can get 
No cure for her. 

Fhil. Oh, your wife, Franio? /’ I 

Fra. ’Tis “ oh, my wife” indeed, my Itid ; 

A painful stitch to my side ; ’would it wep pick’d 
'"■’Out! ’ 

FMl, Well, sir, your silence ! v; * 

Biist. Will you be older and older every day 
than other? The older you live the older Sfflt? 
Must his majesty command your silence, ere you’ll 
hoId.®ur, tongue?. , ■ ■ ''' -'s'' 

P^irYour reprehen^^ inifts into the same fault : 
Pray, sir, will' you, be ' 
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Bust, I have told him of this before now, my 
liege ; but age will have his course, and his weak- 
nesses — ■ 

Phil Good sir, your forbearance. 

Bust, And his frailties, and his follies, as I may 
say, that cannot hold his tongue ere he be bid- 
den-—— 

Phil. Why, sirrah ! 

Bust. But 1 believe your majesty will not be 
long troubled with him ; I hope that woman has 
something to confess will bang ’em both, 

Phil. Sirrah, you’ll pull your destiny upon you, 
If you cease not the sooner. 

Bust. Nay, I have done, my liege ; yet it grieves 
me that I should call that man father, that should 
be so shameless, that, beiitg commanded to hold 
his tongue — — 

Phil. To the porter’s lodge with him.® 

Bust. I thank your grace ! I have a friend there. 

Phil. Speak, woman ! 

If any interruption meet thee more, it shall 
Be punish’d sharply. 

Gil. Good my liege, (I dare not) 

Ask* you. the question why that old man weeps. 

Phil. "Who { .Count Julio? I observed it not. — 
You hear thequestion, sir ; will you give thecause ? 

Julio, Oh, my -lord, it hardly will get passage, 
(It is a sorrow of that greatness grown) 

’Less it dissolve in tears, and come by parcels. 

Gil. ril help you, sir, in the delivery. 

And bring you forth a joy ; You lost a daughter. 

Julio. ’Twas that recounted thought brought 
forth these sorrows. 

^ To the porter’s lodge •with Mm^J It has been before observed, 
that servants who had transgressed against their masters were an- 
ciently whipped at the porter^a lodge. 
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GiL She*« found again. Know you this mantle, 
sir? 

Jkih. 'Ha! 

Gil* Nay, leave your wonder, III explain it to 
you. 

This did enwra|> your child, whom ever since 
I have call’d name, when nurse Amaranta, 

In a remove from Mora to Corduba, 

Was seized on by a fierce and hungry bear ; 

She was the ravin’s prey,’ as Heaven so would ! 
He, with his booty fill’d, forsook the babe; 

All this Was in my sight ; and so long I saw, 
Until the cruel creature left my sight; 

At which advantage I adventured me 
To rfscue the sweet lamb : I did it, sir; 

And ever since I have kept back your joy, 

And made it mine. But age hath wearied me, 
And bids me back restore unto the owner 
What I unjustly kept these fourteen years. 

Julio- Oh, thou hast ta’en so manyyears from me, 
And made me young as was her birth-day to me. 
Oh, good my liege, give my joys a pardon ! 

I must go pour a blessing on my child, 

Which here would be too rude and troublesome. 

lEMt. 

Phil. Franio, you knew this before ? 

Bust. Oh, oh ! Item for you, miller ! 

Fra. I did, my liege ; I must confess I did : 
An^I^ionfess, I ne’er would have confess’d, 

Had not that woman’s tongue begun to me. 

We poor ones love, and would have comforts, sir, 
As well as great. This is no strange fault, sir; 
jape’s many men keep other men’s childreh,’ 
‘ Afe^ ough they were their own. , ^ 

r^,yayjaV|ir^‘^'v'R»t ii, the, ravenous creature's 
prey ; not the the lamilem ^iton read. 
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Bust. It may stretch farther yet ; I beseech 
you, my liege, let this woman be a little farther 
examined ; let the wards of her conscience be 
search’d; * I would know, how she came by me ; 
I am a lost child, if I be theirs : Though I have 
been brought up in a mill, yet I had ever a mind, 
methought, to be a greater man. 

JPM. She will resolve you sure. 

Gtt. Ay, ay, boy ; thou art mine own flesh and 
blood, 

Born of mine own body. 

Bust. ’Tis very unlikely that such a body should 
bear me ! There’s no trust in these millers. Wo- 
man, tell the truth ! My father shall forgive thee, 
whatsoever he “was, were be knight,, squirt, or 
captain j less he should not be. 

Gil. Thou art mine own child, boy. 

Bust. And was the miller my father? 

Gil, Wouldst thou make thy mother a whore, 
knave? 

Bust. Ay, if she make me a bastard. — The rack 
must make her confess, my lord ; I shall never 
come to know who I am else. I have a worship- 
ful mind in me, sure; methinks I do scorn poor 
folks.-, . , 

Enter Otrante, Feoeimel, Julio, ^c. 

BUI. Here comes the brightest glory of the day; 
Love yoked with love, the best equality. 

Without the level of estate or person. 

Julk. You both shall.be rewarded bountifully; 

• het the words her conscience be search’ d.l SympsOn read* 

mimd$ for words^ We think v^ards is as much more congruous ta 
the, sense as it is nearer the trace of the lctters.-**«Ed* I.77S* 
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We’ll be a-kin too ; brother and sister shall 
Be changed with us ever 

Bust. Thank you, uncle 1 My sister is my cousin 
yet, at the last cast : Farewell, sister- foster ; if I 
had known the civil law would have allowed it, 
thou hadst had another manner of husband than 
thou hast ; but much good do thee ! Fll dance at 
thy wedding, kiss the bride, and s'o — 

Julio, Why, how now, sirrah ? 

Bust. ’Tis lawful now, she’s none of ray sister, 

• • 

It was a miller and a lord 
That had a scabbard and a sword, 

’ He put it up, in the country word; 

The miller and his (taughter. 

She has a face, and she can sing. 

She has a grace, and she can spring, 

: ; She has a place with another thing, 
Tradoodlc* 

Fra, A knavish brother of yours, ray lord. 

Bust. ’Would I were acquainted with your tai- 
lor, noble brother. 

Otr. You may ; there he is ! mine, newly enter- 
tain’d. 

. Vert. If you have any work for me, I can fit. 
you, sir ; 

I fitted the lady. 

Bust. My sister, tailor? What fits her will hard- 
ly fit me. 

Vert. Who fits her ^ 

May fit you, sir ; the tailor can do both, ^ 

' Bust. You have a true yard, tailor? 

Ne’er a wMt too long, I warrant you. 
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Bust. [Sings.] Then, taihf, march with me may ! 

I scorn these robes, I must be gay; 
My mbk brother he shall pay 

Tom Tailor, [Exeunt. 

Bhil. Your recovered friendships are sound, gen- 
tlemen ? 

Bel. At heart, at heart, my lord : The worm 
shall not 

Beyond many ages find a breach to enter at. 

PhiL These lovers’ unities I will not doubt of. 
How happy have you made our propess then, 

To be the witness of suhh fair accords ! 

Come, now we’ll eat with you, my lord Otri^nte: 
’Tis a charge saved; you must /not grudge your 
guest; 

Tis both my welcome, and your wedding-feast. 

'(Exeunt, 





LOVE’S PILGEIMAGE. 


This comedy was first printed in the folio of 1 647 # The prologue 
speaks of more than one author ; and it has been generally sup* 
posed, that, having been left imperfect at the death of Fletcher, it 
was put into the hands of Shirley, and by him finished and brought 
on the stage. Among the entries by the master of the revels is 
the following “ Received of Balgrqve from the King^s Company, 
for the renewing of Love's Pilgrimage, the ifith of September, ifi35, 
1 : 0 : 0." it was probably at this time, that the scene from Ben 
Jonson's unsuccessful comedv of the New Inn was introduced ; but 
there is no reason to suppose that Shirley had any band in this in- 
terpolation, and in the general introduction the editor has hazard* 
cd some conjectures that Massinger was the assistant of Fietchejf 
on this occasion# 

Though this comedy has not been revived nor altered, to the 
editor^s knowledge, for more than a century, it is notwithstanding 
one of the most lively and attractive productions in these voluraesj 
the incidents are romantic and full of interest, and though the unity 
of place and time is violated in a more considerable degree than in 
the greater part of these plays, probability is seldom set at defi* 
ance. The characters are in general well delineated and contrast* 
ed. The two ladies disguised as boys, and both in pursuit of one 
unfaitiiful object of affection, are drawn with all the masterly de- 
licacy and truth so peculiar to Fletcher. Few readers can fail to 
be struck with the exquisite beauty of the scenes in which Leoca- 
dia discovers her sex to Theodosia, and acquaints her with her 
misfortunes; or with the manner in .which the latter receives the 
news of Marc Antonio's infidelity. It is, however, peculiarly 
necessary, in perusing the present comedy, to divest ourselves of 
pur present ideas of female delicacy, and to identify our feelings 
with the demi-chivairous notions of the romantic, and in some mea- 



stire tlie tctwal, manners of Fletcher’s time, otherwise the concloct 
of l^ocarlia and Theodosia will not strike ns m the same fa?onr« 
abie iiglit in which it was certainly intended to affect tis by Cer* 
irantCH and Fletcher. Again, the scene in wdiich Phiiippo makes 
an avowal ot his passion to Leocadia, and the manner in ivhich be 
gradually overames her affection for Marc-Antonio, may safely 
be €(>mpared with the most finished specimens of the same kind 
which can he produced from any other dramatic poet. On the 
other hand, some of the scenes wherein Alphonso and Sancho.give 
loose to the extravagant violence of their temper, are conceived in 
the true spirit of comedy ; and the scenes of low-life in the inns 
are replete with the vivacious and droll humour^ which we have 
had such frequent occasion to notice, as the peculiar talent of 
Fletcher* 

The comedy is in fact a pretty close dramatization of one of the 
most delightful novels of the Inimitable author of Don Quixote* It 
is’ the seventh of his Exempkres^ and is entitled Las im 

Donzelks* I’he chief inddenis may be related shortly, and as fol« 
lows In one of the inns of Castelblanco, five leagues from Se** 
viiie, a handsome stranger arrived towards night without any at** 
tendanti Oa dismounllng he fell into a swoon, and when recovered 
by the aitenfions of the hostess, demanded a bed-room* On hear** 
ing that there was only one In the house, which contained two beds, 
he immediately engaged it, and, refusing any refreshment, he lock- 
ed the door, and kid down*' The hostess and her neighbours were 
conversing on his beauty, when another traveller equally handsome 
appeared, who was informed that he could not he accommodated 
with lodging. He however dismounted and ordered supper, when 
an alguazil of the village entered, and, sitting down by his side, par- 
."took of the good chear provided, and asked innumerable ques- 
lions# The host joined the conversation, and launched out im 
. I, praises of the traveller who had previously arrived* The^cava- 
• '%r. wished to see him, and offered a crown of gold if he could 
p#^ure,him the other bed; but the host pleaded the pre-engage-' 
meat, and the door being locked on the inside* The aiguaail, how- 
ever, ’undertook to get it opened, and, pretending the authority of 
the alcayde, ailast effected his purpose* The second 'traveller 
excused his intrusion, hut the first did not answer, and turned 
' his face to the waif to prevent his being discovered. The former 
then laid down; but towards midnight heard the most profound 
_ sighs and a pitiable soliloquy from his companion, in wbjbh’he 
hnkrly reproached one Marc-Antonio* When* these lamentations, 

. ■ which .plainly discovered the stranger to be a kdy in disguise^ 
pased, the cavalier, heard Mm get up, and, opening the door^ or- 
ing the palfirey The host replied, that it was on- 
ly midnight, ' to her bed, renewing her 
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•iglis. The cavalier now addressed her, and, on his pmmise not 
to approach her bed, she related’ her misfortunes* She Infom- 
ed him, that she was Theodosia, daughter of a gentleman of Anda-- 
lusia, that her brother had been sent to the university of Salaman- 
ca, and that in an evil hour she had become enamoured of Marc- 
Antonio Adorno, the son of a neighbour, who, promising marriage, 
had prevailed upon her to elope with him, and, after having obtain- 
ed his desires, had suddenly disappeared. She had immediately re- 
solved to search for him at Salamanca, in constant fear, however, of 
being pursued by her parents, or discovered by her brother. In to- 
hen of the promise of marriage, she had obtained from her lover a 
diamond ring, with the inscription, ‘ Marc-Ailtoiiio is the husband 
of Theodosia.^ She concluded her relation by requesting the ca- 
valier to counsel her respecting the course she should adopt to find 
her husband, and induce him to acknowledge her as his wife. Tha» 
stranger promised not only advice but assistance, begging her to 
repose the rest of the night, which he, however, himself prevented 
by the sighs which he uttered. The morning sun at last broke 
into the apartment, when, to the surprise of Theodosia^ she dis^** 
covered the stranger to be her brother, Don Rafael de Villavicen- 
cio. She feared his resentment ; but he quieted her with the fullest 
assurance of pardon and assistance, advising her to assume the 
name of Teodoro. Soon after a friend of Don RafaeFs arrived at 
the inn, from whom he understood that Marc- Antonio had em- 
barked at Port St Mary's in the galleys which were proceeding to 
Barcelona. Don Rafael having induced his friend to exchange 
his mule for the palfrey of Theodosia, and having seen him depart, 
communicatevd the welcome news to his sister, and they resolved 
to proceed to Barcelona instantly. When they arrived within two 
leagues of , s¥guh!ada, nine leagues distance from that city, they 
Understood that an ambassador, who was to embark for Rome in 
the^galleys coming round from St Mary's, awaited their arrival. 
Proceeding on their journey they sooii entered into a wood, and 
met a man in great haste, who informed them that a company of 
thirty travellers had just been robbed by a band of thieves, who 
had stripped theiii to the shir^, add left them bound to trees, and 
that they had let him loose that he might free his companions, on 
perceiving their signal from a\ neighbouring hiiL The muleteers 
hearing this, told them that they might now proceed unmolested, 
as the robbers would not return for some days to the forest* They 
soon found the unfortunate travellers, some weeping at the losses 
they had sustained, others laughing at their own strange appearance. 
Theodosia and Don Rafael were particularly struck with the appear- 
ance of a beautiful youth of about sixteen years of age, who had been 
stript to the shirt. They borrowed the rnantie of their muleteer to 
cover him till they could procure other clothes, and understood that 
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kt eame from a place in Andaliisia not far from tlielr own native 
Tilla|if* aocj he wa& proeeeclin^ to the war?* in Ital)* Having 
^I3»tnr3nited mnney to the othei KuHVrers, umoeg whom there were 
above eigbl friars^ the) proceeded to Ygualada, where they licarcl 
that the galiejS had arrived at Barcelona, from \\hjch city they 
were to proceed t>n their voyage in two days* 'Fhe travellers ac* 
cordingly resolved to depart for that dty the following lofirning*, 
At sopper, Theodosia casting her eyes on the young stranger, 
served that his ears weie bored, from which she suspected that it 
was a disguised female like herself. Don Rafael having asked the 
name of his father, he answered it was Don Enrique de Cardenas; 
and when he observed that that nobleman had no children, the 
stranger then repoed that he was the son of Don Sancho his bro- 
ther. Don Eufaei rejoined, that the latter had no son, bet a daugh- 
ter ol extraordimiiy beauty, flie sti anger returned, that he was the 
son of Don Sancho\ steward Ail this confirmed Theodosia in her 
ooujectures, and, having iiitorined her brother of them, she, with his 
consent, privately spoke to the disguised youth, who went mdm 
the nam^ of Don Francisco, and at last gaining hh confidencct. 
found her suspicions well founded* The strangei was Ijsocadia, 
the daughter of Don Sancho; she also hud been enamoured of 
Warc-Antoni and, upon obtaming a written promise of marriageji 
bail consented to receive him one night in her chamher, but ho 
had never appeared; and having heard that he was to becemne the 
spouse ol Theodosia, had she left her father^s house, and, having 

f rovi<led heraeit %%nth money, and changed her dress «t Osiina, she 
mi set oat lor Barcelona to proceed with the galleys to Italy* 
She concluded her reiatmn wiih the determination of incling out 
her nval, and punishing her with the loss of her life ; nor could 
the argumeiils of Tbeodiisia move her from i»er purpose* The lat- 
ter, with the consent of Deocadia, related her story to her brother, 
who had not beheld the beauty of the strange lady without 
mi who had passed the night in love-sick soliloquies* 
iuoiji£ng'’ht purchased a suit of apparel from the host, whlobhe 
pt«nted^ to Leocadia. They set out tor Barcelona* where they 
soon arrived*;. On entering the dty they heard a great uproai* md 
leaint th^^Jt'nrf^fO^ded from a quarrel i,hof ween iho oitigcw and" 
the sailors of the -Rileys* Don Rafael determin^'% proceed to the 
^pkee of combat, ahd’on coming to,;j^e seariiWoi they bebeM|. 

t'dani of the chief galley, Ihe capttihflgenef?i*l# Don Pedfo Yique^ 
fho was endeavouring to appease the tupill* mi ordering a cm** 
non without. ball to be fired Into, the ci|yi.^T Among the combatants, 
a you^ qf abemt twenty years.qf aijelought with peculiar courage, 
and and Leocadis^^^&^'mtciaimed* * Either my eye- 
sight fails pe,'. is Marc-Antmiio/ They 

immediate! V their swordsi ; 


iBslied into tlie figlit, and placed themselves by tlie side of thek 
lover. Don Rafaei followed them, bat MarC" Antonio took no 
notice of bis defenders, hot performed' prodigies of valour. The 
townsmen increasing, obliged the sailors at last to retire to their 
vessels. A Catalan knight of the family of the Cardonas now ar- 
rived, and endeavoured to appease the citizens, who, however, 
contiinied to throw stones at their opponents, one of which via« 
lentiy hit Marc-Antonio, and felled him into the sea. Both 'Fheo* 
dosia and Leocadia raised him in their arms. The former was 
overcome by fatigoe, but the latter accompanied her lover on 
board the galle3’'. The Catalan knight, Don Sancho de Cardona, 
BOW invited Don Rafael and Theodosia to his house, which they 
were obliged to comply with, notwithstanding their jealousy to see 
Leocadia and Marc- Antonio together. At their request, the knight 
caused the wounded cavalier to be brought to his house, with the 
fictitious Don Francisco. The surgeon of the galiies exaggerated 
the danger of the wound, and the two enamoured damsels were 
m utter despair. Leocadia coining to the bed-side of the patient* 
addressed him, conjuring him before his death to execute nis pro* 
mise of marriage ; but Marc-Antonio, who believed himself to be 
at the point of death, urged the impossibility of complying with 
her desires, as he had previously engaged himself to Theodosia, 
and had actually consummated his marriage with her. Don Ra- 
fael now came forward, and, embracing him as his old frieud and 
his brother-in-law, presented to him the disguised Theodosia. When 
the unfortunate Leocadia beheld her rival in the arms of Marc* 
Antonio, she quitted the room in desperation, determined to leave 
the sight of men for ever, Don Rafael, however, followed, and 
overtook her at the harbour, where she was calling out to the sail- 
ors on the principal galley to take her on board. He declared 
to her his passion, and at last obtained her consent to espouse 
him. They then returned to the house of Don Sancho de Cardona, 
where the friar, who had already joined the hands of Marc- An- 
tonio and Theodosia, after having directed Leocadia to put on fe- 
male garments, which were furnished by the wife of Don Sancho, 
united her to Don Rafael. Marc^ Antonio had vowed a pilgrimage 
on foot to St James of Galicia, and Don Rafael, Leocadia, and 
Theodosia, resolved to accompany him. He was completely re- 
covered at the end of a fortnight, and having taken leave of Doh 
Sancho, they set out, and completed their pilgrimage. They, how- 
ever, resolved not to quit their pilgrim's dress till they arrived at 
their parents' home. When they came within sight of the house 
of Bon Sancho, the father of Leocadia, they beheld two knights 
in fuU armour, who furiously attacked one another, and a third 
looking on the combat. Don Rafael hastened to the held of 
battle, followed by his companions ; and the helmet of one of the 



liiiglits falliog Be <ikcovered him to be bis fatiwr, a,nci 
AiUoi'iio foitpd tlie otbiir, to be bis. They iiBmediatelj parted the 
eorabatsittts, aod informed ibem who they were, and wbat adven- 
tures bad belalien them- Tbe third knight proved to be the fa- 
ther of Leocadia. A troop ot armed men now arrived to their 
Sticcourj but fheir assistance was unnecessary. 'I’hc occasion of 
the combat had been a challenge from She fathers of 'Fheodosia 
and Leocadm to ihe father of Marc-AiUonio, ou account of tb-? 
conduct of the latter. Every difference being now adjusUiti, they 
proceeded to tbe boose of Marc-Antonipi wi'icre the nuptials were 
celebrated with great splpiidouiV^ 



PROLOGUE. 


T<> tills |>lace, geotksVien, full many a day 

We have bicl ye welcome, and to many a play s ^ 

And those whose angry souls were not diseasetl 

W^ith law, or lending money, we have pleased j * 

And make no doubt to do again. This nighty, ^ 

No mighty matter, nor no light,* 

\Ve must entreat you look for : A good tale, 

Told in two hours, we will liot fail, 4 

If we be perfect, to rehearie yis. New m 

i am sure it is, and handsome; hut how true ^ . ; . 

Let them dispute that writ it. Ten to oik 
We please the wome%^nd,F<f know that man 
Follows not their example ! If ye mean 
To know the play well, travel with the scene, 

For it lies upon the road : If we chance tire. 

As ye are good men, leave us not F tlF mire; 

Another bait may mend us: If you grow ^ 

A little gall’d or weary, cry but “ hoa/’ 

And we ll stay for ye. When our journey endsV ^ 

Every man's pot I hope^ and all part friends. 

* Nor no light} The context, as well as the mei^sure, seems to require 
Hs to .read, 

No mighty matter^ nor no very light / 
entreat you look for} . . . ' 

©r something to that purpose. — l^d. iffs. , ' 

As there is another defect in the next line but one, the irregularity of 
thi metre, is probably, thfe ofbasty ^mpoiitfori, " ■ ■ r “■ 


k 
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DRAMATIS PERSONS. 


Alonso, gmcrmr of Barcelona. 
i Leonardo, a noble Genoese, father to Marc-Antonio. 
k Sancliio, an old lame angrjt/ soldier, father to Leocadia. 
^Aiplu>nscj a choleric don, father to Theodosia. 

4 Phiiippo, son to Aiphonso, lover of L^cadia, 
^Marc-Antonio, son to Leonardo, 
kBcdm, friend to Leonardo, 
i, Roderigo, general of the Spanish galUes^ 

Zincubo, bailiff of Castel- Blanco. 

^Diego, host ofOssmia. 

#Lazaro, hostler to Diego, 

Bailiff } ofy'gmlada. 

CldrargeonSf soldiers, tonmsmm, attendants^ passen- 
gers, bops, servants. 

^VattAm)z, daughter to Alphomo^ "ptrix-sick ludiet 

lCooco&o.daugUtrtoSa,uthio. ^ 

Z Eugenia, mife to the governor of Barcelona. 

‘ ^4 Hostess, io Diego. ; 

Wii^ to the Host of Barcelona, 


, ....p.:;,,. , , , , , ..... , 

Spain, and at Sea. 

diameter .faafe.'.beea ..^Iii.tiberte..ealle4.. 

‘ _^Host and; Mipff i£ BErceiona j wiiereas k is directly mentionedj, 
that tbe iimltt’wMcti; liiej appear is twoVleagues fmta tlie city* 
■'The name of the placads taken from the BOfel of Cervttites In the 
intr«^^action. Agaih^' tlie ■ scene is as absurdly descrihed^Mr-- 
celaiiai,^d the Road; ^whereas it sliilts from Andalnsla to Cit^^ ^ 


Ionia* 


, one scene it is 'e|en’ on board a tes^el at sea* ^ 




LOVE’S PILGRIMAGE. 


AC T I.; 


Ossuna. The Inn. 


Enter Incubo and Diego. 

Incnho. Signor Don Diego, and mine host, save 
- theei ■ . 

Diego, r thank you, master Baily. 

/«c. Oh, the block I ; , / 

Diego. Why, how sEpuId J have answer’d ? 

Inc. Not with that. • ■ ' 

Negligent rudeness ; buf^ I kiss your hands. 
Signor Don Incuho de Hambre and then 
My titles ; “ mastlr ^ 

Thou ne’er wilt have the elegancy of an host ; 
Tsorrow for thee, as my friend and gossip ! — 

No snaoke, nor steam out-breathing from the kit- 
chen ? • 
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There’s little life i’ tli’ hearth then. 

Diego. Ay ; there, there ! 

That is his friendship, hearkening for the spit, 
And sorry that he cannot smell the pot boil. 

Inc. Strange an inn should so cursed, and 
not the sign 

JBlasted nor wither’d} strange ! three days 

And not an egg eat ifrit, or an onion. 

Dkgo. I think they ha’ strew’d the highways 
with cal traps,* I ; 

No horse dares pass ’em } I did never know 
A week of so sad doings, since I first 
Stood to ray sign-post. 

Inc. > Gossip, I have found 
The root of all : Kneel, pray ; it is thyself 
Art cause thereof ; each person is the founder 
Of his own fortune, good or bad ; But mend it ; 
Call far thy clojak and rapier. 

DMgit, How 1 . 

Im* Do, 

And put ’em Op In baste: Alter thy fortune;,;/. 

JBy appearing worthy of her. Do$t thou thinfe.‘ 
Her good face e’er will know a man in cuerpof* 
In single body, thus ? in hose and doublet, 

The horse-boy’s garb? base blank, and half-blank 
cuerpof ' ; 

Did I, or master dean of Sevil^ our neighbour, 


* CaUr€ilis*l These are instruments composed of three spikes of 
iroD, and so disposed as to wound the feet of h^tm in whatever way 
they lie*— Jldion*, . ^ 

' * ImcuerpoJ] A phrase from the Spanish, a doublet 

withputa cloak. It frequently occurs j for instoniie, in 
Bride, ibted in 1638* — ■ , , ’ ' ' 

** 1 say Tlli,hn|e^my cloak. 

Kick Weihwtden 

4 ' - 


Scene!.] LOVE’S PILGRIMAGE. 


SOS 


E’er reach our dignities in cmrpo, think’st thou ? 
In squirting hose and doublet ? Signor, no ; 
There went mo>;eJo t; There were cloaks, gowns, 
cassocks, 

And ot\\eT par amenios':^ Call, I say. — 

His cloak and rapier here ! 

• Enter Hostess. 


■So I hang 


Hostess. What means your worship ? 

Inc. Bring forth thy husband’s.swo|d.- 
it on. 

And now his cloak ! here, cast it up. — I mean, 
Gossip, to change your luck, and bring you guests^ 
Hostess. 'Why, is there charm':ip'itifis? '' „ ■ 
/«c. ; Expect. Now walk , 
But not the pace of one that runs on errands ! 
Tor want of gravity in an host is odious. 

, You may remember, gossip, if you please, 

(Your wife being then th’ infanta of the gipsies, 

/ And yourself governing a great man’s mules then) 
Me a poor ’squire at Madrid, attending 
A master of ceremonies (but a man, believe it. 
That knew his place to the gold- weight,-) and such, 
Have I heard him oft say, ought every host 
Within the catholic kiipg’s dominions 
Be, in, his own house. ; V. 

HiegOi Hdw'? , iV' ' ' 

Inc. A master of ceremonies ; 

At least, vice-master, and to do nought in cuerpo; 
That was his maxim. I will tell thee of him : ‘ 
He would not speak with an ambassador’s cook, 
See a cold bake-meat ffom a foreign part, 

^ Paramentos.1 i. e. Articles of dress, caparisons. The Spanish, 
language was much more generally cultivated in Fletcher's days 
than in ours. 
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III cueifo : Had a dog but stay without, 

Or beast of quality, as an English cow. 

But to present itself, he would put on'* 

His Savoy chain about his neck, the ruff 
And cuffs of Holland, then the Maples hat, 

"With the Rome hatband, and the Florentine agate, 
The Milan sword, the cloak of Genoa, set 
AVith Flemish buttons ; all his given pieces, 

To entertain ’em in ; and compliment 

With a tame cony, as with the prince that sent it. 

■ ' [Knock within. 

Diego. List ^ who is there ? 

Inc. A guest, an’t be thy Will ! 

Diego. Look, spouse ; cry “ luck,” an we be en- 
. counter’d. Ha ! 

Hostess. Luck then, and good j for 'tis a fine 
brave guest, 

With a brave horse. 

Inc. W’^hy now, believe of cuerpo 
As you shall see occasion. Go, anci meet him. 





Enter Theodosia in Metfs Clothes. 

TJteod. Look to ray horse, I pray you, well. 
Diego. He shall, sir. 

Inc. Oh, how beneath his rank and call was 
now ! 

“ yp'i’' horse shall be entreated as becomes , 

A horse of fashion, and his inches.” .f.'; " 
J7wd.,Oh! .^1. [JPaints. 

Inc. Look to the cavalier ! What hns he ? Stay f 
If it concern his horse, let it hot trouble him : 

put on, &c.] It has been before observed, that the 
' earlier parts of the seventeenth century were pecu- 

of iBiporting fpreiffliashions, and tbe speecb ofincubo 
was no dpuht isLteBded this propensity. Seevol. V. 

p. 144 . ..V .f. . r r 
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He shall have all respect the place can yield him. 
Either of barley, or fresh straw. 

Diego. Good sir, 

Look up. 

Inc. He sinks ! Somewhat to cast upon him : 
Me 11 go away m cuerpo else. 

Diego. What, wife ! 

Oh, your hot' waters quickly, and some cold 
lo cast m his sweet face. 

Hostess. Alas,. fair flower ! \Evit 

Im. D<^s any body entertain his horse 
x)2^a. ^ Yes::^i,La|arO;has;him.';'r5®:^^ 

Sir, taste a little of this ; of mine own 

W3,t01* 

yff',.!.'!!'? ''”y> “?“■> ■"=; 

You are but newly mown, my pretty tulip ; 

sSn^ «Pon your stalk. ’Tis firm and fresh. 
Stand up So . bolt upright. You are yet in grow- 

Sf* a chamber. 

Mosfefs. That you shall, sir. 

Hostess, For th^t, m troth, sir, we have no choice : 
Our house ' 

M but a vent.of need,^ that now and then 
Receives a guest between the greater towns 
As they come late ; only one rfom— ’ 

She stry: 

' where . 

oCdrcc. 

® Fenf.] Fenta, a.xi im. a'jpamctX— Theobald, ' 
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The host’s heard, though he wind his horn to his 
people; 

Here is a competent pile, wherein the man, 

Wife, servants, all do live within the whistle. 

Hostm. Only one room 

Juc. A pretty modest quadrangle ! 

She will describe to you. 

Hostess. (Wherein stand two beds, sir) 

We have ; and where, if any guest- do come, 

He must of Torce be lodged ; that is the truth, 
sir. 


Enter Diego. 

Theod, But if I pay you for both your beds, me* 
thinks. 

That should alike content you. 

Hostess. That it shall, sir; 

If ! be paid, I am paid. 

Theod. Why, there’s a ducat ; 

Will that make your content? 

Hostess. Oh, the sweet face on you ! 

A ducat? yes : An there were three beds, sir,^ 
And twice so many rooms, which is one more, 
You should be private in them all, in all, sir: 

Ho one should have a piece of a bed with you.; 
Not master dean of Sevil himself, I swear, 
Though he came naked hither, as once he did, 
When he had like to have been ta’en a-bed with 
the Moor, \ 

And gelt by her master ; you shall be as private 
As if you lay in’s own great house that’s haunted, 
Where nobody comes, they say. 

TAeod I thank you, Hostess. 

Pray you, will you shew me in? 

I, sir; 

■ '' '■ " ■ ■ 
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And pray that not a flea, or a chink® vex you. 

tEreutit Hostess and'! A. 
Inc. You forget supper! Gossip, move for sup- 
per. 

Diego. ’Tis strange what love to a beast may do ! 
his horse 

Threw him into this fit. 

Inc. You shall excuse me; 

It was his being in cuerpo merely caused it, 

Diego. Do you think so, sir ? 

Inc. Most unlucky cuerpo ! 

Nought else. He looks as he would eat partridge, 
This guest ; ha’ you ’em ready in the house ? 

And a fine piece of kid now ? and fresh garlic, 
"With a sardina’ and Zant oil ?-i-How now ? 

Has he bespoke what, will he have a brace, 

Or but one partridge? or a short-legg’d hen, 
Daintily carbonadoed? 

Hostess. ’Las, the dead 
May be as ready for a supper as he. 

hostess. He, has no mind to eat, more than his 

, ' ' ‘ shadoyrv'/-: .. 

Inc. Say jou '''' 

Diego* Ho w , does lyour worship ? 

/rtC. I pUtrpn'.C.^-: > ’■ ' 

* Chinkt\ Stevem%' Spanish Dictionary explains cUnche in this 

matmer: An insect bree^i^g in wood, and particuiariy in bed* 

steads. We call them iand the French punaises, Latin cimex^ 
thence corruptly cAzW/e/*— Reed; 

With a sardina.] A sardina^ or sardin]/, is an anchovy,--* 
Sampson. 

A mrdina is not an anchovy, but a fish that resembles It, and 
is often sold for the real aiichoyy^-^Mmon^ 
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Mj ^cft-slioe first to»da.y, (now I perceive it) 

And skipt a bead in saving them over, else 
^ could not be thus cross'd ! ile cannot be 
Above seventeen ; one of his years, and have 
■WO better a stomach? 

R),<itess. And in such good clothes too ! 

Dkgo. Nay, those do often mak§ the stomach 
^ worse, wife ; 

^ hat is no reason. 

f Tpould, at his years, gossips, 

( s temperate as you see me now) have eaten 
y brace of ducks, with my half-goose, inv cony, 
nd drank my whole twelve marvedis in wine, 
As ea.^' as I now get down three olives. 

^iego. And, with your temperance’ favour, yet 
I think 

Your worship would put to’t at six-and-thirty, 

I or a good wager, and the meal in too. 

t if know what mine old mouth can do : 

A nave not prbved it lately. 

^iego, TWs the ‘grief, sir. 

-fnc. But is he, without hope then, gone to-bed ? 
hostess, I fear so, sir; he has lock’d the door 
_ close to him : .-f 

bure he is very ill, 

i«c. That is with fasting. 

^011 should ha’ told him, gossip, what you had had, 
T- *he inventory of your kitchen; 

At IS the picklock in an inn, and often 
AApens a close-barr’d stomach. What may he be, 
trow! 

' H^s he so good a horse ? 

Oh, a brave jennet, ' ; _ ,4 : 
worship saw. : ^ 

•^jtC.An'd.Ae eats ' .. ' 

I>kgo. Strongly, . ■ 

^nc, A mighty: so|e(^mi"Ifeaven grant me piT 
tience'l ■/ 




^ ' 
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What creatures has he ? 

Hos/ess. None. 

Inc. And so well clothed. 

And so well mounted ? 

Diego. Tliat’s all my wonder, sir, 

Who he should be ; He is attired and horsed 
For the constable’s son of Spain. 

Inc. My wonder’s more 

He should want appetite. — Well, a good night 
To both my gossips ! I will for this time 
Put off the thought of supping. In the morning 
Remember him of breakfast, pray you. 

Hostess. I shall, sir. 

Ajhungij^tiin e,;; 

:g?|?«tivj^elhat Eye jlii^ 

On other’s meat, must watch when we can get it. 

Hostess. Yes, but I would not tell him, our fair 
guest 

Says, though he eat no supper, he will pay 
For one. 

Diego. Good news ! we’ll eat it, spouse, to his 
' health. 

’Twas politicly done to admit no sharers, 

'V'A'A’ ■ 'Muter Phieippo. ■" 

. Loq^^^ there } , Where’s mine 

' ' 'host?^, - 

Diego. Here,''&,'— - ' , 

Another fairy?, - ^S:' 

Lfoifew. Bless hie I ff '. 

From whatj Siptreet Hostess ? 

Are you afraid o’ your guests ? ' ^ 

'Hostess. From angels, sir ; ' 

I think there’s none but such come here to-night. 
My house had never so good luck before, : , 


SIS 
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For brave fee guests : And yet, the ill luck oa’tis, 
I cannot bid you welcome. 

PUL No? 

Hostess. Not lodge you, sir. 

PAz7. Not, Hostess? 

Hostess. No, in troth, sir; I do tell you, 
Because you may provide in time ; my beds 
Are both ta’en up by a young cavalier. 

That will and must be private. 

Diego. He has paid, sir, 

For all our chambers. 

Hostess. Which is one ; and beds, 

Which I already ha’ told you are two. But, sir. 
So sweet a creature — I am very sorry 
I cannot lodge you by him ; you look so like him I 
You are both the loveliest pieces 

Phil. What train has he ? 

Dkgo. None but himself. 

Phil. And will no less than both beds 
Serve him , 

Hostess. He has given me a ducat for ’em. 

■ Phil. Oh, '• 

You give me reason, Hostess. Is he handsoi^P 
And young, do you say ? 

Hostess. Oh, sir, the delicat’st flesh, 

And finest clothes withal, and such a horse, ' 
With such a saddle ! ’ 

Phil She’s in love with all, 

Thehorse, and him, and saddle, and clothes,— 
Good woman, 

Tliou justifiest thy sex, lov’st all that’s brave. 








Enter IwcuBO. 


Sutej^though I lie o’ th’ ground, I’ll stay here now. 
And have a sight of him ; You’ll give She house- 
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Fire, and fresh meat, for money, gentle Hostess, 
And make me a pallet? 

Jne. Sir, she shall do reason. — 

I understood you had another guest, gossips : 
Pray you let his mule be look’d to, have good straw, 
And store of bran. And, gossip, do you hear, 
Let him not stay for supper : VFhat good fowl ha’ 
yoii ? 

This gentleman would eat a pheasant. 

Hostess. ’Las, sir, 

We ha’ no such, 

Inc. I kiss your hands, fair sir. — 

What ha’ you then ? speak what you have. — I’m 
one, sir, . , =. , 

Here for the Catholic king, an officer 
To en<|uire what guests come to these places^ 

^ You, sir, ■ 

Appear a person of quality, and ’tis fit 
You be accommodated.;; — Why speak you not ? 
What ha’ you, woman ? are you afraid to vent 
That which you have ? 

Phil. This is a most strange man, 

To appoint my meat! 

■ J iJi^^^ss. The half of a cold hen, sir, , 

‘ And boil’d ’Quarter of kid, is all i’ th’ house. 

'JnCi Why, all’s but cold. Let him see it forth ; 
cover, ' .-•ig';" 

And give the eye sbi^'e satisfaction? ? 

A traveller’s stomach must see bread and salt; 
His belly is nearer td him than his kindred. — 
Cold hen’s a pretty meat, sir, , 

Phil. What yoirple^e. — 

I am resolved to oBey^ 

Inc. So is your kid, 

With peppei-j garlic, and the juice of an orange : 
She shall with sallads help it, and clean linen.-— 
Dispatch ! — What news at court, sir? 
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PkiL ’Faith, new tires 

Most of the ladies have, the men old suits ; • 

Only the king's fool has a new coat 
To serve you. 

Inc. I did guess you came from thence, sir. 
Phil But I do know I did not. 

Inc. 1 mistook, sir. 

What hear you of the archdukes? 

Phil. ’Troth, your question. 

, J«c. Of the French business what? 

Phil. As much. 

Inc. No more? 

Enter Hostess and Servants, mth a Table. 


ii' 


sr. 


They say the French — Oh, that’s wellj come, I’ll 
help you. — 

Haveyou no giblets now? or a broil’d rasher? 
Or some such present dish to assist? 
hostess. jNot any, sir. 

Inc. The more your fault ! you ne’er should be 
without 

Such aids ; What cottage would ha’ lack’d a phea* 
sant 

And kid forth quickly, 

[Eo'eunf Hostess and Servants. 
At such a time as this? Well, bring your hen. 

PAi/. That should be my prayer, 

To ’scape his inquisition. 

Inc. Sir, the French, 

They say, are divided ’bout their match with us: 
; IPJ^at think you of it? , 

; jpAi/. As of nought to me, sir, 

J«iC*; Nay, it’s as little to me too; but I love 
To aisk after these things, to know the affections 
Of states aU^i^inc^s, nowand then, for bettering 
E 


ig- 




ilfiii 
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Inc. Yes, sir. 

Phil. Many do so, 

Inc. I cannot iive without it. What do you hear 
Of our Indian fleet ? they say, they are well re- 
turn’d. 

Phil. I had no venture with ’em, sir; had vou? 
Jw. Why do you ask, sir? 

Phil. ’Cause it might concern you j 
It does not me. 

Enter Hostess and Seroants^ with Meat, and exeunt. 

Inc. Oh, here’s your meat come. 

sL,:wei||^||it • at' any : jpficlii^ 

And bid mine host bring wine. — I’ll try your kid 
If he be sweet. He looks well. Yes j he is good. 
I’ll carve you, sir. ° 

Phil. You use me too, too princely j 
Taste, and carve too ! 

Inc. I love to do these offices. 

; I think you do J for whose sake ,? "v 
‘;'I^:\ For, themselves, sir; ' ^ ■•■giiallilHf"-'''- 

T^e,very dohig of them is reward* 

Phil. He had little faith would not believe you, 

' ' ’■ 

-fWr.Po'Ssip, some',^mel'',-' V 

Enter Diego, with Wine. -i&C \ 




.p/e^o. Here ’tiii, add right Saint Martin. ^ ' 
Inc. Measure me but a glass, 

Phil. I love the humanity 
sed in this place. 

Inc. Sir, I salute you here. 

Phil; 1 kiss your hands, sir. 
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Inc. Good wine ! it will beget an appetite : 

Fill him, and sit down, gossip; entertain 
Your noble guest here, as becomes your title. 
Diego. Please you to like this wine, sir? 

Phil. I dislike 

Notliing, mine host, but that I may not see 
Your concealed guest. Here’s to you! 

Diego. In good faith, sir, 

I wish you as well as him ; ’would you might see 
him ! 

Inc, And wherefore may he not ? 

Diego. He has lock’d himself, sir, 

Up; and has hired both the beds o’ my wife 
At extraordinary rate. 

Phil. I’ll give as much 
(If that will do’t) for one, as he for both: 

What say you, mine host ? The door once open, 

I’ll fling myself upon the next bed to him, 

And there’s an end of me till morning ; noise 
I will make none, 

Diego. I wish your worship well ; hut — ~ 

Inc. His honour is engaged ; and my ahe-gossig ^/y 
Hath past her promise, hath she not ? * 'Mi' 

Diego. Yes, truly. ^ 

Inc. That toucheth to the credit of the houap: 
Well, I will eat a little, and think. How say you, sir, 
Unto this brawn o’ th’ hen ? • 

Phil. I ha’ more mind 
To get this bed, sir. 

Inc, Say you, so ? why then, 

Give’t me again, and drink to me. — Mine host, 

FilL him his wine! Thou’rt dull, and dost not 

praise " ’ ' 

I eaibut to teach you the way, sir. ^ 

Find but the roe in this chamber, 

Til give roine hd# tw^^^ dhcats for his bed", 
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Aod you, sir, two reals. Here’s to you ! 

Inc. Excuse me ; 

I am not mercenary. — Gossip, pledge him for me. 
ril think. A little more; but even one bit; 

And then — ^'falk on; you cannot interrupt me. 

Diego. This piece of wine, sir, cost me 

Inc. Stay ! 1 have found 

This little morsel, and then— Here’s excellent 
garlic ! 

Have you not a bunch of grapes now, or some 
bacon, 

To give the mouth a relish? 

Diego. Wife, do you bear ? . „ , 

Inc. It is no matter. — Sir, give mine host your 

j:yIIiego'§§^^m, sir I; . ’ ^ 'SliliSIS® IIS 

Inc. Do you receive ’em : I will save 
The honesty of your house ; and yours too, gossip; 
And I will lodge the gentleman. Shew the cham- 
ber. 

Diego. Good sir, do you hear ? 

Inc. Shew me the chamber. 

Diego Pray you, sir, 

Do not disturb my guest. * 

JTmc; Disturb ? I Ijope 

The Catholic king, sir, may command a lodging, 
Without disturbing, in his vassal’s house, 

Tor any minister of his, employ’d ; IS 
In business of the state. Where is the door ? — 
Open the door! Who are you there? Within ! : 

.:l; V 

In the king’s name h / 

, Theod. W 

Inc. Your key, sir, ' 

And your door open : I have here command 


S!I6 


* GuesU.1 Corrected in IfT'S, 
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To lodge a gentleman, from the justice, sent 
Upon the king’s affairs. ^ 

Tlmd. Kings and necessities 
Must be obey’d ; The key’s under the door 
Inc. How no^ sir? are you fitted? you s( 

P/u/. \ our two reals are grown a piece of eiglr 
Inc. Jbxcuse me, sir ! ■ ^ 

Twill buy a hen, and wine, 

Dsr, tor to-morrow. rw • 

I ^'ands, sir.- ^ 

nj/k charge yet to the gallies 

(Where I am owing a ducat) whither this night,' 
By the moon’s leave, I’ii march ; for in the morn 

Eariy, they put from Port Saint Sfarv’s. 

-Die^o. Lazaro ! all bid Diego. 

'.'if ' Enter Lazaeo, 

How do the horses ? 

Laz. ’Would you #ould go and see, sir ! 
p t gue o all jades, * what a clap he has 


ociiops in Jonson’s the T f *'’‘«*** 

^ I ^ scarce any vari-^ 

following'ls Wr Wliallev*s^:no?p^ Tlie 

likewise in tilSta« JrfSch‘’““V'‘® 

Baps there my 2 2 L? P'^rimage ; and per- 
dence. We are toldthatt^** *•*»« coinci- 

keiBg teft imperfect, they were Itf/Zr Fletcliet 

add^ what L thouJ^li.T ^ Shiriey, who 

is Proffi hlhSoio^ 

he thought, itifiBDs mjW * Pilgrimage: And this 

Jon met wuh safety enough, as the New 
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“°heL“?mhr“ 

And when he saw our iialf-peck, • which you know 

>S!9. Our„U.„r, ;.;:.;„r„“ . nSlp""” ?■"«• 

properfy, when so fair an occasio,f f reuemand his own 

self: Otherwise, I do noLee how " ^“■■en’pioyingithim. 

play’s appearing, toff j,, P®rt of t& 

It will nit, I believefSiVfh^ ir 

.4 iX':a;a™s^2: 

tility of thiraffd dSkt’Lnkct" s»eezec/, but the fa. 

ing the same as that of Jonson’s n'ow 

ostlers, mentiouetniT tirpresenf sr the other trichs of 
Dekkar. ? ,« When 111 the wne^ ’ ^“'>7 e^'Posed by 

carners were soundly snortm.r sleeping, when 

laine of the house but was lafd 1 1 ""*, charaber-; 
an hdsfler, who, havino no nonary’ started 

shoes on his feele, and^a caJdt/h shift, a paire of slip, 

ronimo, step'd into the ^ burning m his hand like olde Je- 
jades, as if that night he had Lp^b ^ 1’°°'' 

hrs journey not lying that wav «*’ to the diuell. Bu^ 

bridled norsaddfedanyoflK" Zed “ 

at rack and manger, but seeih/tbl L 1 

mg that to overeate themselV^* wm,ld nt* f 

(they being subject to above a huhw!ft^ disea.ses, 

first (Without a voyderj after a to alreadie) he 

away, not only all the orovender d “nmannerly fashion, tooke 

also all the hav at whiel . r before them, but 

The poore hories looked teS ‘‘P®’ 

C..i, ».,S tobe Jor Li 
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Was but an old court.dish, Lord, liow liestampt! 

I thought ’t had been for joy ; when suddenly 
He cuts me a back caper with his heels, 

And takes me just o’ th’ cropper ; down came I, 
And all my ounce of oats: Then he neigh’d out, 
As tliough he had had a mare fay th’ tail 
Dh'go. ’Faith, Lazaro, 

We are to blame, to use the poor dumb servitors 
So cruelly. 

JLez, Yonder’s this other gentleman’s horse. 
Keeping Our Lady-eve ; the devil a bit 
He has got since he came in yet ; there he stands, 
And looks, and looks— But ’tis your pleasure, sir, 
He shall look lean enough. He has hav before 
him, 

But ’tis as big as hemp, and will as soon choak 
him, 

Unless he eat it butter’d. He had four shoes, 

' And good ones, when he came ; ’tis a strange won- 
' " der, 

With standing still he should cast thre^ 

rail) fold ibem, tliat for their jadish tricks it was tQ 

weane tiiem* And so wishing them not to bee angry if they lay 
upon the hard boards, considering all the beds in the house 
fnli, back againe he stole to his couch, till break of day : 
mg least the sunne should shine to discover Ids kuaverie, up hee 
^tatted, and into the stablehe stumbled, scarce half awake, giYing 
to every jade a bottle of hay for his breakfast ; but all of them be- 
ing troubled \vith the greasy tocth-ach, could eate none, which 
their maisters in the morning espying, swore they were either suK‘ ' 
len, or else the provepder pricked them /'— iiiscomtd % 
Lanikorne andCmidk Ligk^ London, iblb, 4, sig, tL 3. 

These practices are again alluded to m the Knight.of the Burn- 
ing Pestle:— ' 

The third a gentle squire, Ostlero highL » ' , ' 

_ ’Who^will our paifries slick with wisps of stmir, 

.'And In, the_ manger put them oats enough, 

An#ne^/gtease their teeth with candie-snuS/^ ' 
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; Diego. Oh, Lazaro, 

; The devil’s in this trade ! Truth never knew it ; 

I And to the devil we shall travel, Lazaro, 

■ Unless we mend our manners. Once every week 
« I meet with such a knock to mollify me, 

; Sometimes a dozen to awake my conscience, 

Yet still I sleep securely. 

I' Laz. Certain, master, 

We must use better dealing, 

i Diego. ’Faith, for mine own part, 

I (Not to give ill example to our issues) 

'j I could be well content to steal but two girths, 
And now and then a saddle-cloth ; change a bridle, 
I Only for exercise. 

! Laz. If we could stay there,* ‘ 

/ There were some hope on’s, master; t)ut the de- 
j ■ vil is 

( We are drunk so early, we mistake Whole saddles, 
! Sometimes a horse ; and then it seems to us too 
Every poor jade has his whole peck, and tumbles 
Up to his ears in clean straw ; and every bottle 
Shews at the least a dozen ; when the truth is, sir. 
There’s no such matter, not a smell of provender. 
Not so much straw as would tie up a horse-tail. 
Nor any thing i’ th’ I'ack, but two old cobwebs, 
And.so much rotten hay as had been a hen’s nest. 

Diego. Well, these mistakings must be mended, 

■ ' Lazaro, ' • ' 

These apparitions, that kbuse. ohf senses, 

And make ns ever apt to swee{i the manger, 

But put in nothing ; these fancies must be forgot, 
And we must pray it niay be reveal’d to us 
Whose horse we ought, in conscience, to cozen, 
And how, and when : A parson’s horse may suffer 
A little greasing in his teeth, ’tis wholesome. 
And keeps him in a sober shuffle ; and his saddle 
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May %rant a stirrup, and it may be sworn 
His karning lay on one side, an<i so broke it ; 

He has ever oats in’s cloak-hag to prevent us, ^ 
And therefore ’tis a meritorious office 
To tithe him soundly. 

Laz. And a grazier may 

(For those are piuchingpuckfoists, and suspicious} 
Suffer a mist before his eyes sometimes too, 

And think he sees his horse eat half-a-bushcl ; 
When the truth is, rubbing his gums with salt, 
Till all the skin come off, he shall but mumble 
Like an old woman that were chewing brawn, 
And drop ’em out again. 

Dk^'O. That may do well too, 

And* no doubt 'tis but venial : But, good Lazaro, 
Have you a care of understanding horses, 

Horses with angry heels, gentlemen’s horses, 
Horses that know the world ! Let them have meat 
Till their teeth ache, and rubbing till their ribs 

Shine like a wench’s forehead ; they are devils 

; Zfiz, And look into our dealings. As sure as 
we live, 

These courtiers’ horses are a kind of Welch jjro- 
phets ; A' 

Nothing can be hid from ’em : For mine own part. 
The next I cozen of that kind shall be founder’d. 
And of all four too ; I’ll no more such compliments 
Upon my crupper. 

Dk^o, Steal but a little longer, 

? To prevmi tiS,] Jonson, in his New Inn, reads what may be 
the right here, ifo affr6at us. The corruption was easy.— iS^wjssos. 
. . ^The variation was .Bo doubt intentional; both readings ^re good 

: ♦ PuckbaU, or puc^st, a kind of mushroom full of 

dud."*-<roAjB«o«. 

The wcrrd.i^ a obmmon'term of derision in old plays. See vol. 

n. 'p,297-i'' ’v’ ■ ■ ■/ 
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Till I am lamed too, and we’ll repent together; 
It will not be above two days. 

Laz. By that time 

I shall be well again, and all forgot, sir. 

Diego, Why then, I’ll stay for thee. [E,moU. 


SCENE IL 


A Bed-Room in the same. 


"’dn’^severdfi 


Beds, 


Theod, Oh — ^ho ! oh — ho ! 

Phil. Ha! 

Theod. Oh — oh ! — Heart, heart, heart, heart ! 
Phil. What’s that? 

Theod. When wilt thou break, break, break, 


I would the voice were stronger, ® or I nearer. 

rrtit • 






I done — 

Phil. Done? 

Theod. And to no end ! what a wild journey - 
Have I more wildly undertaken! : . 

Phil. Journey ? 

Theod. How, without counsel, care, reason, or 
fear! ' - ' 


5 Were strong.] I imagine we should read here, for improving 
both metre and sense, thus, were stronger, or I nearer.— Sympson. 
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[Act I. 


Phil Whither will this fit carry ? 

Oh, my folly ! 

Phil. This is no common sickness. 

Theod. How have I left 
All I should love, or keep i Oh, Heaven ! 

Phii. Sirl 
Theod ml 

Phil. How do you, gentle sir ? ' 

Theod. Alas, my fortune ! 

Phil. It seems your sorrow oppresses : Please 
your goodness, 

Let me bear half, sir ; a divided burthen 
Is so made lighter, 

Theod. Oh ! 

PEil. That sigh betrays 
The fullness of your grief, 

Theod. Ay, if that grief 
Had not bereft me of my understanding, 

I should have well remembered where I was, 

And in what company; an<l clapt a lock 
• Upon this tongue for talking. * 

Phil. Worthy sir, . , ' c 

Let it not add to your grief, that I have heard 
A sigh or groan come from you ; that is all, sir. 
Theod. Good sir, no more ! you have Jjeard too 
much, I fear: 

’Would I had taken poppy when I spake it ! 

Phil. It seems you have an ill belief of me, 
And would have fear’d much more, had you spoke 
fught 

I could interpret. But, believe it, sir, 

Had I had means to look into your breast, 

And ta’en you sieejping here, that so securely 


mi ckpt a lack 




That % to preYent its talking* ' 
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I might have read all that your woe would hide, 
I would not have betrayed you. 

Theod. Sir, that speech 
Is very noble, and almost would tempt 
My need to trust you. 

Phil. At your own election ; 

I dare not make ray faith so much suspected 
As to protest again • nor am I curio 
To know more than is fit. 

Theod. Sir, I will trust you ; 

But you shall promise, sir, to keep your bed, 
And, whatsoe’er you hear, not to importune 

More, I beseech you, from me 

Phil. Sir, I will not. 

Theod. Than I am prone to utter. 

Phil, My faith for it ! 

Theod. If I were wise, I yet should hold my 
peace. 

You will be noble? 

Phil. You shall make me so, 

If you’ll but think me such. 

Theod. I do. Then know 
You, are deceived with whom you have talk’d so 

I am a most unfortunate lost woman. 

• P'hil Ha! . ' 

Theod. Do not stir, sir I I have here a sword. 
Phil. Not I, sweet lady. Of what blood or 

name^?.;'Vv':.:V 

Theod. You’ll keep your faith ! 

Phil. I’ll perish else. 

Theod. Believe, then, 

Of birth too noble for me, so descended 

I am ashamed, no less than I’m affrighted. 

. Phil. Fear not ; By all good things, I will not 
wrong you ! 

• Theod.. I am the daughter of a noble gentleman, 
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Born hi this part of Spain ; my father's name, sir — 
But why should I abuse that reverence, 

When a child’s duty has forsaken me ? 
l^hil. All may be mended, in fit time too : 
Speak it 

Tfieod. Alphonso, sir. 

'FhU. Alphonso? What’s your own name ? 
Theod. Any base thing you can invent. 

Phil Deal truly. 

T/«eod. They call me Theodosia. 

P/ii/. Ha! and love 
Is that that hath changed you thus? 

Theod. You have observed me 
Too nearly, sir; ’tis that indeed; ’tis love, sir: 
And love of him — oh, Heavens, why should men 
deal thus ? 

"Why should they use their arts to cozen us 
That have no cunning, but our fears, about us; 
And ever that too late too ; no dissembling 
Or double way, but doting, too much loving ? 
Why should they find new oaths, to make more 
wretches? - 

Phil. What may his name be ? , . 

Theod. Sir, a name that promises, 

Methinks, no such ill usage ; Marc-Antonio, 

A noble neighbour’s son. Now I must desire you 
To stay a while ; else my weak eyes must answer. 
Phil I will, — Are you yet ready? What’s his 
quality? 

Theod, His best, a thief, sir ; that he would be 
known by 

Is, heir to Leonardo, a rich gentleman ; 

Next, of a handsome body, had Heaven made him 
A mind fit to it. To this man, my fortune 
(My more than purblind fortune) gave my faith. 
Drawn to it by as many shows of service 
And signs of: truth, as ever false tongue utter’d : 
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Heaven pardon all ! 

Phil. Tis well said ! Forward, lad 5 % 

Theod. Contracted, sir, and by exchange of rings 
Our souls delivered ; nothing left unfinished 
But the last work, enjoying me, and ceremony; 
For that, I must confess, was the first wise doubt 
I ever made. Yet, after all this love, sir. 

All this profession of his faith, when daily 
And hourly I expected the bless’d priest. 

He left me like a dream, as all this story 
Had never been, nor thought of ; why, I know not; 
Yet I have call’d my conscience to confession. 
And every syllable that might offend 
I have had in shrift : Yet neither love’s law, signor, 
Nor tie of maiden’s duty, but desiring, 

Have I transgress’d in. Left his father too ; 

Nor whither he is gone, or why departed. 

Can any tongue resolve me. All my hope 
(Which keeps me yet alive, and would persuade ms 
I may he once more happy, and thus shapes me 
A shame to all my modest sex) is this, sir ; ■ 

I have a brother, and his old companion, 

Student in Salamanca; there my last hope, 

If he be yet alive, and can be loving, . , : ' 

Is left me to recover him : For which travel,' 

In this suit left at home of that dear brother’s, 
Thus as you find me, without fear, or wisdom, 

I have wander’d from my father, fled my friends, 
And now am only child of hope and danger. 

You are now silent, sir; this tedious story 
(That ever keeps me waking) makes you heavy : 
’Tis fit it should do so;;, for that and 1 ; , ‘ 

Can be but troubles. 

Phil. No; I sleep not, lady: . 

I would 1 could ! — Qh, Heaven, is this my comfort ? 

Theod. What ail you, gentle sir ? 

PM Oh! 
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iut no;; 

You were my comfort: If any thinj? afflict xmn 
Am not I fit to bear a part onV = '*nH k ™ 

^^‘‘‘' Around- 

But^ tis not in your power# 

TW I fear intemperance. 

' I must see 

> 

Tii ym,. 

T/ieod. Noble sir, 

This is a breach of promise. 

Tender lady, 

w'fclf.””” "‘=u«sarj-.-n„a ll.c,ei 

rae^®^4-?f ““ *■■ Heaven’s soke L 

J^eod. Will you betray me? ^• 

Are you a gentleman ? 

Good woman ! ^ S;, 

T//eod. Sir! ' ' 


-Sffifer Diego, a Li^M, 

nd si candle; 

^tego. Good morrow, sir 
Tkeod. My brbther Don 
. Mil me ! 


. lEa^it 
'0? Nay, sir, 

- ■' ’[M^neeiSn 
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I ask no mercy, sir, for none dare kno\v me; 

I can deserve none. As you look upon me, 
Behold in infinite these foul dishonours 
My noble father, then yourself, last all 
That bear the name of kindred, suifer in me ! 

I have forgot whose child I am, whose sister ; 

Do you forget the pity tied to that, 

Let not compassion sway you ! you will be then 
As foul as I, and bear the same brand with me, 

A favourer of my fault. You have a sword, sir. 

And such a cause to kill me in 

Phil. Rise, sister ! 

I wea^no sword for women, nor no anger, 
'WhileytrtiJ:foir chastity is yet uhtouch’d. 

Theod. By ltK»se bright stars, it is, sir. 

Phil. For my sister 

I do believe you ; and so near blood has made us, 
"With the dear love I ever bore your virtues. 

That I will be a brother to your griefs too. 

Be comforted : ’Tis no dishonour, sister, 

To love, nor to love him you do ; he is a gentleman 
Of as sweet hopes as years, as many promises 
As-there be growing truths, and great ones. 
Theod. Oh, sir ! 

Phil. Do not despair. 

Theod. Can you forgive ? 

Phil. Yes, sister, 

Though this be no small error, a far greater, 
TAeod. And think me still your sister? 

Phil. My dear sister. 

Theod. And will you counsel me ? 

Phil. To your own peace too ; > 

You shall love still. 

Theod. How good you are ! 

: Phil. My business 

And duty to my father, which now drew me 
--From Salamanca, I will lay aside, 
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And only be. your agent.® To persuade you 
To leave both love, and him, and well retire you — 
Theod. Oh, gentle brother ? 

Phil. I perceive ’tis folly : 

Delay’s in love more dangerous ® 

Theod, Noble brother ! 

Phil, Fear not, I’ll run your own way ; and to 
help you, 

(Love having rack’d yourpassionsbeyond counsel) 
ru hazard mine own fame. Whither shall we ven- 
ture ? 

Theod. Alas, I know not, sir. 

Phil. Come, ’tis bright morning. 

Let’s walk out, and consider. You will keep this 
' habit.? 

Theod. I would, sir. 

Phil. Then it shall be : What must I call yo\i? 
Come, do not blush; pray speak ; I may spoil all 
' , else. 

Theod. Pray call me Theodoro. 

Enter Diego. 

• ■ *• m 

Diego. Are you ready ? 

The day draws oa apace* Once more, good-iiior* 
row ! 

® And he yoitr agent to persuade ye 
To kme, &€.] The punctuation amended by a friend of Bfr 
Sympson. — Ed, 1778. 

^ Delays in iove^ more dangerous.} S)»mpsoH proposes to read 
thus — 

Delays ih love are dangerousy 

and "Mason declares him to be right. The last editors make it an 
imperfect sentence^ and say that he means^ more dangerous than 
persuading her to quit her loven I conceive that they arc in the 
right, but the slight, .alteratiou is presumed to render the tesmore 

consonant to the 


351 


Scene II.] LOVE’S PILGRIMAGE. 

Theod. Good-raorroWj gentle host. Now I must 
thank you. 

Phil. Who dost thou think this is ? 

Diego. Were you a wench, sir, 

I think you would know before me. 

Phil. Mine own brother. 

Diego. By th’ mass, your noses are akin 1 Should 
I then 

Have been so barbarous to have parted brothers? 
Phil, You knew it then ? 

Diego. I knew ’twas necessary 
You should be both together ; Instinct, signor, 

Is a great matter in an host. ' 

Theod. I am satisfied. 

Enter Pedro. 

Pedro, Is not mine host up yet ? 

Phil. Who’s that ? 

Diego. I’ll see. 

Phil. Sister, withdraw yourself. 

[A/ie steps aside. 

, Pedro. Signor Philippo ! 

Phil, Noble Don Pedro ! where have you been 
this way ? 

Pedro. I came from Port Saint Maries, whenca 
the gallies 

Put this last tide ; and bound for Barcelona, 

^ — Instinct, signor^ 

Is a great matter m m Steevens has observed, tliat this 
is the same phrase used by Falslaff in the following passage > 
By the Lord, I knew ye as^ell as he that made ye* Why, hear 
ye, ray masters ; was it for me to kill the heir apparent ? Should I 
turn upon the true prince ? Why thou knowest 1 am as valiant as 
Hercules : but beware instinct ; the lion will not touch the true 
prince* Instinct is a great matter** The passage in the text 
seems to have been suggested by the one quoted from Shakspeare* 
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I brought ]\'IarC“Antony upon his way, 

Fhil. Marc-Antony ? 

Fedro. Who is turned soldier. 

And entertained in the new regiment 
For Naples. 

Phil. Is it possible ? 

Fedro. I assure you. 

Phil. And put they in at Barcelona ? 

Pedro. So 

One of the masters told me. 

Phil. Which way go you, sir? 

Pedro. Home. 

Phil. And I for Sevil. Pray you, sir, say not 
That you saw me, if you shall meet the question ; 
I hav'e some little business. 

Fedro. Were it less, sir, 

It shall not become me to lose the caution. 

Shall we breakfast together ? 

^ PhiL rii come to you, sir. — Peuro. 

Sister, you hear this ; I believe your fortune 
Begins to be propitious to you. We will hire 
Mules of mine host here ; if we can, himself 
To be our guide, and straight to Barcelona. , , 
This was as happy news as unexpected. 

Stay you till I rid him away. 

Theod. I will. 


[Exeunt. 
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ACT 11. SCENE 1. 


Before the House of Leonardo, in Andalusia. 


Enter Alphonso and a Servant. 

Alpli. Knock at the door. 

Sere. ’Tjs open, sir. • 

Alph. That’s all one ; 

Knock when I bid you. 

Sen. Will not your worship enter ? 

Alph. Will not you learn more manners, sir, and 
do that 

Your master bids you ? Knock, you knave, or I’ll 
, knock 

Such a round peal about your pate 1 enter 

Under his roof, or come to say, “ God save you” 
to him, 

The son of whose base dealings has undone me?® 
(Knock louder ! louder yet !) I’ll starve and rot first; 

^ The son of whose base dealings— The oddness of the phrase^ 
the son of base dealings the length of the line, make me mightily 
inclined to believe the original might have been expressed thus, 

To him., whose son^s base dealings has undone Sympson* 

In SympsoB^s variation we have plainly the intended meaning 
of the poet, but the present reading has the same sense, though, ac- 
cording to a common failing of the time, not expressed with suffi* 
cient attention to grammatical accuracy. Whose evidently stands 
for whom^Sf and the meaning is^ the base dealings of the son of 
whom have undone me/' 


This open air is every man's. 

2 SertK [Jllihin.] Come in, sir. 

Enter Second Servant? 

Alph. No, no, sir ; I am none of these Come- 
in-sirs,” 

None of those visitants: Bid your. wise ma.ster 
Come out; I have to talk unto him ; go, sir ! 

2 Serv. Your worship may be welcome. 

Alph. Sir, I will not; 

I come not to be welcome. Good my three ducats. 
My pickled sprat a-day, and no oil to’t, 

And once a-year a cotton coat ! leave prating, 
And -tell your master I am here. 

2 Serv. I will, sir. — 

This is a strange old man. [Exit. 

Alph. I welcome to him? 

I’ll be first welcome to a pest-house. — Sirrah, 
Xet’s have your valour now cased up, and quiet, 
When an occasion calls ; *tis wisdom in you, 

A serving-man’s discretion ; If you do draw* 4 
Draw but according to your enteitainment; 

Tive nobles’ worth of fury. ' * 

Enter Leonaedo, and Sanchio {carrkd bp tuo 
Servants in a Chair ^ 

jLco. Signor Alphonso, 

I hope no discontent from my will given. 

Has made you shun my house ; I ever loved you 

5 Enter tiso Servants, Rowl : Ashton.] So tie first folio. These 
were probably the names of the understrappers who performed 
these parts. . , ‘ 

* I ever loved yoa.J These words are only in the first folio, from 

which we have recovered them,— Ed. 177% 
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And credit roe, amongst my fears ’tis greatest 
To minister offences. 

Alph. Oh, good signor, 

I know you for Italian breed, fair-tongued ! 
Spare your apologies; I care not for ’em ; 

As little for your love, sir : I can live 
Without your knowledge, eat mine own, and sleep 
Without dependences, or hopes upon you, 

I come to ask my daughter. 

Leo, Gentle sir ! 

Alph. I am not gentle, sir; nor gentle will be, 
Till 1 have justice, my poor child restored 
Your caper-cutting boy has run away with, 
Young signor Smooth-face'; he that takes up 
wenches 

With smiles and sweet behaviours, songs, and 
sonnets ; 

Your high-fed jennet, that no hedge can hold ; 
They say you bred him for a stallion. 

Sane. Fy, signor! there be times, and terms of 
honour 

To argue these things in, decidements able 
To speak ye noble gentlemen, ways punctual, 
And to the life of credit ; you’re too rugged. ; ’ 
Alph. I am too tame, sir. 

Will you hear but reason? 

Alph. Nojiwillhear no reason; I come nothither 
To be popt off with reason ;— -reason then. 

Sane. Why, signor, in all things there must be 
method; 

You choke the child of Honour else, Discretion. 
Do you conceive an injury ? 

What then, sir ? 

Sane. Then follow it in fair terms ; let your 
sword bite, ■ 

When time calls, not your tongue. 

Alph. 1 know, sir, 
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Both when and what to do, without directions, 
And where, and how ; I come not to be tutor’d j 
My cause is no man’s but mine own, — You, signor ! 
Yhll you restore my daughter? 

Jxo. Who detains her ? 

yllph. No more of these slight shifts! 

Leo. You urge me, signor, 
Witlistrangeinjustice: Because my son has err’d — 
Sane. Mark him. 

Leo. Out of the heat of youth, does’t follow 
I must be father of his crimes ? 

Alpfu I say still, 

Lea¥e"otf your rhetoric, and restore my daughter, 
And suddenly j bring in your rebel too, 
Moimtdragon, he that mounts without commission, 
That I may see him punished, and severely; 

Or, by that holy Heaven, I’ll fire your house ! 
And there’s my way of honour. 

Sane, Pray give me leave. 

Was not man made the noblest creature ? 

Weil, sir? ^ 

Sane, Should not his mind then answer to his 
making. 

And to his mind his actions ? If this ought to be, 
W’hy do we run a blind way from our worths. 
And cancel our discretions, doing those things 
To cure olfences, are the most offences?^ 

We have rules of justice in us ; to those rules 
Let us apply our angers : You can consider 
The want in others of these terminations. 

And how unfurnish’d they appear. 

Alph. Hang others ! 

And, where the wrongs are open, hang respects ! 

* The most offences.^ That is, the greatest. So in Henry VI, 
always resolute in most extremes." 
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I come not to consider. 

Leo. Noble sir, 

Let’s argue coolly, and consi4er like men. 

Alph. Like men ? 

Xeo. You are too sudden Still. ' 

Alph. Lik€ men, sir? 

Sam. It is fair language, and allied to honour. 
Alph. Why, whatstrange beast would your grave 
reverence 

Make me appear ! Like men ? 

Sane. Taste but that point, sir, 

And you recover all. 

Alph. I tell thy wisdom 

I am^s much a man, and as good a man - 

Leo. All this is granted, sir. , . ^ 

Alph. "As wise a man 

Smc. You are not tainted that way. 

Alph. And a man 

Dares make thee no man ; or, at best, a base man. 
Sane. Fy, fy ! here wants much carriage. ^ 
Alph. Hang much carriage ! 

Leo. Give me good language. 

Alph. Sirrah signor, give me my daughter!. 

Leo. I am as gentle’ as yourself, as free born-r — - 
Sane. Observe his way. 

Leo. As much respect owed to me — — 

Sane. This hangs together nobly. 

• Leoi And for civil, , \i; 


® Here wants muck carriage*] That conduct, regulation of 

7 I am as gentle as yourself^ Gentle was very generally used 
for well-born, of high rank. In Shakspeare's Henry Y. it ss used 
. a; verb— 


be he ne'er so vile 


This day shall gentle his condition/' 

, -.T-- 




LOVE'S PILGEIMAGK. [Act 11. 


A great deal more, it seems. Go look your daugh- 
ter! ;■ 

Smiv. There you went well oil', signor. 

Leo, That rough tongue 
You understand at first. You never think, sir, 
Out of your mightiness, of my loss ; here I stand, 
A patient anvil to your burning angers, 

Made subject to your dangers ; yet my loss equal -• 
Who shall bring home my son? 
jdlph. A whipping beadle. 

Leo. Why, is your daughter whorish ? 

Alph. Ha, thou darest not , 

By Heaven, I know thou darest not 

Leo. I dare more, sir, 

If you dare be uncivil. 

Alpk. Laugh too, pigeon? 

Sane. A fitter time, for Fame’s sake ! two weak 
nurses 

Would laugli at this. Are there no more days 
coming, 

No ground but this to argue on? No swords left, 
Nor friends to carry this,® but your own furies ! 
Alas ! it shews too weakly, 
r. Alph. Let it shew! * ' 

I come not here for shows. Laugh at me, siy ilt? 
Ill give you cause to laugh, ' ^ 

Leo. You are as like, sir, 

Aswnyman in Spain. iHl 

Al^ By Heaven, I will ; 


® Nor friend io carry iMs.} To c«rr^ any business, very ge- 
nerally meant to manage or conduct it. in Henry VIIl.— 

^*‘/hc‘d'cer»3? it ' 

^ To make tHe sceptre '• 

TKe^pbrase was very generally appli«Ro duels. So in the con- 
clusibn,oTth|s.play^: 

' » -. . 4 1 ; . Could Caianga himself. . 
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I will, brave Leonardo ! 

Leo. Brave Alphonso, 

I will expect it then. 

Smtc. Hold ye there both ! 

These terms are noble. 

Alpk. You shall hear shortly from me. 

Siinc. Now discreetly. 

AlpA. Assure yourself you shall. Do you see 
this sword, sir ? 

He has not cast his teeth yet. 

Sane. Rarely carried ! 

Alph. He bites deep, most times mortal : Signor, 

I’ll hound him at thee; fair and home. 

Sane. Still nobly. - ' . 

Alph. And at all those that dare main tain* you. 

Leo. How you shall please, sir, so it be fair ; 
though certain 
I had rather give you reason. 

Aflw. Fairly urged too! 

Alph. This is no age for reason ; prickyour reason 

pon your sword’s point 

Sane. Admirably follow’d ! 

‘Atlph. And there I’ll hear it. So, till I please, ■ 
Ir H sir, 

Leo. And so, farewell ! you’re welcome. 

Sane. The end crowns all things. Signor, 

Some little business past, this cau^e I’ll argue, 

And be a peace between ye,; if?t so please you, 

And by the square of honour to the utmost. 

I feel the old man’s master’d by much passion, 

And too high racked, which makes him overshoot all 
His valour should direct at, ’ and hurt those 

9 J fear the old 7nan^s mastered by much passion^ 

And too high racked, ixMch makes him over- shoot all 
His valour should direct at*} Too high racked means^i 
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Tii.it f4atKl but by as blenclicrs.' This lie must 
know too, 

As necessary to his judgment ; doting women 
Are neither safe nor wise adventurers, conceive me, 
If once tlieir wiils have wander’d : Nor is’t then 
A time to lusc our rages ; for why should I 
Biteat the stone, when he that throws it wrongs me ? 
Do not we know that women are most wooers, 
Though closest in their carriage r Do not all men 
know, 

Scarce all the compass of the globe can hold. ’em, 
If their affections be a-foot ? Shall I then covet 
The follies of a she-fool, that by nature 
[Must seek her like, by reason be a woman ? 

Sink’a tall ship, because the sails defy me ? 

No, I <lisdaiii that folly ; he that ventures 
Whilst they are fit to put him on, has found out 
The everlasting motion in his scabbard.* 

1 doubt not to make peace. And so, for this time, 
My best love and remembrance ! 

Leo. Your poor servant ! [Emmt. 

ccl lip too liJgbt Thoj formerly med scmxm to hm\i Aeir^cross- 
l?o\vs, which they coitkl not; manage by tlielr own strength : to 
that practice this passage 

® Bimekersd To bknek %Yas used in the sense of sterling- o€» So 
itt'Troiius and Cressida; 

there can be no evasion 

■ To,Steic/i from this, and to stand firm by honour/^ 

The WQti'iimchnk evidently used in the text for the by-standers 
at an exhibition of archery ; and perhaps they were so termed on 
account of their' staring off suddenly to avoid the arrow, not be- 
- lug acquainted with Its direction, 

' &c*3 This is rather obscure ; but signifies, 

that wiil draw his sword as often as women*s conduct gives 
him wiE never let It rest in- the scabbard/' — Ed* 1778* 
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SCENE II. 


A Forest near Ossuna. 


Enter Diego, Philippo, and Theodosia. 

Phil. Where"'wiil our horses meet us ? 

Diego. Fear not you, sir; 

Some half-milehencemy worship’s man will stayus. 
How is it with my young bloods ? Come, be jovial ; 
Let’s travel like a merry flock of wild geese, 
Every tongue talking. 

Phil, We are very merry. 

But do you know this way, sir? 

Tkeod. Is’t not dangerous ? 

Methinks these woody thickets should harbour 
knaves. 

Eiego. I fear none but fair wenches ; those are 
thieves 

M^y quickly rob me of my good conditions. 

If they cry stand once. But the best is, signors, 
They cannot bind my hands ; for any else, 

They meet an equal knave, and there’s my passport. 
I have seen fine sport in this place ; had these trees 
tongues. 

They would tell ye pretty matters: Do not you 
fear though; 

They are not every day’s delights. 

Phil. What sport, sir ? 

Diego. Why, to say true, the sport of all sports, 
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and 


yoti 


PkiL What was’t ? 

Diego, Such turning-wp of taffetaes ' 
know 

To what rare whistling tunes they g’o, hir beyond 
A soft wind in the shrouds ; such siami there, 
And down i’ th’ other place ! such supplications 
And sub- divisions for those toys their honours! 
One, “ As you are a gentleman,” ift this bush ; 
And “ Oh, sweet sir, what mean you ? There’s a 
bracelet, 

And use me, I beseech you, like a woman !” 

And her petition’s beard ; another scratches, 

And cries she will die first, and then swoons ; ^ut 
. certain 

She’s brought to life again, and does well after. 
Another, Save mine honour, oh, mine honour ! 
My husband serves the duke, sir, in his kitchen; 
I have a cold pie for you ; fy, fy, fy, gentlemen ! 
Will nothing satisfy you ? where’s my husband r” 
Another cries, “ Do you see, sir, how they use me ? 
Is there no law for these things r” 

Tkeod. And, good mine host, 

Do you call these fine sports ? “W'PPW’*'. 

Biego. What should I call ’em ? fk',: 

They have been so call’d these thousand veajrs and 
upwards. ■ 

Phil. But what becomes o’ th’ men ? 

Biego. They are stript and bound, 

Like so many Adams, with fig-leaves afore ’em, 
And there’s their innocence. 

Theod. ’Would we had known this, 

Before we reach’d this place i 
Phil Come, there’s no danger!^ 

These are but sometimes cha,nceC ^ 

Bkgo, Now *ahli, through. , . 
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JE,nUr Inccbo. ^ 

Theod. Who’s that? _ 

Diego. Stand to it, signors ! 

Phil. No, it needs not; 

I know the face, ’tis honest. 

Die. What, mine host. 

Mine everlasting honest host? 

Diego. ’Mass, Daily ? 

Now, in the name of an ill reckoning, 

What make you walking this round ? 

Lie. A pox of this round, . . 

And of all business too, through woods ! and, ras~ 

. . cals, . '-''.''I,''':..*,',’’ 

Tliey have founded me away a dozen ducats, 
Besides a fair round cloak : Some of ’em knew me, 
Else they had cased me like a cony too, 

As they have done the rest, and I think roasted me, 
For they began to baste me soundly. My young 
signors, 

You may thank Heaven, and heartily, and hourly, 
You set not out so early ; ye had been smoked else, 
By this true hand ye had, sirs, finely smoked ; 
Had ye been women, smock’d too. 

.Tkeod. Heaven defend us ! 

Inc. Nay, that had been no prayer ; there were 
those, . ■ 

That run that prayer out opjbrcath, yet failed too. 
There was a friar; now you talk of prayer, 

^ Enter Bailiff,] The former editions make strange confusion 
with Incubo*^ character, calling him in some scenes by his name, 
and in others Bailiffs as if thej'’ were two distinct characters. This 
error is now corrected. — Ed. 1778* " • 

Such confusion has taken place in most of these plays, and the, 
editors have seldom taken the pains to correct it. 


■ 344 LOVE’S -PILGRIMAGE. [Act IL 

IVith an liuge bunch of beads, like a rope of onions, 
(I am sure as big) that, out of fear and prayer. 

In half im*bour\vore ’em as small as bugles ; 

Yet he was Head too. 

Phil. At what iiour was this r 
Jnc. Some two hours since. 

Theod. Do you think the passage sure now ? 
Inc. Yes, a rope take ’em (as it will) and bless 
’em \ 

They have done for this day, sure. 

PhU. Are many rifled r , ; 

Inc. At the least a dozen, 

And there left bound. 

Theod. How came you free ? 

Inc. A courtesy 

They use out of their rogueships, to bequeath 
To one, that, when they give a sign from far, 
(Which is from out of danger) he may presently 
Release the rest ; As I met you, 1 was going. 
Having the sign from yonder hill to do it. 

Theod. Alas, poor men ! 

Phil. Mine host, pray go uuty ’em. 

Diego, Let me alone for cancelling 1 where are 
they ? 

Inc. In every bush, like black-birds; you can- 
not miss ’em. 

Diego. I need not stalk unto ’em. 

-'Inc. No, they’ll stand you. 

My busy life for yours, sir. — You would wonder 
To see the several tricks and strange behaviours 
Of the poor rascals in their miseries : 
t One weeps, another laughs at him for weeping, 

A third is monstrous angry he can laugh, , 
And cries, “ Go to 1 this is no time he laughs 
still; , * , -/:y . 

A fourth ejchpilts td'paribttce j hini a fifth man 
Curses for ta^i^fess:; iim a friar schools ; 
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All lioot the friar ; here one sings a ballad ; 

And there a little curate confutes him : and in 
This linsey-woolsey way, that would make a dog 
Forget his dinner, or an old man fire, 

They rub out for their ransoms. Amongst the rest, 
There is a little boy robb’d, a fine child, 

It seems a page: I must confess my pity 
(As ’tis a hard .tiling'^ in a man of my place 
To shew compassion) stirred at him ; so finely. 
And without noise, he carries his afflictions. 

And looks as if he had but dreara’d of losing. 
This boy’s the glory of this robbery ; 

The rest but shame the action.— Now ye may hear 
’em. 

Enter Diego, Leocadia disguised as a Boy ; a. 
Friar and other Passengers as robbed. 

Diego. Come, lads, ’tis holy-day ; hang clothes j 
’tis hot, 

And sweating agues are abroad. 

1 Passenger, It seems so; 

For we have met with rare physicians 
To cure us of that malady. 

Diego. Fine footing, 

Light and deliver ; now, my boys ! Master Friar, 
How does your holiness ? Bear up, man ! what, 

A cup of neat sack now, and a toa^t ha, Friar? 
A warm plaister to your belly, (Ather ! 

There were a blessing now ! 

Friar. You say your mind, sir. 


< As ’Us a hard thing, &c.} Mason very plausibly wishes to 
read and for as ; but Incubo laay mean to say — « I must confess 
my pity stirred at him, which is the more' singular, as it is a har4 
thing in a man of my place to shew compassion.” 
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Pliego. Where’s niy fine boy, my pointer? 

I/ic, There's the wonder. 

Piego, A rank whore scratch their sides till the 
pox follow 

For rnbhiug thee ! thou hast a thoxisand ways 
To rol) tliysclf, boy ; dice, and a chamber-devil — 
Jaw. You are deceived, sir. 

And thy master too, boy.* 

Pkii, A sweet-faced boy, indeed 1 what rogues 
were these, 

What barbarous, brutish slaves, to strip this beauty ! 
Tfieod. Come hither, my boy. Alas !. he’s cold : 
Inline host, 

Wfo must entreat your cloak. 

Diego. Can you entreat it? 

Phil. Wc do presume so much ; you have other 
garments. 

Diego, Will you entreat those too ? 

Theod. Your mule must too 
To the next town ; you say ’tis near ; In pity, 
You cannot see this popr boy perish ; I know 
Y'ou have a better soul. Wfo’!! satisfy you. 

Dkgo. ’Tis a strange foolish trick 1 have, bpt I 
cannot help it ; 

I am ever cozen’d with mine own commendations; 
It is determined then. I shall be robb’d too, . 

To make up vantage to this dozen. Here, sit; 
Hwen has provided you a simple garment 
To set you off ; pray keep it handsomer ; - 
Than yon kept your own, and let me have it ren- 
.'der’d, '■ . 

Brush’d and discreetly folded, ' 

1% mmter of robbing tby master 

is a speech, wMcb Leocadia 

iutompted# There no full poiut after 

her-dml^ but ^ - 
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Xe(5C. I thank you, sir, 

Diego. Who wants a doublet ? 

2 Pass. I. 

Diego. Where will you have it? 

2 Pass. From you, sir, if you please. 

Di^o. Oh, there’s the point, sir. 

Pm. My honest friends, I am sorry for your 
fortunes ; 

Blit that’s but poor relief : Here are ten ducats ; 
And to your distribution, holy sir, 

I render ’em, and let it be your care 
To see ’em, as your wants are, well divided. 
Diego. Plain dealing how, my friends ; and, fa- 
ther Friar, . 

Set me the saddle right ! no wringing, Friar, 

Nor tithing to the church ! these are no duties ; 
Scour me your conscience ! if the devil tempt you, 
Off with your cord, and swinge him ! 

Friar. You say well, sir. 

All. Heaven keep your goodness ! 

Theod. Peace keep you ! Farewell, friends ! 
Diego. Farewell, light- horse-men ! 

. . IFseunt Friar and Passengers. 

Phil. Which way travel you, sir ? 

Jhc. To the next town. ; : 

Theod. Do you want any thing? ' < 

Inc. Only discretion to travel at good hours. 
And some warm meat to moderate this matter ; 
For I am most outrageous, cruel hiingry. 

Diego. I have a stomach too, such as it is, 

W ould pose a right good pasty ; I thank Heaven for’t. 
Inc. Cheese, that would break the teeth of anew 
handsaw, = 

I could endue now like an estrich;/* or salt beef, 

I could endure now — What roy host means is plain ,and 
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Tliat. Cicsar icft in pickle. 

Pbii. Take no care ; 

Ve’li have meat l-br you, and euougli. F tli’ mean 
tisiie, 

Keep you the horse- way, lest the fellow miss us ; 
WII meet you at the end o’ th’ wotxl. 

Diego. Slake haste then. I 

[Dvmiil DiEpo ami Ixcubo. 
Thmd, My pretty sir, till your necessities 
Be full supplied, so please you trust our friendships ! 

We must not part. 

Leoc. You have pull’d a charge upon you ; 

Yet such a one as ever shall be thankful. 

Phii. You have said enough. iMay I be bold to 
ask you, 

What province you were bred in ? and of what pa- 
rents ? 

Leoc. You may, sir ; I was horn in Andalusia, 

My name Francisco, sou to Don Ilenriqucs 
De Cardinas. 

Tlmd. Our noble neigbbour ! 

Phil. Son to Don Ilcuriques ? 

I know the gentleman : And, by your leave, sir, 

I know he has no son. 

«sy, vh* tlial be could digest cbeese wbicb would break a baocl-^ 
teeth, bis sioinacb being as strong as tliat of an ostrich* Bat 
l-’&lieve no dictionary of our language will furnish us with such a 
df'the word emhre* 1 have therefore taken the liberty to 
substl%le what I really believe was the original reading, viij* 
or , It IS a term In falconry, whicli Bloome explains 

thus an hawk digesteih her meat, that she not . 
dischargeth'’"lef;gorge thereof, but likewise cleanseih her 

; /\C''-,NotwItbstaiiiciing the last editors pronounce the oM textj^toper, 

' variation Sympson is clearly right ; and this is one 

' of hB'taost Ingenious^^aBon^,, , The vulgar notion, that the ostrich ■ . ,* 

Sipon observ I have preser- 
ved ^the name of tills bird, as it oc- 
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Leoc. None of his own, sir, 

Which makes him put that right upon his brother 
Don Sanchio’s children : One of which I am, 

And therefore do not much err. 

Phil. Still you do, sir, 

For neither has Don Sanchio any son : 

A daughter, and a rare one, is his heir. 

Which, though I never was so blest to see, 

Yet I have heard great good of. 

Theod. Urge no further! 

He is ashamed, and blushes. 

Phil. Sir, 

If’t might import you to conceal yourself, 

I ask your mercy, I have been so curious. 

Leoc. Alas ! I must ask yours, sir, for these lies ; 
Yet they were useful ones ; for by the claiming 
Such noble parents, I believed your bounties 
Would shew more gracious. The plain truth is, 
gentlemen, 

I am Don Sanchio’s steward’s son, a wild boy, 
That for the fruits of his unhappiness 
Is fain to seek the wars. 

Theod. This is a lie too, lApart toPHihVB^o, 
If 1 have any ears. 

Phil. Why t 

7%eod. Mark his language, 

And you shall find it of too sweet a. relish 
For one of such a breed. I’ll pawin my hand. 
This is no boy. c" 

Phil. No boy? what would you have him? 
Theod, I know, no boy : I watch’d how fearfully. 
And yet how suddenly, he cured his lies, - ‘ 

The right wit of a woman ,* now I am surd — — 
Phil. What are you sure ? . 

Theod. That ’tis no boy ; I’ll burn in’t. 

Phil. Now I consider better, and take counsel, 
Methinks he shews more sweetness in that face, 


so 
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Than iiis fears dare deliver. 

'J'/iwif No more talk on’t ! 

Tiin e iiangs some great weight !)y it; soon at night 
Hi tell ymj more. 

P/til Come, sir, whatever you arc, 

With us, embrace your iiberty, and our helps 
In any need you have. 

Im>c. Alt my poor .service 
Shall be at your coniniand, sir, and’ my prayers. 
Pfiii, Let’s walk apace; hunger will cut their 
: V throats else, l&eunL 


SCENE III. 


0 « Board of a Galky at Soa, 

Roderigo and Marc-Antonio ; imio Chairs 
set out. .. '■ 

Rod. Call up the mastejr. 

Master. [Within^ Here, sir. 

Rod. Honest master, 

Give order all the gallies with this tide 
Fall round, and near upon us that the next wind 
We may weigh off together, and recover 
The port Of Barcelona, without parting. 

Master. Your pleasure’s done, sir. 


' Rod. 


Signor Marc-Antonio, 


Ti|l^eat be ready, let’s sit here, and prepare 

^ JSfirr'is;li«fe:U$ed as a yark T& ncarRp^ : 
071 «5-is to draw wearer to us»->^MasQn* 
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Our stomachs with discourses. 

Marc. What you please, sir. 

Mod. Pray you answer me to this doubt. 

Marc. If I can, sir. 

Rod. Why should such plants as you are, Plea- 
sure’s children, 

That owe their blushing years to gentle objects, 
Tenderly bred, and brought up in all fullness, 
Desire the stubborn wars ? 

Marc. In those ’tis wonder. 

That make their ease their god, and not their ho- 
nour : 

But, noble general, my end is other; 

Desire of knowledge, sir, and hope of tying 
Discretion to my time, which only shews me, 
And not my years, a man, and makes that more 
Which we call handsome ; the rest is but boy’s 
beauty. 

And with the boy consumed. 

Rod. You ai'gue well, sir. 

Marc. Nor do I wear my youth, as they wear 
breeches. 

For object, but for use ; my strength for danger, 
(Which is the liberal part. 5f man) not dalliance : 
The wars must be my mistress, sir. 

Rod. Oh, signor. 

You’ll find her a rough wench. 

Marc. When she is won once, , r. 

She’ll show the sweeter, sir. 

Rod. You can be pleased, though, 

Sometimes to take a tamer ? 

ilf arc. ’Tis a truth, sir ; 

So she be handsome, and not ill-condition’d. 

Rod. A soldier should not be so curious. 

Marc. I can make shift with any for a heat, sir. 
Rod. Nay, there you wrong your youth too ; and 
however 
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You are pleased to appear to mcj which shews well, 
siguor, 

A foijglier soul than your few 3’ears can testify; 
Yet, niy young sir, out of mine own experience 
When in}- *ipring was, I am able to cemiute you. 
And say, ytui had rather come to th' shock of e^es. 
And hi'ddiy inarch up to your iniatress’ mouth, 
’'Jluin to ti»e cainmifs. 

JAwt. 'That’s as their lading is, sir. 

Mod. llicre be trenches 
Fitter and warmer for your years, and safer, 

Than \vhcre the bullet plays. 

JAwc. There's it I doubt, sir. 

Mod. Youll easily find that faith. But come, be 

* liberal ; 

What kitttl of woman could you make best wars 

...with?: , , ■ 

Mara I1iey are all but heavy marchers.® 

Mod. Fy, Marc-Antonio ! 

Beauty in no more reverence? 

Marp. In the sex, sir, 

I honour it, and, next to honour, love it, 

For there is only beauty ; and that sweetness^ 
That was first meant for modesty, sever it, ' ' ; 
And put it in one woman, it appears not ; 

*Tis of too rare a nature, she too gross 
To mingle with it- — ~ 

This is a mere heresy.® 

* MmUsil Corrected according to IWasou^s proposal. ' ' 

^ lliis is mere heresy.] Mere was caiitiniialiy used, as in t!ie pre*- 
■■ ' sent mstaijce, witb the sense of absoluie. For instance in Pericles, 
.,W/here fhe Bawd is^giving directions to J\larina~‘* To wee^p that 
■ /.loijjiye as you do> makes' pity In your lovers: Seldom but that 
■/' ,, 'pity' a good optnloi^-aud that opinion begets 'you ^mer€ 

the of 'Venice-* , 

v*^"'En®^ed,my friend to bis mre enemy/* 
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Marc. Which mahes ’em ever mending ; for that 
gloss 

That cozens us for beauty, is but bravery, 

An outward shew of things well set, no more : 
For heavenly beauty is as Heaven itself, sir, 

Too exbellent for object, and what’s seen 
Is but the veil then, airy clouds Grant this. 

It may be seen,/tis but like stars in twinklings. 

Kod. Twas.no small study in their libraries 
Brought you to this experience. But what think 
you 

Of that fair red and' white, which we call beauty? 

Marc. Why, ’tis our creature, sir ; we give it ’em 
Because we like those colours; else ’tis certain. 

A blue face with a motley nose would do it, ' 
And be as great a beauty, so > we loved it: 

That we cannot give, which is only beauty, 

Is a fair mind. 

Rod. By this rule, all our choices 
Are to no ends. 

Marc. Except the dull end, doing. 

Rod. Then all to you seem equal ? 

Marc. Very true, sir, 

AnH'that makes equal dealing: I love any 
That’s worth love. - : 


' tDlmt is seen 


■ ■ • 


Is but the veil then, airy monosyllable then 

seems not to have any? good authority for standing here, as having 
nothing to which it refers, I suspect a corruption as well in the 
sense as in the pointing, and that it stood originally thus: 

^ xjokat is seen 

Is but the veih thin, airy clouds^ &c, — Sympson^ 

The variation is not amiss ; but the old text is good sense, and 
%ve believe genuine* Then is very naturally placed here^ aad fol« 
lows up the argument ; which is, Beauty is invisible ; what is 
seen then is., but the yeii*"' — Ed, 177S, 
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JRod. How long love you, signor ? 

Marc. Till I have other business. 

Mod. Do you never » 

Love stcdfastly one woman ? 

Marc. ’Tis a toil, sir, 

Like riding in one road perpetually ; 

It oilers no variety. 

Mod. Right youth 1 

He must needs make a soldier. — l^'ordo you tliink 
One woman can love one roan? 

Marc. Yes, that may be, 

Though it appear not often ; they are things ig- 
norant, 

And therefore apted to that superstition 
Of doting fondness. Yet of late years, signor, 
The world’s well mended with ’em ; fewer are 
found now 

That love at length, and to the right mark ; all 
Stir now, as the time stirs ; fame and faishi«%, 

. Are ends they aim at now, and to that love 
'' That wiser ages held ambition : 

They that cannot reach this may love by index; 
By every day’s surveying who best promises, 
Who has done best, who may do, and who mended 
■ May come to do again 5 who appears neatest 
Either in new-stampt clothes, or courtesies, 

Done but from hand to mouth neither ; nor love 
they these things 

Longer than new are making, nor that succession 
Beyond the next fair feather. Take the city. 
There they go to’t by gold-weight, no gain from 
’em, 

All they can work by fire and water to ’em, 

, Profit is all they point at ; if there be love, 

Tis Shewed ye by so dark a light, to bear' but 
The bi;ac]^;^nd old stains in’t, that ye may purchase 
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French velvet better cheap ; all loves are endless.* 
Rod. ’Faith, if you have a mistress, ’would she 
heard you ! 

Marc. ’Twere but the venturing of my place, or 
swearing 

I meant it but for argument, as schoolmen 
Dispute high questions. 

Rod. What a world is this. 

When young men dare determine what those are, 
Age and the best experience ne’er could aim at ! 
Marc. They were thick-eyed then, sir ; now the 
print is bigger, • 

And they may read their fortunes without spec- 
:;^:tacles." ^ : ,..:r 

: , J2o&5;©id'you 'ne*eLloydMaii|^^ 

Marc. ’Faith, yes,' once after supper. 

And the fit held till midnight. 

Rod. Hot, or shaking ? 

Marc. To say true, both. 

Rod. How did you rid it? 

Marc. Thus, sir ; 

I laid my hand upon my heart, and bless’d me, 
AmJ.then said over, certain charms 1 had learn’d 
Against mad dogs (for love and they are all one ;) 
Last, thought upon a windmill, and so slept. 

And was well ever after. ' 

:A Tare'phyMcian 

What would your practice gain you ?' 

A/am The wars endedf ' 

I mean to use my art, and have these fools 
Cut in the head like cats, to save the kingdom - 
Another inquisition. ■ 

^ All lo*ocs are endless.] That is, are fruitless, Marc- Antonio 
does not mean to say that all loves are perpetual. — Mason. 

Better cheapo in the same line, in old phraseology, meant cheaper^ 

In the same manner good cheap occurs for very cheap. .. 
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So ok! a soldier, 

Out of the wars, I never knew yet practised. 
Marc. I shall mend every day. But, noble ge- 
neral, 

Be]ic%*’c this, but as this you named, discourses. 
Mad. Oh, you're a cunning gamester. 

J/tf/r. jSlirths and toys 
To cozen time withal ; for, o’ my troth, sir, 

I can love ; I think, well too, well enough ; 

And think as well of women as they are, 

Pretty fantastic things, some more regardful. 
And some few worth a service : I am so honest, 

I wish ’em aii in Heaven j and you know how hard, 
sir, 

Twill be to get in therewith their great farthingals. 
Mad. Well, Marc-Antonio, I would not lose thy 
company 

For the best galley I command. 

'>'-:Marc. ’Faith, general, 

If these discourses please you, I shall fit yon 
Once every day. ' -■ ■ ** 

Mod. Thou canst not please me better. Hark, 
they call [JEkocI* toifjm. 

Below to dinner : You are my cabin guest ; 

My bosom’s, so you please, sir, 

V Marc. Your poor servant! 
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SCENE IV. 


Yguahda. A Room in the Inn. 


Enter Host and his Wife. 

Host, Let ’em have meat' enough, woman, half 
^ hen; , • ;?? ■ 

There be old rotten pilchards, put ’em off too ; ' 
’Tis but a little new anointing of ’em, 

And a strong onion, that confounds the stink, ■ 
Wife. They call for more, sir. 

Host. Knock a dozen eggs down ; 

But then beware your; wenches. 

Wfe. More than this too. 

Host. Worts, worts, and make ’em porridge 
" * pop ’em up, wench ; 

But they shall pay for cullises.^ 

Wife. All this is nothing ; - 

They call for kid and partridge. ' .f 
Host. Well remember’d ; j 

Where’s the falconer’s half dog he left ? 

Wfe. It stinks, sir ; 

Past all hope that way, ' 

Host. Run it o’er with garlic, , 

And make a Roman dish on’t. 

Wife, Pray you be patient, 


* CuUises.1 i. e. Eestorative strong brotlis. The Host means 
to say they shall only have porridge, but pay for cullises. j 
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Anil get provision in : These are fine gentlemen, 
And liberal gentlemen ; they have aazfie qmre ; 

Ko mangy muleteers, nor pinching posts, 

That feed upon the parings of musk-melons 
And radishes, as big and tough as rafters. 

Will you be stirring in this business.- Here’s your 
brother, 

Mine old host of OssunaJ as wise .as you are, 

That is, as knavish ; if you put a trick, 

Take heed he do not find it. 
i ifosA rU be wagging. ^ [ExU. 

Wife. ’Tis for your own commodity. — Why, 
wenches i 

Serx. [Within ] Anon forsooth. 

Wife. Who makes a fire there ? and who gets in 
water r 

Let Oliver go to the justice, and beseech his wor- 
ship 

;„We may have two spits going ; and, do you bear, 
Druce? 

Let him invite his worship, %nd his wife’s worship, 
To the left meat to-morrow. 

Enter IsrcuBo. 

Inc. Where’s this kitchen ? 

JVife. E’en at the next door, signor. What, old 
don! 

We meet but seldom. 

Inc. Pr’ythee be patient, Hostess ; 

And tell me where the meat is. ■ 

>, IFjfe. ’Faith, master Baily, 

, l^ow have you done ? and how, man — — . 

* Inc Good sweet Hostess, - 4 

WTiiat shah ' 

' ■ \ does your woman?/ 

And a fine woman she is, and a good woman. 
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Lord, how you bear your years ! 

Inc. Is’t veal or mutton, 

Beef, bacon, pork, kid, pheasant ? or all these ? 
And are they ready all ? 

The hours that have been 
Between us two, the merry hours : Lord ! 

Inc. Hostess, 

Dear Hostess, do but hear! I am hungry. 

Wiyb. You are merrily disposed, sir. 

Inc. Monsti’ous hungry, 

And hungry after much meat! I have brought 
hither 

Right worshipful to pay the reckoning ; 

Money enough too with ’em ; desire enough. 

To have the best meat, and of that enough too : 
Come to the point, sweet wench ; and so I kiss thee. 

m/e. You shall have any thing, and instantly. 
Ere you can lick your ears, sir. 

Inc. Portly meat, 

Bearing, substantial stuff, and fit for hunger, 

I do beseech you. Hostess, first ; then some light 
garnish, 

Two pheasants in a dish ; if you have leverets, 
(Rather for way of ornament, than appetite) 

They may be look’d upon, or larks ; for fish. 

As there’s no great need, so I would not wish you 
To serve above four dishes j - but those full ones. 
You have no cheese of Parma , y 
Very old, sir. 

Inc. The less will serve us ; some ten pound. 

. Wife. Alas, sir, , 

We have not half these dainties. 

Inc. Peace, good Hostess, V . - ■ 

And make us hope you have. 

Wife. You shall have all, sir — ^ — 

Inc, That may be got for money, ' 


3S0 I,OV£?S''HiGRIMAGE. [Act 1L 


Enter Diego mid a Boi/. 

Diego. Where’s your master ? 

Bring me your master, Boy } 1 must have liquor 
Bit for the myrmidons ; no dashing now, child, 
No conjurings by candle-light ! 1 know all ; 
Strike me the oldest sack, a piece that carries 
Point-blank to this place, Boy, and batters. — Hos- 
tess, ■ i 

I kiss thy hands, through which many a round 
reckoning 

And things of moment have had motion. 

JFiJe. Still mine old brother. 

Diego. Set thy cellar open. 

For I must enter, and advance my colours. 

1 have brought thee dons indeed, wench, dons 
with ducats. 

And those dons must have dainty wine, pure Bac- 
chus. 

That bleeds the life-blood. — ^What, is your cure 
ended? 

Inc.. We shall have meat, man. .v 

Diego. Then we will have wine, man. 

And wine upon wine, cut and drawn with wine. 

Wife. Y e shall have all, and more than all. 

‘ Im, AH, well then. 

Diego. Away, about your business! you with her. 
For old acquaintance sake, to stay your stomach! 

lEa:eunt Wfe and Incubo. 
And, Boy, he you my guide, ad inferos ; 

For I will make a full descent in equipage. 

PH shew you' rare wine# 

Diego. Stinging geer? ’ J"' 

;Di, vine, sir, , / ■■ ■ .. . ' 

- , ,Dieg^, '^’divine- Boy ! naareh, march, my child, 
'■ Eire wine, 'boy? i 
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Boy. As any is in Spain, sir. 
i)feg-o. Old, and strong too ? 

Oh, my fine boy ! clear too ? 

Boy. As crystal, sir, and strong as truth. 

Diego. Away, boy ! 

I am enamour’d, and I long for dalliance. 

Stay no where, child, not for thy father’s blessing, 
I charge thee, not to save thy sister’s honour. 
Nor to close thy dam’s eyes, were she a-dying, 
Till we arrive ; and, for thy recompense, 

1 will remember thee in my will. 

Boy. You have said, sir, {Ea^eimf. 




ACT III. SCENE L 


A Room in the sam Inn, 


Enter Philippo and Host, 

Phil. Mine Host, is that apparel got you spoke 
of? ^ ^ 

You shall have ready money. 

Host. ’Tis come in, sir; he has it on, sir, 

And I think ’twill be firt ; and o’ my credit * 
’Twas never worn but once, sir, and for necessity 
Pawn’d to the man I told 'you ofi v 
Phil. Pray bargain for’t, 

And I will be the paymaster. 
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Host, I will, sir. 

Phil. And let our meat be ready when you please ; 
I mean as soon. 

Host. It shall be presently. 

How far stands Barcelona? 

Host. But two leagues oft', sir. 

You may be there by three o’clock. 

PM. I am glad on’t. , . [Kreu?it. 


SCENE II. 


J GroDe near the same. 


: Enter Theodosia and Leocadia. 

Th&od. Signor Francisco, W'hy I draw you hither 
To this remote place, marvel not ; for, tr«it me, 
My innocence yet never knew ill dealing 
And as you have a noble temper, start not 
Into offence, at any thing my knowledge, 

And for your special good, would be inform’d of ; 
Nor think me vainly curious. 

Leoc. Worthy sir, 

The courtesies you and your noble brother, 

Even then when few men find the way to do ’em, 
I mean in want, so freely shower’d upon me, : 
‘ So truly, and so timely minister’d, ‘ 

Must, if I should suspect those minds that made 

* i, e. Did V%-BiSympson. 
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Either proclaim me an unworthy taker, 

Or worse, a base believer. Speak your mind, sir, 
Freely, and what you please ; I am your servant. 
Thmd, Then, my young sir, know, since our 
first acquaintance. 

Induced by circumstances that deceive not. 

To clear some doubts 1 have (nay, blush not, sig- 
nori) 

I have beheld you narrowly. More blushes ? 

Sir, you give me so much light, I find you 
A thing confess’d already. Yet more blushes? 
You would ill cover an offence might sink you, 
That cannot hide yourself. Why do you shake so ? 
I mean no trouble to you. This fair hand 
Was never made for hardness, nor those e/es 
(Come, do not hide ’em) for rough objects. Hark 

ye, 

You have betray’d yourself ; that sigh confirms me. 
Another ? and a third too ? Then I see 
These boy’s clothes do but pinch you. Come, be 
liberal; 

You have found a friend that has found you ; dis- 
guise not 

'I'hatloaden soul that labours to be open. . . , 

Now you must weep, I know it, for 1 see ' 

Your eyes down-laden to the lids ; another 
Manifest token that my doubts are perfect : 

Yet I have found a greater ; tell me this, 

Why were these holes left open.^ there was an 
error, 

A foul one, my Francisco ! — Have I caught you ? 
Oh, pretty sir, the custom of our country 
Allows men none in this plkce." Now the shower 

Zeoc. Oh, signor Theodoro! [JVeeps. 

^ T/ieoZ This sorrow shews so sweetly, 
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I cannot chuse font keep it company. 

Take truce and speak, sir: And I charge your 
goodness, 

By all those perfect hopes that point at virtue, 
By that remembrance these fair tears are shed for, 
If any sad misfortune have thus form’d you, 
That either care or counset may redeem, 

Pain, purse, or any thing within the power 
And lioiiour of free gentlemen, reveal it, 

And have our labours. 

Jjeoc. I have found you nohie, 

And you shall find me true : Your doubts are cer- 
tain, 

Nor dare I more dissemble ; I am a woman, 

The gfeat example of a wretched woman. 

Here you must give me leave to shew my sex.-— 
And now, to make you know how muchyour credit 
Has won upon my soul, so it please your patience, 
I’ll tell you my unfortunate sad story. 

■Theod. Sit down and say on, iady« 

Leoc. I am born, sir, 

Of good and honest parents, rich, and noblci, , 
An4 not to lie, the daughter of Don Sanchio, 

If my unhappy fortune have not lost me ; 

My name call’d Leocadia, even the same 
Your worthy brother did the special honour 
To name for beautiful, and without pride 
I haye been often made believe so, signor ; 

But that'8 impertinent ! Now to my sorrows ; 

Not far from us a gentleman of worth, 

A neighbour, and a noble visitor. 

Had bis abode, ho often met my father 
In gentle sports of clsace, and river- hawking, 

In course and riding j and with him often brought 
A son df his, a young and hopeful gentleman, 
Nobly in' years At for affection; 
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A sprightly man, of understanding excellent. 

Of speech and civil ’haviour no less powerful ; 
And of all parts, else my eyes lied, abundant : 
We grew acquainted, and from that acquaintance 
Nearer into affection j from affection 
Into belief. 

Theod. Well ? 

Leoc. Then, we durst kiss. 

Theod. Go forward I 

Leoc. But oh, man, man, unconstant, careless 
man. 

Oh, subtle man, how many are thy mischiefs ! 
Oh, Marc-Antonio, I may curse those kisses ! 
Theod. What did you call him, lady ? 

Leoc. Marc-Antonio ; - 

The name to me of misery. 

Theod. Pray, forward 1 

Leoc. Prom these we bred desires, sir; but lose 
me, Heaven, 

If mine were lustful! 

Theod. I believe. 

Leoc. This nearness 

hfede him importunate ; When, to save mine hc« 
** incur, , 

(Love having full possession of my powers) 

I got a contract from him, : 

Theod. ■ 

Leoc. And sworn too;r- . , ' 

Which since, for some offence Heaven laid upon 
me, '■ . ■ ,/ , . ^ 

I lost amongst my monies in the robbery . , ‘5 
(The loss that makes me poorest :) This wbn from 

' him," 

Fool that I was, and too too, credulous, 

I ’pointed him a bye- way to my chamber 
The next night at an hour- 
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Thcml Pray' stay there, lady !— 

And when the night came, came he ? kept he touch 
with you r 

(Be not so shame- faced !) had ye both your wishes? 
Tell me, and tel! me true, dkl he cnfoy ye ? 

Were ye in one another’s arms a bed ? the contract 
Contirnfd in full joys there ? did he lie with you ? 
Answer to that ! ha ? Did your fatltjer know this, 
The good old man, or kindred, privy to’t ? 

And bad you their consents? did that night’s pro- 
mise 

Make you a mother ? 

Lcoc- Why do you ask so nearly ? 

Good sir, does it concern you any thing? 

'Ihhxl No, lady ; 

Only tijc pity why you should be used so 
A little stirs me. JBut did be keep his promise? 

Lcoc. No, no, signor ; 

Alas, be never came, nor never meant it ! 

Aly love was fool’d, time numl)cr’d to no etid, 

My expectation flouted ; and guess you, sir, 
what dor unto a doting maid this was,® 

What a base breaking-off ! 

lY/cod [Jside.] All’s well then.~-Lady, 

Go forward in your story. 

£eoc. Not only fail’d, sir, 

(Which is a curse in love ; and may he find it 

. ; 

: ^ ' Ddr.} i e* Balk^ disappointment The w’ord' also means t 

line! of insect, md hence the following quibble in tlie Two Merry 
Milk Maids . 

Caikw. What that! " 

' '' Mmq0: What? 

■ ' -..Cfll. Something crost my nose*, ^ 

:A a the fields are full 'of them. 

' llie dore too.— See yoL yilt p# 227 *md 
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When his affections are fuil-wing’d, and ready 
To stoop upon the quarry, then when all 
His full hopes are in’s arms !) hot only thus, sir. 
But more injurious, faithless, treacherous, 

Within two days Fame gave him far removed 
With a new love ; which, much against my con- 
science, 

But more against my cause, which is my hell, 

I must conftss a fair one, a right fair one, 

Indeed of admirable sweetness, daughter 
Unto another of our noble neighbours; 

The thief call’d Theodosia, whose perfections 
I am bound to ban for ever, curse to wrinkles. 

As Heaven I hope will make them soon, and aches; 
For they have robb’d me, poor unhappy wench, 

Of all, of all, sir, all that was my glory, 

And left me nothing but these tears, and travel. 
Upon this certain news, I quit my father, 

(And, if you be not milder in construction, 

I fear mine honour too) and like a page 
Stole to Ossuna ; from that place to Sevil ; 

From thence to Barcelona I was travelling 
When you o’er-took my misery, in hope 
TdTiear of gallies bound up for Italy ; for never 
Will I leave off the search of this bad man, 

This filcher of affections, this love-pedlar! 

Nor shall my curses cease to blast her beauties, , 
And make her name as wand’ring as ;her nature. 
Till, standing face to face be^re their lusts, 

I call Heaven’s justice down. 

Tlieod, This shews too angry ; 

Nor can it be her fault she is beloved ; 

If I give meat, must they that eat it surfeit ? 

Leoc. She loves again, sir, there’s the mischief 
of it, \ 

And in despite of me, to drown my blessings, 
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slie shall dearly know — — * 

,,jyM;«d,,,.Yoa.:aret,qo..vioient. 

Liioc. She has devils ia her eyes, to whose devo- 
tion 

He oiarers al! his service. 

Theod. ^Vho can say 

Bat she may be forsaken too ? He that once wan- 
ders 

From such a perfect sweetness as you promise, 
Has he not still the same rule to deceive ? 

Leoc. No, no ; they are together, love together. 
Past all deceit of that side ; sleep together. 

Live, and delight together ; and such deceit 
. Give me in a wild desert ! 

Theod. By your leave, lady, 

I see no honour in this cunning. 

Leoc. Honour ? 

True, none of her part; honour? she deserves 
none; 

“Tis ceased with waudTing ladies, such as she is, 
So bold and impudent. 

Theod. I could be angry, 

Extremely angry now, beyond my nature, 

An ’twere not for my pity : What a man 
Is this, to do these wrongs ! — Believe me, lad|^’ 

I know the maid, and know she is not with bi^*- 
; ^Leoc, I would you knew she were in Heaven! 
'Tkeod. And so well know her, 

, Yhat I , think you are cozen’d. 

Leoc. So I say, sir. 

Theod. I mean, in her behaviour ; for, trust roy 
faith, 

So much I dare adventure for her credit, 

Sh» never yet delighted to do wrong. 

J&poe, How can she then delight in hlP ** 

-she think ' •' '' ' 
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(Be what she will, as excellent as angels) 

My love so fond, my wishes so indulgent. 

That I must take her prewnings ? stoop at that 
She has tired upon?® No, sir, 1 hold ray beauty, 
(Wash but these sorrows from it) of a sparkle 
As right and rich as hers, my means as equal. 

My youth as much unblown ; and, for our worths 

And weight of virtue 

Theod. Do not task’ her so far. 

Leoc. By Heaven she’s cork, and clouds ! light. 

But I shall find her out, with all her witchcrafts. 
Her paintings, and her pouncings j for ’tis art, 
And only art preserves her, and mere spells 
That work upon his powers. Let her butshekrme 
A ruin’d cheek like mine, that holds his colour 
(And writes but sixteen years) in spite of sorrows, 
^ unbathed body, smiles that give but shadows, 
And wrinkle not the face ! Besides, she’s little, 

A demy dame, that makes no object. 

Theod. Nay, 

Then I must say you err ; for, credit me, 

I think she’s taller than vourself. , 

Leoc. Why, let her ! 


^ — - Stop at that 

She has tired npop, fj Mr Theobald^ wit^ whom I had the good 
fortune to agree, reads stoop for which is undoubtedly the 
true lection, and is a term in falconry tfidt /needs no explanation. 
— Spmpson. 

Y try fortunate indeed, since stoUj? is the lection of the first 
folio.— Ed. 1778. 

To tire means to peck at j the phrases are again from falconry. 

7 ii €* tax. The word is:’¥ery .generally used in this sense 

by our authors. 
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It is not that sliaH mate me ;® I but ask 
My hands may reach unto her. 

TItemi Gentle lady, 

’Tis now ill time of further argument; 

For I perceive 3'our anger void of counsel, 

Which I could wish more temperate. 

Lcoc. Pray forgive me. 

If I have spoke uncivilly : They tliat look on 
See more than we that play ; and I beseech you 
Imputejt love’s offence, not minej whose tor- 
ments, 

If you have ever loved, and found my crosses, 
You must confess are seldom tied to patience : 
Yet 1 could wish I had said less. 

Thsod. No harm then ; 

You have made a full amends. Our company 
You may conmiand, so please yoti, in your travels, 
With all our faith and furtherance ; let it be so.^ 
Zeuc. You make too great an offer. ’ 

Theod Then it shall be. 

Go in, and rest yourself; our wholsesome diet 
Will be made ready straight. But hark you, lady ! 
One tiling 1 must entreat; your leave and suffer- 
ance, ** 

That these things may be open to my brother. 
For more respect and honour. 

Zecc. Do your pleasure. 

Thepd. And do not change thishabit, by no means, 
Unless you change yourself.® 

* li is not ifmt shall mate meij That: is, terrify me or subdue 

" ' And do oi change this % no memst 
■7^ ■ 'tfuim pom ckmige potmelf.} That Is, iiwless you ohaiige so as 
to appw'in your owu' character*, '-TMs kabit means Ibfe dress of 
a man, nm •; identical clatheS'' she had on ; for these she do^ 

■change, but not her ■ r‘ 
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Leoc. Which must not yet be. 

Theod. It carries you conceal’d and safe. 

Leoc. I am counsell’d. {.Exit. 

Enter Philippo. 

EUl What’s done ? 

Theod. Why,’ all we doubted ; ’tis a woman. 
And of a noble strain too : Guess ! 

Phil. I cannot. 

Theod. You have heard often of her. 

Pkil. Stay ; I think not. 

Theod. Indeed you have ; ’tis the fair Leocadia, 
Daughter unto Dpn Sanchio, our noble neig'hbour. 
Nay ? 

Theod. ’Tis she, sir, o’ my credit. 

Phil. Leocadia? 

Pish ! Leocadia it must not be. 

Theod. It must be, or be nothing 

Phil. Pray give me leave to wonder : Leocadia? 

Tlmd. The very same. 

Phil. The damsel Leocadia ? 

I guess’d it was a woman, and a fair one. 

I see it through her shape, transparent, plain;* 
But that it should be she ! tell me directly. 

* J see it through her shape.] That is, her dbguise.. Philippo 
says in the next page but one-— , ■ ; . 

Leocadia keeps her shape f 
To which Theodosia replies-— 

Yes, and I think, by this time, 

Has mewed her old — ^ 

Meaning that Leocadia still continued her disguise, though she 
changed her suit. The word is used in the same sense by Vecchio 
in the Chances, [toI. VII. p. lOf ;] and in the Double Marriage, 
vol. .VIII. p, 84, the Boatswain says — 

But the reason why , : ^ 

We wear these s/lopes f— Mason, • • - ^ 
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'J'hml By Heavens, ’tis she. 

FhiL By’ Heavens, then, 'tis a sweet one. 
Them}, i’hat's granted too. 

Phii. But hark you, hark you, sister ! 

How* came she thus disguisetl r 
Tkvd. ri! tell you tljat too ; 

As I came, on the self-same ground, so used too. 
Phil, By the same man 
Theod, The same too. 

Phil. As I live. 

You lovers have fine fancies, wondrous fine ones! 
Theod. Pray Heaven, ymu never make one! 
Phil. 'Faitli, I know not : 

But, in that mind I am, I had rather cobble ; 

'Tis a more Christian trade, — Pray tell me one 
thing ; 

Are not you two now monstrous jealous 
Of one another ? 

: TAeod. She is much of me, 

And has rail’d at me most unmercifully, 

And to my face ; and, o* my conscience, 

Had she but known me, either she or I, 

Or both, had parted with strange faces, 

She was in such a fury, 

Phil. Leocadia? 

Does she speak handsomely ? 

Theod. wond’rous well, sir, 

And all she does becomes her, even her anger. 
P/«X How seem’d she when you found her? 
Theod. Had you seen 
How sweetly fearful her pretty self* , 

Uad seen 

' , Bm siiicei!^ faarftil hr preity self ’ 

.. . , Meimpedkmelf} -Th^ editors [of 1778] say they have assisted 
the meire .by the addition ..of a syllable, [they read fearfuii ^ ;] bat 
it is at the escpeiice-of poetic, heatitj* The editors are always more 
anxious about the metre, thaii'the poets 
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Difust now be mine to you,^and all too poor too ; 
Blush not we know you ; for, by all our faiths, 
With us your honour is in sanctuary, 

And ever shall be. 

Leoc. I do well believe it: 

Will you walk nearer, sir? 

[Exeunt Phitippo and Leocadta. 
Theod. She shews still fairer. 

Younger in every change, and clearer, neater: 

1 know not ; I may fool myself, and finely 
Nourish a wolf to eat my heart out. Certain, 

As she appears now, she appears a wonder, 

A thing amazes me ; what would slie do then 
In woman’s helps, in ornaments apt for her, 

And deckings to her delicacy ? Without ail doubt, 
She would be held a miracle ; nor can I think 
He has forsaken her, say what she please ; 

I know his curious eye : Or, say he had. 

Put case he could be so boy-blind and foolish, 
Yet still I fear she keeps the contract irith her, 
Not stol’n, as she affirms, nor lost by negligence ; 
She would lose herself first, ’tis her life ; and there 
All my hopes are dispatch’d. Oh, noble Love^- 
That thou could’st be without this jealousy. 
Without this passion of the heart, how heavenly 
Wouldst thou appear upon us ! Come what may 
come, 

I’ll see the end on’t: And since chance has cast her 

Naked into my refuge, all I can 

She freely shall command, except the man. [Exih 
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SCENE III. 


B^ore Leonardo's House, in Andalusia. 


Enter Leona edo Pedro. 


Leo. Don Pedro, do you think assuredly 
The gallies will come round to Barcelona 
Within these two days ? 

Pedro. Without doubt. 

Leo. And think, you 
He will be with ’em certainly ? 

Pedro. He is, sir ; 

I saw him at their setting off. 

Leo. Must they needs 
Touch there for water, as you say ? 

Pedro. They must, sir, 

And for fresh meat too; few or none go by it. 
Beside, so great a fleet must needs want trimming, 
If they have met with foul seas ; and no harbour 
On this side Sjjain is able, without danger, 

To moor ’em, but fhat haven. - / ' 

::5:'A(^f:AAelhe’"wars 

His only end ? 

Pedro. So he professes. 

Aeo^..=Bea4ishe..-iK'-;'jV- ^ 

Any command amongst ’em ? 

Pedro. Good regard 

With all ; which quickly will prefer him. 

Leo. Pray, sir, tell me. 

And as you are a gentleman be liberal. 
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Pedro, I will, sir, autl most true. 

Leo, Who saw you with liim ? 

Pedro. None but things like himself; young 
soldiers, 

And gentlemen desirous to seek honour. 

Leo. Was there no woman there, nor none dis- 
guised 

Ti)at niiglit be thought a woman?’ In his language, 
Did he not let slip something of suspicion 
Touching that wanton way? 

Pedro. Believe me, sir, 

I neither saw, nor could suspect that face 
That might be doubted woman’s ; yet I am sure 
Aboard him I see all that past : And ’tis impossible 
Among so many high-set bloods there should be 
A woman, let her close herself within a cockle. 
But they would open her : lie must not love 
Within that place alone ; and therefore surely 
He would not be so foolish, had he any, 

To trust her there. For his «Hscourse, ’%|ir|i#yer 
About his business, war, or mirth, to ml^ us 
Relish a can of wine well ; when he spoke private, 
’Twas only the remembrance of his service, .. 
And hope of your good prayers for his health, sir; 
And so I gave him to the seas. 

Leo. I thank you, 

And now am satisfied. And to prevent 
Suspicions that may nourish dangers, signor, 
(For I have told you how the mad Alphonso 
Chafes like a stag i’ th’ toil, and bends his fury 
'Gainst all, but his own ignorance) I’m determined, 
For peace sake and the preservation 
Of my yet untouched honour, and his cure, 
Myself to seek him there, and bring him back, 

As testimony of an unsought injury 
By either ofOnr actions; that the world 
And he, if he have reason^ i^ay see plainly 
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Opinion is no perfect guide, nor all fames 
Founders of truths. In the mean time this cour- 
tesy 

I must entreat of you, sir ; be myself here, 

And as myself command my family. 

Pedro, You lay too much trust on me. 

Zeo. ’Tis my love, sir. 

I will not be long from you. If this question 
Chance to be call’d upon ere my return, 

I leave your care to answer. So, farewell, sir ! 
Pedro. You take a wise way ; all my best en- 
deavours : 

Shall labour in your absence. Peace go with you !— 

A noble, honest gentleman, free-hearted, 

And of an open faith, much loving and much 
loved. 

And father of that goodness only malice 
Can truly stir against ; what dare befall 
Till his return I’ll answer. 

Enter Alphonso and Servant. 

Alph. .Walk off, sirrah ; 

But keep yourself within my call, , 

I will, sir. , , 

Alph. And stir my horse, for taking cold. — 
, ; ' Within there ! 

Hoa, people ! you that dwell there ! my brave sig- 

What, are ye all asleep ? is’t that time with ye ? 
I’ll ring a little louder. 

Pedro, Sir, who seek you ? 

Alph. Not you, sir. Where’s your master? 
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Pedro. I serve no man 
In way tsf pay, sir. 

Aipli. Where’s the man o’ th’ house then ? 

Pedro. What would you have with him, sir ? 

Alpk. Do you stand here, sir, 

To ask men questions when they come ? 

Pedro. I would, sir, 

Being bis friend, and hearing such alarums, 

Know how men come to visit him. 

Alph. You shall, sir : ;i 

Pray tell his mightiness here is a gentleman, 

By name Alphonso, would entreat his conference 
About affairs of state, sir. Are you answer’d? 

Enter SAXcnio carried in a Chair. 

Pedro. I must be, sir. 

Sam. Stay; set me down. Stay, signor ! 

You must stay, and you shall stay. 

Alph. Meaning me, sir? : 

Sane. Yes, you, sir; you I mean, I mean yomi 
Alph.WQ\\,s\x}^ . ' 

Why should I stay.? ' ■ 

Sane. There’s reason. 

Alph. Reason, sir? 

Sane. Ay, reason, sir; 

My wrong is greatest, and I will be served first. 

Call out the man of fame. 

. How' served, sir r ■ ^' ddd^-dldd 

&7?c. Thus, sir. . h W 

Alph. But not before me? 'v 

Sane. Before all the world, sir, 

As my case stands. 

Alph. I have lost a daughter, sir. 

Ya/ic, I have lost another, worth five score of 

: Alph. You must not tell me so. 
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Saj2C. I have; and, Hark ye, 

IMake it up five score more. Gall out the fellow j 
And stand you by, sir. 

Pedro. This is the mad morris.'^ 

Alph. And I stand by? 

Siam. I say, stand by, and do it. 

Stand by, among thy lungs.* 

Sane. Turn 'presently. 

And say thy prayers ; thou art dead. 

Alph. I scorn thee ! 

And scorn to say my prayers more than thou dost f 
Mine is the most wrong, and my daughter dearest, 
And mine shall first be righted. 

Sam. Shall be righted r 

Pedro. A third may live, I see. — Pray hear me, 
gentlemen. 

Sane. Shall be? 

Alph. Ay, shall be righted. 

Sane. Now? 

Alph. Now. 

Sane. Instantly? 

Alph. Before I stir. 

dSanc. Before me ? 

Alph. Before any. 

Sane. Dost thou consider what thou sayst? Hast 
thou friends here 

. Able to quench my anger, or persuade me 

^ This is the mad morris. “| See vol. X. p. 315. 

® Lungs.] Probably this is an accidental corruption of the word 
loons, (i, e. low people) derived from the Irish Uun, sluggish. See 
Dr Percy's Reliques of Aritient Poetry, Glossary to voL L— Ed, 

Percy etymology is very doubtful. See Dr Jamieson^s Dic- 
tionary, wee Loun. The word in the text is no doubt the same 
which occurs in the Knight of the Burning Pestle— The foul 
great lungies laid unmercifully on thee.'' 
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(After I have beaten thee into one main bruise, ® 
And made thee spend thy state in rotten apples) 
Thou canstat length be quiet? Shall I kill thee? 
Divide thee like a rotten pumpion, 

And leave thee stinking to posterity ? 

There’s not the least blow I shall give, but does 
this. 

Urge me no further : I am first. 

Alph, I’ll hang first ! 

No, goodman Glory, ’tis not your bravadoes, 
Your punctual honour, nor soldadoship— • — 

Sam. Set me a little nearer. 

Alph. Let him sally ! — 

Lined with your quirks of carriage and discretion, 
Can blow me off my purpose. Where’s your credit, 
With all your school- points now? your decent ar- 

And apt time for performing ? where are these 
toys. 

These wise ways and most honourable courses, 
To take revenge ? How dar’st thou talk of killing, 
Or think of drawing any thing but squirts, 

When lechery has dry-founder’d thee ? 

&WC. Nearer yet ! 

That I may spit him down ! — Thou iook’st like a 
ii, man. 

pm mam bruist] The variation was recomiiiendled by Theo- 
bald* 'The. mention of raUe/z apples (esteemed bencicia! in hrukei) 
induces m to, think him right.— -Ed. 

. ^ Saoc. Set Mm a Uttk nearer* 

Alph. Lethimmiip* 

Lined wiik^ &c.] So the first folio. In what manner this 
introduced here is not easy '.to coraprehencL The lines am 
evidentl^^a continuation ^of- Alphonso^ previous speech ; and the 
corruption was rectified by Sympson, who makes a great parade 
of words, about .il,.4yMcb are, adw- omitted tho matter being per- 
fectly obfious. ■ , . . ■ ' 
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Pedro. I wouid be thought so, sir. 

Sane. Pr’ythee do but take me. 

And fling me upon, that puppy. 

Alph. Do, for Heaven’s sake. 

And see but how I’ll hug him. 

Sane. Yet take warning ! 

’Faith, gentlemen, this is a needless quar- 
rel. . 

Sane. And do you desire to make one ? 

Pedro. As a friend, sir, 

To tell you all this anger is but lost, sir ; 

For Leonardo is from home. 

Alph. No, no, sir ! 

Pedro. Indeed he is. 

Sane. Where dare he be, but here, sir. 

When men are wrong’d, and come for satisfac- 
tions? 

Pedro. It seems he has done none, sir ; for his 
business, 

Clear of those cares, hath carried him for some 
time 

To Barcelona : If he had been guilty, 

I know he would have stayed, and cleared all dif- 
ference, 

ERher by free confession, or his sword. 

Sane. This must not be ! 

Pedro. Sure as I live, it is, sir. 

Alph. Sure, as we all live, , 

He’s run away for ever ! — Barcelona ? 

Why, ’tis the key for Italy, from whence 
He stole first hither. 

Sane. And having found his knaveries 
Too gross to be forgiven^ and too open, 

He has found the same way back again ; I believe 

The good grass gentleman, for his own ease, 
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Has taken one o’ th* fillies.* Is not his stuff sold ? 

Aipk. 1 tear his worship’s shoes too, to escape us ; 
I <io not think he has a dish within doors, 

A louse left of his lineage. 

Pedro. You are too reide, sir. 

Alph. Or one poor wooden spoon. 

Pedro. Come in and see, sir. 

Alph. ril see his house on fire, first? 

Pedro. Then be pleased, 

Sir, to give better censure. 

Sane. I will after him, 

And search him like conceal’d land,® but I’ll have 
him; 

And, though I find him in his shrift, I’ll kill him. 
A/pli. i’ll bear you company. 

Sane. Pray have a care then, 

A most especial care, indeed a fear, 

You do not anger me. 

Alph. I will observe yoir; 

And if 1 light upon him handsomely-—- 
Sane. Kill but a piece of him ; leave some, AI- 
phonso, 

For your poor friends ! 

Pedro. I fear him not for all this. 

Alph. Shall we first go home, 

(For it may prove a voyage) and dispose 
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* T/ie good grass gentleman, for Itis oirn ease. 

Baa taken one o’ tk’ Jillies.} Grass is evidently used in the 
sense of the French word viz. tat; but from the wovd Jillks 
in the last line, I suspect the poet intended a poor pun, of which 
he is, however, less frequently guilty than most of the playwrights 
of the time. ‘ , 

S’ And search him like concealed land;] This refers to the com- 
missions granted to individuals in the reign of Elizabeth, to en- 
.quire into the tenure of lands formerly belonging to abbies and 
monasteries. See wl.HJ, p. 386 . 
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Of things there ? Heaven knows what may follow ! 
Sa?ic- No ; 

I’ll kill him in this shirt I have on : Let things 
Govern themselves ! I am master of my honour 
At this time, and no more; let wife, ami land, 
Lie lay' till I return ! 

Alph. I say Amen to’t : 

But what care for our monies ? 

Sane. I’ll not 'spend 

Above three shillings, till his head be here: 

Four is too great a sum for all his fortunes. 

Come, take me up instantly. 

Alph. Farewell to you, sir ! 

And if your friend be in a feather-bed, 

Sow’d up to shrowd his fears, tell him ’tis fo% ; 
For no course but his voluntary hanging 
Can get our pardons. \_Exeimt. 

Pedro. These I think would be 
Offence enough, if their own indiscretions 
Would suffer ’em; two of the old seditions ! 
When th^ want enemies, they are their own foes ! 
Were they a little wiser, I should doubt ’em ; 

Till when, I’ll ne’er break sleep, nor suffer hunger. 
For ’any harm he shall receive : For ’tis as easy, 

If he be guilty, to turn these two old men 
Upon their own throats, and look on, and Kve still, 
As ’tis to tell five pound ; a great deal sooner. 

And so I’ll to my meat, and then to hawking. 

^ :-yv; ' {Edt. 

’ Lie lay.] This passage is a con^ rfnation of a correction I 
made in The Scornful Lady : Though Mr Theobald makes an un- 
happy query whether we should not read, lie fallow : But this 
is the same thing ; lay, as you may see in a note, (vol. 11. p. 215,) 
upon The Scornful Lady, beingyhffoiw.— Sympson.^ 

The discovery is hardly worth so much exultation. The phrase 
is still usual, and is employed by Dryden. 
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ACT IV. SCENE L 


Barcelona, The Harbour. 


Enter Marc-Antonio and a Gentleman. 

Marc. Sir, this is compliment ; I pray you leave 
. me. 

Gent, Sir, it is not. 

Marc. Why, I would only see 
The town, 

Gant, And only that I come to shew you, 
Marc. Which I can see without you. 

Gent. So you may, * 

plainly, not safely : For such dilFerenc# 

As you liave seen betwixt the sea and earth 
When waves rise high, and land would beat .’em 
back, 

As fearful of invasion ; such we find 
When we land here at Barcelona. 

^ Marc. Sir 

Gent. Besides, our general of thegallies, fearing 
Your hasty nature, charged me not return 
Without you safe. 

Marc. Ob, sir, that Roderigo 
Is noble, and he does mistake my temper: 

There is not in the world a mind less apt 
To conceive wrongs, or do ’em. Has he seen me 
In all this voyage, in the which he pleases 
To call me friend, let slip a hasty word ? — 
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Enter Eugekia, with divers Attendants, 

•j‘ igbt, sir ! yonder is a lady veil’d ; 

'\’or properness beyond comparison. 

And sure her face is like the rest ; we’ll see’t. 
Gent. Why, you are hasty, sir, already. Enow 

What ’tis you go about ? 

Marc. Yes ; I would see 
The woman’s face. ^ 

Gent. By Heaven you shall not do’t ! 

You do not know the custom of the place: 

To draw that curtain here, though she were mean, 
Is mortal. 

Marc. Is it ? Earth must come to earth 
At last ; and, by ray troth, I’ll try it, sir. 

Gmt. Then 1 must hold you fast. By all the 
faith 

That can be placed in man, ’tis an attempt 
More dangerous than death ; ’tis death and shame! 
I know the lady well. 

Marc. Is she a lady? 

I shall the more desire to see her, sir. 

Gent. She is Alanso’s wife, the governor, 

A noble gentleman. 

Marc. Then let me go : , : 

If I can win her, you and I, will gpvem 
This town, sir, fear it not, and we will alter 
These barbarous customs then; for every lady , 
Shall be seen daily, and seen over too.'^ 

^ We have at this place a curious stage direction in the first 
Job, Bacon ready to shoot off a , pistol/^ Bacon was un- 
doubtedly an inferior actor or scene-shifter at the time. 

^ And $em over #oo,] Sympson thinks it probable we should 
read, seen overt too ; i* e. open* But the last line of the next 
• VOX.. XIII« g B 
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Geni. Come, do not jest, nor let your passions 
bear you 

To such wild enterprizes ! Hold you still ; 

For, as I have a soul, you shall not clo’t! 

She is a lady of unblemish’d fame,* 

And here to offer that affront, w^erc base. 

Hold on your way ; and we will see the town, 
And overlook the ladies. 

Marc. I am school’d. 

And promise you I will. — But, good sir, see ! 

She will pass by us now : I hope I may 
Salute her thus far off. 

Gent. ’Sfoot, are you mad ? 

Twill he as ill as the other. 

1 Attend. What’s the matter ? 

What would that fellow have? 

Gent. Good sir, forbear. 

, 1 Attend. It seems you are new landedi j would 

Any thing here? ' > 

Marc. Yes, sir, all happiness , ■ 

To that fair lady, as I hope. 

Gent. Marc- Antonio t 

Marc. Her face, which needs no hiding, I would 

A sight of. ' ^ ■ ■ ' - _ 'v ■ 

Qefd.,^ Now go on ; for ’tis too late 
To k’eep'this from a tumult. 

1 Att^r Sirrah, you 

Shall see a Atter object for your eyes, ** 

Than a fair lady’s face. 

speech, Jnd ovEutooK He ladies, seems to confirm the oU read- 
ing-. — £4.1778. 

* Rod. Shi; is'- a lady of titthkmisked fame - above.3 So Ae 

first folio, j i!Kfong, and the mistake! prohably on- 

ginated in a stage*difi»csfi#n. i®^e 84%, thaytoe actor who perso- 
nated Roderigo should be iiadly to ap^r on the galley. 
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Eug. For Heaven’s sake, raise not 
A quarrel in the streets for me ! 

1 Attend, Slip in then ; 

This is your door. 

Eug. Will you needs quarrel then ? 

1 Attend. We must, or suffer 
This outrage. — Is’t not all your minds, sirs ? speak, 
All Yes. . 

Eug. Then I do beseech ye, let my lord 
Not think the quarrel about me ; for ’tis not. 

Enter three or four Soldiers. ' 

‘ • , ■ 

Gent. See, happily some of our galley soldiers 
Are come ashore. 

1 Attend. Come on, sir ! you shall see 
Faces enough. 

Enter certain Townsmen. 

Gent, Some one of you call to 
Opr general ! the whole roar of the town 
Comes in -npon us. — 

Marc. I have seen, sir, better ‘ [To Attendants. 
Perhaps, than that was covered ; and will yet 
See that, or spoil yours.-- ; jftghf. 

Enter Fmzmvo, THEODostA| awfi LeocadiA. - 

Phil On! why start you back ? 

Theod. Alas, sir, they are fighting. ; 

Leoc. Let’s be gone. — [MARC-ANTONioy^j/Zs, 
SeCi see, a handsome man struck down ! 

Gent. Ho, general! 

Look out I Antonio is in distress, - : 

Theod. Antonio? r' 

Leoc^ Antonio.? ’Tis he. . 
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[Rodeeigo appears on ike deck of a galkp^ 
liml, lU'liJiin.] Ho, Governor !-— ]\fake a shot 
into the town ! 

Ill part you. Bring aw’ay Antonio shot. 

Into my cabin. [lurcunt Atiendanis and Tozcmmcn. 

(Jcnt. I will do that office: 

I fear it is the last that I shall do him. 

Soldiers and Gentlemen, uith Marc- 
Ahtohio# 

Theoi. The last ? why, will he die r [Faints. 
Jmx. Since I have found him, happiness leave 
me, 

When I leave him ! [Exit. 

FML Why, Theodosia! 

My srster ! wake ! Alas, I grieved but now 
To see the streets so full, and now I grieve 
To see them left so empty : I could wish 
Tumult himself were here, that yet at least 
Amongst the band I might espy some face 
So pale and fearful, that would willingly 
Emibrace an errand for a cordial, 

Or aqua-mta, or a cup of sack, 

Or a physician. But to talk of these 

She breathes ’—Stand up 1 oh, Theodosia ! 

Speak but as thou wert wont; give but a sigij, 
"V^ich is but the most unhappy piece of life, 

And I will ever after worship sadness. 

Apply myself to grief, prepare and build 
Altars to sorrow ! ' ■ ; 

Theoi. Oh,;,Philippo, help me ! 

Phil I do t, These are my arms, Philippe’s arms,' 
Thy brother’s arms, that hold thee up. • 

Tkeod, You help me 

To life ; but I would see Antonio : 
That’»;^Md. ... - ■■■"> ' ' 

P ML Thojy;||]^l| jee afiy, thing. How dost thou ? 

, Theoi. 

Phil. Why, that’s Weih <^ll up 
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Thy senses, and uncloud thy covered spirits. 

How now ? 

T//eod. Recovered. But Antonio J 
Where is he ? 

PAf/. We will find him. Art thou well? 

Theod. Perfectly well, saving the miss of him. 
And I do charge you here, by our alliance, 

And by the lov-e which would have been betwixt us, 
Knew we no kindred ; by that killing fear, 
Mingled with twenty thousand hopes and doubts, 
Which you may think placed in a lover’s heart, 
And in a virgin’s too when she wants help, 

To grant me your assistance to find out 
This man, alive or dead ! and I will pay you» 

In service, tears, or pray’rs, a world of wealth ; 
But other treasure I have none. Alas 1 
You men have strong hearts ; but we feeble maids 
Have tender eyes, which only given be 
To blind themselves, crying for what they see. 
Fhil. Why dost thou charge me thus ? Havel 
been found 

Slow to perform, what I could but imagine 
Thy wishes were ? Have I at any time 
Tendered a business of mine own, beyond 
A vainity of thine ? Have I not been 
As if I were a senseless creature, made 
To serve thee without power of ^ue&tioning? 

If so, why fear’st thou ? ■ n ;? .Ci : ; 

Theod. I am satisfied. ^ 

Phil. Come then, let’s go !— -Where’s Leocadia? 
Theod. I know not, sir. 

Phil Where’s Leocadia? 

Theod. I do not know. 

Phil. Leocadia ! 

This tumult made the streets as dead as night ; 

A man may talk as freely ! what’s become 
Of Leocadia? a 

Thmd. She is run away. 
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Phil. Be gene, and let ns never more behold 
Each other's face, till we may, both together, 
Easterj onr eyes on her I Accursed be 
Those tender cozening names of Charity, 

And Natural Affection ! they have lost 
hie, only by observing them, what cost. 

Travel, and fruitless wishes, may in vain 
Search through the world, but never lind again. 

Thend, Good sir, be patient 1 1 have done no fault 
Worthy this banishment, 

Phil, Yes; Leocadia, 

The lady so distress’d, who was content 
To lay her story, and to lay her heart 
As open as her story to yourself ; 

"Who was content that I should know her sex, 
Before dissembled, and to put herself 
Into my conduct ; whom 1 undertook 
Safely to guard ; is in this tumult lost I 
Th£<d. And can I help it, sir? 

No ; ’would thou couldst ! 

You might have done, but for that zeafd religion 
You women bear to swoonings : You do pick 
Your times to faint, when somebody isffy , 
Bound or by nature, or by love, or service, 

To raise you from that well-dissembled deatli : 
Inform me but of one that has been found 
Dead in her private chamber by herself, 

Where sickness would no more forbear than here, 
And I will quit the rest for ben. 

Theoi. I know not >- 

What they hiay do, and how they may dissemble; 
But, by my troth; I did noL . y, 

PhU, By my troth, * - 

’Wopld I had tried ! ’would I haMet thee lain, 
And. follow’d her ! '■ 

Tr^eod..^^:V^^|i4.yqu;;.h;^''id.one so, ...j 
Bather tfian'tiiWi^tt^^i|iihepa’«^Antonio? 
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Phil Why dost thou vex me with these ques- 
tions f . i; 

ril tell thee where; he’s carried to the galHes, 
There to be chain’d, and row, and beat, and row 
With knotted ropes, and pizzles ; if he swoon, 

He has a dose of biscuit. 

Theod. I am glad 
He is alive. . 

Phil. Was ever man thus troubled? 

Tell me where Leocadia is ! 

Theod. Good brother. 

Be not so hasty, and I think I ban : 

You found no error in me, when I first 
Told you she was a woman ; and, believe me, 
Something I have found out which makes methink, 
Nay, almost know so well, that I durst swear 
She follow’d hurt Antonio. 

Phil. What do we 

Then lingering here ? We will aboard the gallies, 
And find her. [Gomg. 

Mnter the Govermr, two Attendants^ and the Towns- 



God. Made he a shot into the town ? 

1 Attend. iit dLiA, sir. 

Gov. Call back those gentlemen. 

1 Attendi The Governor : 

Commands you back* 

Phil. We will obey him, sir. 

Gov. You gavehini cause to shoot, I know : He is 
So far from rash offence, and holds with me 
Such curious friendship — Could not one of you 
Have call’d me while ’twas doing? Such an uproar, 
Before my door too ? 

I Towns. By my troth, sir, 

We were so busy in the public cause. 

Of our own private falling out, that we forgot it. 


552 LQrm:WmmMAGt. [act iv. 

At borne we see now you were not; ;lull as soon 
Ah the shot made os fiy,-,ire ran away ... 

As last as we could to seek your honour. 

Gon. Twas gravely done I but no man tells the 
cause, 


Or chance, or what it was, that made you difter. 

! Towns. For my part, sir, if there were any that 
I knew of, the shot drove it out of my head. — 
Do you know any neighbours ? 

AIL Not we, not we. 

G(fo. Not we ? — Nor can you tell ? 

1 Attend. No other cause, 

But the oldquarrelbetwixt the town and the gallies. 

Gov. Come nearer, gentlemen ! What are your 
' names ? 

Phil. i\Iy name Philippo. 

Theod. And mine Tiieodoro. 

Gov Strangers you are, it seems. 

Phil, Newly arrived. 

Gov. Then you are they begun this tumult, 

Phil. No, sir. . 

Gov. Speak one of you. 

1 Attend. They arc not; I can quit 'em. i 

Theod. Yet we saw part, and an unhappy part^ 
Of this debate ; a long-sought friend of ours 
Struck down for dead, and borne unto the gallies j 
His name is Marc-Antonio. .. .. 

Phil, And another ^ - 

Of our own company, a gentleman , • 

Of noble birth,, besides accompanied ' 

With all the gifts of Nature, ravish’d hence 
We know not how, in this dissention.— ^ 

'Gm. Get you home all, and work; and when I 
■ hear ; 

You ipfeddie with a weapon any more, 

But those belonging to, your trades. I’ll lay you 
Whereyour best casps^ri shalllM»rdly find you.— 
: '.'y ,'-.’ ()^eunt Tmnmen, 
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X am sorry, gentlemen, I troubled you, 

Being both strangers, by your tongues, and looks^ 
Of worth : To make ye some part of amends, 

If there be any thing in this poor town 
Of Barcelona that you would command. 
Command me ! X ' 

Theod. Sir, this wouftdgd gentleman, 

If it might please you, if yhtiii^Dower and love 
Extend so far, I would be glad*?b wish 
Might be removed into the town for cure ; 

The gallies stay not ; and his wmund, 1 know, 
Cannot endure a voyagei afe ^ - ^ ; 

Gon. Sirj;:he!::shalLf';f'P^^ . - ■ 

I warrant you.— Go call me hither, sirrah, X " 
One of my other servants, \_EMt 1st Attendant. 
Phil. And besides, 

The gentleman we lost, signor Francisco, 

Shall he be render’d too ? 

Enter a Servant. 

Gov. And he, sir, too.— Go, sirrah, bear this ring 
To Roderigo, my most noble friend. 

The general of the gallies : Tell him this. 

. [Talks apart to his Servant. Exit Servant. 
Theod. Now we shall have ’em both. 

Phil, Blest be thy thoughts - . 

For apprehending this ! blest be thy breath 
For uttering it ! X: 

Gov. Come, gentlemen, you shall 
Enter my roof ; and I will send for surgeons. 
And you shall see your friends here presently. 
Theod. His name was Marc-Aatonio, 

Gov. I know it, 

And have sent word so. 

Phil. Did you not forget 
Francisco’s name ? 

Gov. Nor his. You are truly welcome ; 



The same word often over : You are welcome, 




Before the House of the Go'sermr. 


Enter ^fARC-AsTosrro, carried by two Soldiers, 
Leocaoia and the Serimitfoliowwg, 

Serv. This is the house, sir. 

Marc. Enter it, I pray you ; 

For I am faint, although 1 think my wound 
Be nothing. — Soldiers, leave ns now j I thank you, 
] Sold. Heaven send you health, sir* 

Serv. Let me lead you in. 

Marc. My wound’s not in my feet ; I shall en- 
treat ’em, 

I hope, to bear me so far, {Evit with the Servant. 
fi Sold. How seriously 

These land-men fled, when our general made 
A shot, as if he had been a warning 
To call ’em to their hall ! 

1 Sold, I cannot blame ’em : 

What a man have they now in the town . 

Able to maintain a tumult, or uphold 
A matter out of square, if need Ije ? Oh, 

The guiet hurly-burlies that I have seen 
In this town, when we have fought four hours to- 

And not sO' impertinent 

Or modest to ask why r ; - 
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But now the pillars that bare up this blessed 
Town in that regular debate, and scrambiingj 
Are dead, the more’s the pity. 

2 Sold. Old Ignatio 
Lives still. 

1 Sold. Yes, I know him ; he will do 
Prettily well at a man’s liver : But where 
Is there a man now living in the town 
That hath a steady hand, and understands 
Anatomy well ? If it come 
To a particular matter of the lungs. 

Or the spleen, why, alas I Ignatio is to seek. 

Are there any such men left as I have known, 
That would say they would hit you in this place 
Is there ever a good artist^' ; ; * 

Or a member-piercer, or a small-gut-nian. 

Left in the town ? Answer me that. 

2 Sold. ’Mass, 

I think there be not. 

1 Sold. No, I warrant thee. 

Come, come; ’tis time we were at the gallies. 

\Exeunf, 

E IIL;. ; 

Enter Gowrwor, Eugenia, Marc- Antonio, Phi- 
iippo, Theodosia, Imogadi a, and Attendants. 

Gm. Sir, you may know by what I said already 
You may command my house ; but I must beg 
Pardon to leave you. If the public business 
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Forced me not from you, I myself sliouki call it 
Unmannerly ; but, good sir, do you give it 
A milder name. It shall not be an hour 
Ere I return. 

Marc, Sir, I was ne’er so poor 
In my own thoughts, as that I want a means 
To requite this with. 

Go^. Sir, within this hour. . {Exit. 

Marc, Is this the kdy that I quarreli’d for? 

. {Apart. 

Oh, Lust, if wounds cannot restrain thy power, 
Let shame ! Nor do I feel my hurt at all, 

Nor is it aught ; only I was wmll beaten. 

If I pursue it, all the civil world. 

That ever did imagine the content 
Found in the band'^ of man and wife unbroke, 

Tire reverence due to households, or the bleaiisli 
Tliat may be stuck upon posterity, 

Wii! catch me, bind me, burn upon my forehead, 

“ This is the wounded stranger, that, received 

For charity into a house, attempted” 

I will not do it. {Going, 

Eug. Sir, how do you now, 

That you walk off? 

Marc. Worse, madam, than I was; 

But it will over. • 

Eug. Sit, and rest a while ! 

Marc. Where are the surgeons ? 

Eug. Sir, it is their manner, 

When they have seen the wound, especially 
The patient being of w'orth, to go consult 
(Which they are now at in another room) 

About the dressing. ^ 

Marc. Madam, i do feel 
Myself not well. ^ 

Theod. Mm \ „ ■ 

Zeoc. How 
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Marc. No, good madam ’tis not 
So violent upon me, nor 1 think 
Any thing dangerous : But yet there are 
Some things that sit so heavy on my conscience, 
That will perplex my mind, and stop ray cure ; 
So that unless I utter ’em, a scratch, 

Here on my thumb, will kill me. — Gentlemen, 

I pray you leave the room, and come not in. 
Yourselves, or any other, tilt I have 
Open’d myself to this most-honour’d lady! 

Phil. We will not. 

Theod. Oh, blessed ! he’ll discover now 
His love to me. 

Leoc. Now he will tell the lady 
Our contract ' 

[Exeunt all but Eugenio and Mabc-Antonio. 
Eug. I do believe he will confess to me 
The wrong he did a lady in the streets ; 

But I forgive him. 

Marc. Madam, I perceive 
Myself grow worse and worse. 

Eug. Shall I call back 
Your friends ? 

Marc. Oh, no I but, ere I do impart 
What burthens me so sore, let me entreat you 
(For there is no trust in these surgeons) 

'To look upon my wound ; it is perhaps 
My last request : But tell nae truly too, 

(That must be in) how far yoii do imagine 
It will have power upon me. 

Eug. Sir, I will. 

Marc. For Heaven’s sake, softly ! Oh ! I must 
needs lay 

My head down easily, whilst you do it. 

Eug. Do, sir. — 

’Tis but an ordinary blow ; a child 
Of mine has had a greater, and been well ; 
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Are you faint-liearted ? 

Oh! 

Bug. Why do you sigh? 

There is no danger in the world in this : 

I wonder it should make a man Sit down.® 

„What do you mean? why do you kiss my breasts? 
Lift up your head ; your wound may well endure it. 

3Iarc. Oh, madam, may I not e-xpress affection, 
(Dying affection too, I fear) to those 
That do me favours, such as this of yours ? 

Bug. If you mean so, ’tis well : But what’s the 
business 

Lies on your conscience ? 

Marc. I will tell you, madam. 

Bug. Tell me, and laugh ? 

Marc. But I will tell you true, 

Though I do laugh : I know as well as you, 

My wound is nothing ; nor the power of earth 
Could lay a wound upon me in your presence, 
That I could feel : But I do laugh to thiuk 
How covertly, how far beyond the reach 
Of men, and wise men too, we shall deceive ’em. 
Whilst they imagine I am talking here ' ' 

With that short breath I have, ready to swoon 
At every full point ; you my ghostly mother 
To hear my sad confession ; you and f - 
Will on that bed within, prepared for me. 

Debate the matter privately. 

Bug. Forbear! 

Thou wert but now as welcome to this house 
As certain cures to sick men, and just now 
This sudden alteration makes thee look 
Like plagues come to infect it ; if thou knew’st 
How loathsome thou wilt be/l&bu wouldst entreat 
These walls or posts to help thee to a hurt, 

* I ttmdcr it shuid ma&e Corrected in 177 S. 


sgg 


Scene III] LOVE’S PILGRIMAGE. 

Past thy dissimulation. 

Marc. Gentle madam, 

Call ’em not in ! 

Eug. I will not yet; this place 
I know to be within the reach of tongue 
And ears; thou canst not force me ; therefore hear 
me 

What I will tell thee quickly : Thou art bom 
To end some way more disesteem’d than this ; 

Or, which is worse, to die of this hurt yet. — 
Come, gentlemen ! 


Enifer Leoc:Ai>ia. 


.Marft^^Croodi 'madani' 


Eug. Gentlemen ! 


Zeoc. Madam, how is’t? Is Marc- Antonio well ? 
Methinks your looks are alter’d, and I see 
A strange distemper in you. 

Eug. I am wrought 

By that dissembling man, that fellow, worth 
Nothing but kicking. 


• Enter Philippo and Theodosia. 

Xcoc. Gentle madam, speak 
To me alone ! let not them understand 
His fault ! he will repent it, I dare jswear. 
Eug. I’ll tell it you in private.-^, , 

Fhil. Marc-Antonio, ^ 

HoW:Ao;ydu|s,:::;;’;'';:.^ . ^ 

Marc. Stand further oif, I pray you ; 
Give me .some air. 

Theod. Good brother, will he ’scape ? 
The surgeons say there is no danger. 
’Scape? 

No doubt he will.— 
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/ftT. Alas, wil! lie not leave 
Til’s Irving all? — Alaclam, 1 do beseech j'ou 
Lei we l,!ut speak to him, you and tlsese. by, 

And I dare almost promise 3 ''ou to make him 
fJu’W hiinieii' indy .sorrou'ful to juju, < 

iJesitles, a story I shall open to you, '* 

Kot put in so good words, but in itself ! 

S<? t'ull of chance, that you will easily ! 

Forgive my tediousness, and be well pleased ' 

V'ith that so much afflicts me. 

Eifg. Good sir, do. 

Leoc. And I desire no interruption 
Of speech may trouble me, till 1 have said j 

Vhat I wit! quickly do. , j 

Tht:.cd. What will she say? ■ 

r,n;j:. Come. gentlemen, I prayyoulendyourcars, 

And keep your voices. 

Lax, Sigtior Alarc- Antonio, 

liow t!o you r J 

Marc. Oh, the surgeons! [ 

Lax. Let me tell you, 

Who know as well as you, you do dissemble, ' : 

it is no time to do so ; leave the thoughts 
1 Of this vain world, forget your flesh and blpo^,: i 

And make your spirit an untroubled way ' 

y, ■ To pass to what it ought. 

T Blare. You are not in earnest ? ■ i 

; I walk, sir, and am well. i 

/ . £wc. Tis true _ ■ | 

■ ' That you can rvalk, and do believe you’re well: 

y v'Vi;,;,. It is the nature, as your surgeons say, ' | 

\.v i;? . ; Of thcsc wo«nds, for a man to go, and talk, ' 

i . - Nay merrily, till bis last hoftr, his minute : . ; ' 

Tor Heaven sake, sir, sit down again ! 

Marc. Alas, 

■Where a® the surgeons? i 

Xeoc. sir, they ’^iil not come j 
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If they should dress you, you would die, they say. 
Ere one toid twenty. Trouble not your mind, 
Keep your head warm, and do not stir your body, 
And you may live an hour. 

Marc. Oh, Heavens, an hour ? 

Alas, it is too little to remember 

But half the wrongs that I have done: How short 

Then for contrition, and how least of all 

For satisfaction ! 

Leoc. But you desire 

To satisfy ? ^ 

Marc. Heaven knows, I do ! 

Leoc. Then know 

That I am he, or she, or what you will. 

Most wrong’d by you, your Leocadia, • 

(I know you must remember me) 

Marc. Oh, Heaven! 

Jjeoc. That lost her friends, that lost her father’s 
house, 

That lost her fame in losing of her sex. 

With these strange garments : There is no excuse 
To hinder me it is within your power 
To give me satisfaction j you have time 
Left in this little piece of life to do it : 

Therefore I charge you for your conscience’ sake. 
And for our fame, which I would fain have live 
When both of us are dead, to celebrate 
That contract, which you have both seal’d and. 

■ sworn,;'; ^ 

Yet ere you die ; which must he hastily, Am 
Heaven knows. ^ ^ - 

Marc. Alas, the sting of conscience 
To death-ward for our faults 1 Draw nearer all, 

^ -0*^^ There is m:€Mme ^ 

. 'To liiBcier me,] Tliat isj tliat cam Be- aU' hsEdrance, to 

, 'S 'c , 
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And hear what I, unhappy man, shall say.— 

First, madam, I desire your pardon ; next, 

(I feel my spirits fail me !) gentiemen, 

Let me shake hands with you, and let’s he friends; 
For I have done wrong upon wrong so thick, 

I know not where, that every man inethinks 
Should be mine enemy ; forgive me both ! 

Lastly, ’tis true (oh, I do feel the power 
Of death seize on me 1) tliat I was contracted 
By seal and oath to Leocadta ; 

(I must speak fast, because I fear my life 
Will else be shorter than my speech would be) 
But ’tis impossible to satisfy 
You, Leocadia, but by repentance, 

Tiioiigh I can dyingly and boldly say 
I know not your dishonour ; yet that was 
Your virtue, and not minCj you know it well : 

But herein lies the impossibility ; 

(Oh I Theodosia, Theodosia!) 

I was betroth’d to Theodosia, 

Before I ever saw thee ; Heaven forgive me ! 

She is my wife this half-hour whilst I live. 

Theod. That’s I, that’s I ! Fm Theodosia. 

Hear me a little now, who have not suffer’d 
Disgrace at ail metbinks, since you confess 
What I so long have sought for. Here is with me 
Philippo too, my brother. 

Marc. I am glad ; 

All happiness to him ! Come, let me kiss thee, 
Beg pardon of that maid for my offence ; 

And let me further, with a dying breath, 

Tell in thine ear the rest of my desires. 

IJVhispers Theodosia. 
Eug. I am afraid they will all four turn women, 
If we hold longer talk. 

Xeoc, Alas, there is 
No hope for me ; that’s Theodosia, 
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And that her brother. I am only sorry 
I was beholding to ’em ; I will search 
Over the world, as careless of my fortunes 
As they of me, till I can meet a curse 
Tomake these almost-killing sorrows worse ! [Exit. 

Theod. Sir, as I live, she lied, only to draw 
A just confession from you, which she bath; 

A happy one for me ! Ask of this lady, 

Ask of my brother. 

Eug. Sir, she did dissemble ; 

Your wound is nothing. 

Phil. Leocadia’s gone ! [Exit, 

Theod. Rise up, stir yourself; ’tis but amaze- 
ment 

And your imagination that afflicts you 
Look you, sir, now ! [He rises, 

Jf Arc. I think ’tis so, indeed. 

Theod. The surgeons do not come, because they 
swear 

It needs no dressing. 

Eug. You shall talk with ’em 
Within, for your own fancy. 

Marc. Where’s your brother, 

AhdLeocadia? 

Eug. Within, belike. 

Marc. I feel myself, methinks, as well as ever^ 
Eug. Keep then your mind so too,; I do forgive 
The fault you did to me ; but here^is one 
Must not be wrong’d hereafter. 

Marc. Neither shall she ; 

When I make jests of oaths again, or make 
My lust play with religion j when I leave 
To keep true joys for her, and yet within 
Myself true sorrow for my passed deeds ; 

May I want grace when I would fain repent. 

And find a great and sudden punishment! 

[Exeunt, 
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ACT V. SCENE I. 


J Street. 


Enter Philippo, Diego, and Incubo. 

Phil Where is mine host ? did not he see him 
neither? 

DJego. Not I, i’faith, sir. 

Phil, Nor the muleteer ? 

Inc. Nay, he’s past seeing, unless it be in’s sleeps 
By this tiine; all his visions were the pots, 

Three hours since, sir. 

Phil. Which way should she take ? 

Nay, look you now ! do you ail stand still ? Good 
Heaven ! 

You might have lighted on him. Now, this instant ! 
For love’s sake, seek him out ! Whoever finds him, 
I will reward his fortune as his diligence. 

Get all the town to help, that will be hired ; 
Their pains I’ll turn to an annual holiday, 

If it shall chance but one bring word of her : 
Pray you, about it! 

Inc, Her, sir ? who do you mean ? 

Phil I had forgot, myself; the page, I meant. 
That came along with ns. 

Diego. He you gave the clothes to ? 

PhU, I gave the clothes to, rgseal ? 

Diego. Nay, good sir ! 

Phil. Why dost thou mention or upbraid my 
courtesies, 

Slave? '' y'- ' 
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Diego. For your honour, sir. 

Phil Wretch ! I was honour’d, 

That she should wear ’em (he, I would say) ’sdeath ! 
Go, get and find him out, or never see me. — 

I shall betray my love, ere I possess it. 

Some star direct me, or ill planet strike me ! [Exit. 
Inc. Best to divide. 

Diego. I’ll this way. 

Inc. And I this. 

Diego. I, as you, find him for a ryal ! 

Inc. ’Tis done.® 

Diego. My course is now directly to some pie- 
house; 

I know the pages’ compass. 

Inc. I think rather 

The smock side o’ th’ town, the surer harbour 
At his years to put in. 
jDiego. If I do find 

The hungry haunt, I take him by the teeth now. 
Inc. I by the tail ; yet I as you ! 

Diego. No more. [Exeunt. 

® J, as you, him for a ryal ! 

lac* ^Tis doiie,^ This appears to have been the language of the 
time in laying a wager. So Incubo afterward says, 

I by the tail; yeti as you. 

In Troilus and Cressida, Pandarus says. 

The falcon as the tiercel, for all the ducks in the river 

meaning, that he would bet on the side of the falcon against the 

tierceh^Miason, 

It has been before observed, that wagers were as fashionable, and 
perhaps still more extravagant in our authors' days, than- in our 
mm. See vol, XL p* 355* " • 
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SCENE IL 
Amt her Street. 


Enter Philippo. 

Phil. Dear Leocadia, where canst thoE be fled 
Thus, like a spirit, hence? and in a moment? 
What cloud can hide thee from my following search, 
if yet thou art a body ? Sure she hath not 
Ta'cn any house : She did too late leave one 
Where all humanity of a place received her, 

And would, if she had stay’d, have help’d to riglit 
The wrong her fortune did her. Yet she must 
Be cntciAf somewhere, or be found ; no street, 
Lane, passage, corner, turn, hath 'scaped enquiry. 
If her tlespair had ravish’d her to air, 

She could not yet be rarified so. 

But some of us should meet her : Though their eyes 
Perhaps be leaden, and might turn, mine would 
Strike out a lightning for her, and divide 
A mist as thick as ever darkness was, 

Nay, see her through a quarry : They do lie, 

Lie grossly, that say Love is blind •, by him, 

And Heaven, they lie ! be has a sight can pierce 
Through ivory, as clear as it were horn, 

And reach his object. 

Enter Incubo. 

Inc. Sir, he’s found, he’s found 1 

PML Ha? where?' But reach that happy note 
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And let it relish truth, thou art au angel. 

Inc. He’s here; fast by, sir; calling for a boat 
To go aboard the gallics. 

Phil. Where, where ? Hold thee ! 

[Gives money y and exit, 
Inc. He might ha’ kept this now, I had nought 
to shew for’t. 

If he had had the wit to have gone from’s word : 
These direct men, they are no men of fashion ; 
Talk what you will, this is a very smelt. [Exit, 


SCENE III. 


A Room in the House of the Surgeon. 


Enter Leonardo, with the Surgeon. 

^eo. Uponyourart, sir, and your faith to assist it, 
Shall I believe you then his wound’s not mortal.^ 
Surg. Sir, ’tis not worth your question, less your 
fear. 

Leo. You do restore me, sir; I pray you accept 
This small remembrance of a father’s thanks, 

For so assured a benefit. 

Surg. !]|xcuse me ! 

Leo. Sir, I can spare it, and must not believe 
But that your fortune may receive’t ; except 
You’d ha’ me think you live not by your practice. 
Surg. I crave your pardon, sir ; you teach me 
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Leo, I crave your love and friendship j and re- 
quire, 

As I have made now both myself and business 
A portion of your care, you will but bring me. 
Under the person of a call’d assistant, 

To his next opening ; where I may but see him, 
And utter a few words to him in private, 

And you will merit me : For I am loth, 

Since here £ have not to appear myself, 

Or to be known unto the Governor, 

Or make a tumult of my purpose. 

Surg. Neither 

I hope will be your need, sir ; I shall bring you 
Both there, and off again, without the hazard. 

[Exeunt. 


SCENE IV. 


The Harbour. 


Enter Philippo and Leocadia. 

Phil Will you not hear me ? 

Lmc. I have heard so much 
Will keep me deaf for ever ! No, Marc»Antouio, 
After thy sentence, I may hear no mor€ : 

Thou hast pronounced me dead ! 

PhiL Appeal to Reason : 

She vsrill reprieve you from the power of grief, 
Which rules but in her absence : Hear me say 
A sovereign message from her, which in duty, 
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And love to your own safety, you ought hear. 
Why do you strive so ? whither would you fly ? 
You cannot wrest yourself away from care, 

You may from counsel ; you may shift your place. 
But not your person ; and another clime 
Makes you no other. 

£eoc. Oh! 

jPkii. For passion’s sake, 

(Which I do serve, honour, and love in you) 

If you will sigh, sigh here ; if you would vary 
A sigh to tears, or outcry, do it here ! 

No shade, no desart, darkness, nor the grave, 
Shall be more equal to your thoughts than I. 
Only but hear me speak ! 

Xeoc. What would you say ? ’ 

Fkil That which shall raise your heart, or pull 
do\«^n mine, 

Quiet your passion, or provoke mine own ; 

We must have both one balsam, or one wound. 
For know, loved fair, since the first providence 
Made me your rescue, I have read you through. 
And with a wond’ring pity looked on you ; 

I have observed the method of your blood. 

And waited on it even with sympathy 
Of a like red and paleness in mine own ; 

I knew which blush was Anger’s, which was Love’s, 
Which was the eye of Sorrow, which of Truth ; 
And could distinguish honour from disdain 
In every change ; and you are worth my study. 

I saw your voluntary misery 
Sustain’d in travel : A disguised maid. 

Wearied with seeking, and with finding lost ; 
Neglected, where you hoped most, or put by; 

I saw it, and have laid it to my heart: 

And though it were my sister which was righted, 
Yet being by your wrong, I put oflP nature. 

Could not be glad, where I was bound to triumph, 
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My care for you so drown’d respect of her ; 

Nor (lid I ouls* apprehend your bonds, 

But studied your release j and for that day 
Have I made up a ransmii, hroucvht you health, 
Preservative gainst chance, nr injuryj 
Please vmi apply it to tiie grief; myself. 

Itvv' Humh ! 

Phi/. Nuy, do not think me less tiun such a cure. 
Antoaio was not; and, 'ti.s possible, 

Phiiippn may .succeed : My blood and house 
Are as deep-rooted, and as fairly spread, 

As Marc-Antonio’s ; and in that all seek, 

Fortune hath given him no precedency : 

As for our thanks to Nature, 1 may burn 
Incense as much as he; I ever durst 
Walk witli Antonio by the self-same light 
At any feast, or triumph, and ne'er cared 
Which side my lady or her woman took 
In their survey ; I durst have told my tale too, 
Though his discourse new ended. 

Leoc, My repulse — — 

Phil, Let not that torture you, whkh makes me 
happy ; 

Nor think that conscience, fair, which is no shame : 
’Twas no repulse; it was your dowry rather;® 
For then methought a thousand graces met 
To make you lovely, and ten thousand stories 
Of constant virtue, whicii you then out-reach’d, 
In one example did proclaim you rich : 

Nor do 1 think you wretched, or disgraced, 

After this suffering, and do therefore take 
Advantage of your need ; but rather know 
Yon are the charge and business of those powers, 
Who, like best tutors, do inflict hard tasks 
Upon great natures, and of noblest hopes. 

» ’Tt>as norepulse,lw(is gour dsisrjl r(^&er,1 Correciedia 177S« 
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Read trivial lessons, and half lines to slugs; 

They that live long, and never feel mischance. 
Spend more than half their age in ignorance. 
Leoc. ’Tis well you think so. 

Phil You shall think so too ; 

You shall, sweet Leocadia, and do so. 

Leoc. Good sir, no more ! you have too fair a 
shape 

To^ play so foul a part in as the tempter : 

Say that I could make peace with Fortune, who. 
Who should absolve me of my vow yet? ha? 

My contract made ? 

Phil, Your contract ? 

Leoc, Yes, my contract : 

Am I not his ? his wife ? • 

Phil. Sweet, nothing less. 

Leoc. I have no name then ? 

P&7. Truly then, you have not : 

How can you be his wife, who was before 
Another’s husband ? 

Leoc. Oh, though he dispense 
With his faith given, I cannot with mine. 

Phil. You do mistake, clear soul ; his pre-contract 
Both annul yours, and you have given no faith 
That ties you in religion, or humanity ; 

You rather sin against that greater precept, 

To covet what’s another’s ; sweet, you do : 
Believe me, who dare not urge dishonest things ! 
Remove that scruple therefore, and but take 
Your dangers now into your judgment’s scale, 
And weigh them with your safeties: Think but 
whither 

Now you can go ; what you can do to live ; 

How near you ha’ barred all ports to your own 
succour. 

Except this one that I here open, love. 

Should you be left alone, you were a prey 
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Tt! the wild lu&t of any, who would look 
Upon this shape like a temptation, 

AtuI think you want the man you personate ; 
Would not regard this shift, which love put on 
As virtue forc’d, hut covet it like vic:e ; 

So shcnild you live the slander of each sex, 

And be tlie child of error and of shame ; 

And, which is worse, even Marc-4ntony 
Would be call’d just, to turn a wanderer ofl', 

And fame report you worthy his contempt ; 
Where, if you make new choice, and. settle here, 
There is no further tumult in this flood, 

Each current keeps his course, and all suspicions 
Shall return honours. Game you forth a maid ? 

Go home a wife : Alone ? and in disguise ? 

Go home a waited Leocadia : 

Go home, and, by the virtue of that charm, 
Transfomr all mischiefs, as you are transform’d ; 
Turn your offended father’s wrath to wonder. 

And all his loud grief to a silent welcome ; 

Unfold the riddles you have made. What say you ? 
Now is the time ; delay is but despair ; 

If you be chang’d, let a kiss tell me so ! 

{Kisses hhr. 

Leoc. I am ; but how, I rather feel than knoyr. 

Enter Sanchio carried, Aiphonso and Servants. 

Sane. Come, sir ; you are welcome now to Bar- 
celona. 

Take off my hood. fS;; 

Phil. Who be these ? Stay, let’s view ’em 1 
, JlpL ’Twajs a long journey j are you not weary, 

' :■ .. sir r 

Sane. Weary ? I could have rid it in mine ar- ' 

"'''■'"imour. ' . 

Leoc, Alas ' 

"'-'"v g.-' ■ 
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PhU. What ail you, dear? 

Leoc. Ir is mj father. 

Your father? which? 

Leoc. lie that is carried : Ob, 

Lei us make heuce! 

Phil. For love’s sake, good my heart i 
Leoc. Into some house, before he see me. 

Phil Dear, . 

Be not thus frighted. 

Leoc. Oh, his wrath is tempest, 

Phil. Sweet, take your. spirit to you, and stay, 
Be’t he, . 

He cannot know you in this habit ; and me 
I’m sure he less knows, for he never saw me. 
Alph. Ha! who is that my son Philippo ?' 
Phil. Sir! 

Alph. Why, what make you here ? Is this Sa- 
lamanca ? 

And that your study ? ha?— Nay, stay him too ; 
We’ll see him, by his leave. \They hold them, 
Serv. You must not strive, sir, 

Alph. No, no; come near. 

Sa7ic. My daughter? Leocadia? 

Alph. How, sir ! your daughter ? 

Sane. Yes, sir ,* and as sure 
As that’s your son. — Come hither ! What now ? run 
Out p’ your sex ? breech’d ? Was it not enough 
At once to leave thy father, and thine honour, 
Unless thou had’st quit thyself too ? 

Phil. Sir, what fault 
She can be urged of/ I must take on me 

® She can he urged Sympson thinks that we ought to resid 
— urged witL The editors [of 177S] support the present reading by 
remarking, that in the old authors, qf h often used in the sense of 
wM, The assertion is true, but not applicable to the present pas» 
sage ; for the expresson here used— ^ 

The faults she can be urged of^ 

Is a Latinism, a translation of urgetur crimimm * — Mason^ 
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The guiit and punishment. 

Sane. You must, sir? How 
If you shall not, though you must? I deal not 
With boys, sir, I : You have a father here 
Shall do me right. 

Alph. Thou art not mad, Philippo? 

Art thou iMarc-Autony, son to Leonardo ? 

Our business is to them. [Leocadia slips mt. 
Sane. No, no, no, no ! 

rU ha* the business now, With you, none else. 
Pray you let’s speak in private.-^Carry me to 
him. — 

Your son’s the ravisher, sir; and here I find him. 

I hope 5’ou'll give me cause to think you noble, 
And^do me right, with your sword, sir, as becomes 
One gentleman of honour to another : 

All this is fair, sir; here's the sea fast by ; 

Upon the sands we will determine. 

’Tis that I call you to ; let’s make no days on’t j 
ril lead your way. — ^To the sea-side, rascals ! 
Fhil Sir, 

I would beseech your stay ; he may not follow 
you. r 

Sam. No? — Turn. — I’ll kill him here then. — 
Slaves, rogues, blocks. 

Why do you not bear me to him ? Ha’ you been 
Acquainted with my motions, logs, so long, 

And yet not know to time ’em ? 

Phil, Were you, sir, 

Not impotent- 

Alph. Hold you your peace, boy! 

Sane. Impotent? 

’Death, I’ll cut his throat first, and then his fa- 
ther’s. 

Alph, You must provide you then a sharper 
razor 

Than is your tongue j for I not fear your sword. 
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I Sane. ’Heart, bear me to either of ’em ? 

I FML Pray, sir, your patience. 

; Enter Governor and Attendanis. 

‘ Alpk. My curse light on thee, if thou stay him ! 
f PkU. Hold ! 

Gov. Why, \v.hat’s the matter, gentlemen ? what 
tumult 

Is this you raise i’ th’ street ? before my door ? 

' Know you what ’tis to draw a weapon here ? 

I Sane. Yes, and to use it.'^Bear me up to him, 

[ rogues, ' ■ ' / o 

• Thus, at a traitor’s heart ! 

Alph. Truer than thine. 

Gov. Strike, strike; some of the people disarm 
’em ; 

Kill ’em if they resist, 
i Phil. Nay, generous sir, 

Let not your courtesy turn fury now. 

Gov. Lay hold upon ’em; take "away their wea- 
pons ! 

I will be worth an answer, ere we part. 

Phil. It is the Governor, sir. 

Alph. I yield myself. [Gives up his stvord. 
Sane, My sword? What think’s t thou of me? 
pray thee, tell me. 

! 1 Attend, As of a gentleman. < 

i Sane. No move? 

I 1 Attend. Of worth, 

‘ And quality. . - , 

i Sane, An I should quit my sword, . 

I There were small worth or quality in that, friend ; 

I Pray thee learn thou more worth and quality, 

K Tlian to demand it. 

! ' Gov, Force it, I say ! 

\ ! Attend, The Governor, 
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■ . A- ^ 

You hear, commands. '■ 

Sane. The Governor shall pardon me. 

How ! Leocadia gone again ? 

[E.rii PiiiLiPPO. 

Smic. He shall, friend, 

r th’ point of honour, by his leave ; s(! tell him : 
His ])erson and authority I acknowledge, 

And do submit me to it ; but my sword, 

He shall excuse me, were he fifteen governors ; 
That and 1 dwell together, and must yet, 

Till my hands part, assure him. 

Gov. I say, force it. 

[Ilis stvord is taken from him. 
Sane. Stay, hear me ! Hast thou ever read Ca- 
ranzar* 



* Caranza,} Tliis celebrated man, who was the oracle of cliici- 
lists in the davs of otir authors, and who became of course a read^ 
source of ridicule to the dramatists at a time \vhtii piiisctilicB of 
honour were carried to the most absurd heigh I, was a Spaniard 
His xame was Gerouiiuo and he entitled liis work La 

Vcri&dem Desirem ie hs Armm* Together with Pacheco de 
Narvaez, and some others, he was held in the highest esteem in 
hk own country, and conceived himself one of tire greatest of 
mortals. When he and;, his comrades became the subject of tU 
dicule^ and .fell under the lash of such men as Quevedo and Bar-» 
tolomeo Leonardo de Argensola, they not unfrequently retorted 
by burlesquing their compositions, some of tliem possessing the 
talent of rhyming in conjunction with fencing. An admirable tra* 
vestk of an ode of Luis de Leon's, by Caranza, has been printed 
from a manuscript in the Parn^o .Espannol, (vol, IX* p, IS9*) 
Cervantes celebrates his skill both in his own profession and in 
poetry in his Canto de Caliope ; and Lope de Vega tlms eulogizes 
his talents In his comedy Los Locos dc V akudaf>^ 

- — ^ — Elgrmi Cmramaf 

, A qtdm Im armm m Espmm dtbm 

■ ■ ‘ ■ Quanta mapor itstma cl arU akanzu* 

In England Camnzak pupikwere treated with the same severity by 
poets, though it does not appear they were able to retaliate upon 
these satirists with Ihuir own weapons. Beaumont and Fkichcr 
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Understandest thou honour, noble Governor? 
Gov. For that we’il have more fit dispute. 

Sa?zc. Your name, sir ? 

Gov. You shall know that too, but on colder 
terms J , 

Your blood and brain are now too hot to take it. 
Sane. Force my sword from me ? This is an af- 
front. 

Gov. Bring ’em away ! 

Sane. You’ll do me reparation ? [Exeunt. 
Enter FaiLiPFO, 

Phil. I have for ever lost her, and am lost. 

And worthily ; my tameness hath undone me ! 
She is gone hence, ashamed of roe ; yet 1 seek her; 
Will she be ever found to me again, 

Whom she saw stand so poorly, and dare nothing 
In her defence here, when I should have drawn 
This sword out, like a meteor, and have shot it 
In both our parents’ eyes, and left ’em blind 

were peculiarly arilent in this warfare, and \Tere ably seconded by 
Be^ Jonson, Massinger, and other dramatists of the time, whose 
efforts did more than all the pious invectives and religious exhor- 
tations of the puritans, unwillingly their coadjutors in this cause* 
Mr Gilford observes, that Caranza’s reputation had probably de- 
clined at tbe time when Jonson^s New Inn was written* The Host^ 
in that comedy, observes^ . v*: : 

They had their times, we caii say, they were : 

.. So. had his/’'- ■ ■ 

After the Spanish system fell into decline, duelling was almost 
banished by the sectarian republicans. But with the restoration 
of Charles IL, the practice revived, and the less ridiculously punc- 
tilious, but more savage and bloody French system gained the as- 
cendancy. Fortunately, by the introduction of the pistcl instead 
of the sword, duelling has become less ffequeilt, and, by equalizing, 
in some measure at least, the chance,, we have fewer professed ruf« 
fans and duellists. 

ziii* 2 B . 
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[Act V, 

I'nto their impotent angers ? Oh, I am worthy, 
On whom this ioss and scorn should light to death ; 
Without the pity that should wish me better, 
Either alive, or in my epitaph, 


SCENE V. 


A Romn in the Governor's House. 

. Enter Leonardo and Maec-Antonio. 

Leo, Weil, son, you^ father is too near himself. 
And hath too much of nature, to put off 
Any affection that belongs to you : 

I could have only wish’tl you had acquainted 
Her father, whom it equally concerns. 

Though you’d presumed on me ; it might have 
open’d 

An easier gate and path to both our joys : 

For though 1 am none of those flinty fathers, 
That, when their children do but natural things, 
Turn rock and offence straight, yet, J^farc-Antonio, 
All are not of my quarry. 

Marc. ’Tis my fear, sir ; 

And if hereafter I should e’er abuse 
So great a piety, it were my malice. 

Enter Attendants. 

Attend, We must entreat you gentlemen, to take 
Another room j tlx© Governor is coming 
Here, ' on some': hh.,sihesS. , ■ , ^ ^ '' 
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Enter Governor, Sawchio carried, Alphonso, and 
Attendants. 

Marc. We will give him way. 

Sane. I will have right, sir, on you (that believe,) 
If there be any marshal’s court in Spain. 

Gov. For that, sir, we shall talk. 

Sane, ox ! do not slight me, 

Though I am without a sword. 

Gov. Keep to your chair, sir. 

Sane. Pox! let me fall, and huri my chair, slaves, 
at him ! ' ' 

Gov. You are the more temper’d man, sir; let 
me entreat 

Of you, the manner how this brawl fell out. 

Alph. Fell out? I know not how, nor do I care 
much ; 

But here we came, sir, to this town together, 
Both in one business, and one wrong, engaged. 

To seek one Leonardo, an old Genoese 

I ha’saidenough ; there ! would you more ? — False 
father 

Of a false son, call’d Marc- Antonio, 

"Who had stole both our daughters ; and which 
father, 

Conspiring with his son in treachery, ' 

It seem’d, to fly our satisfaction, ! : : 

Was, as we heard, come private to this town, 
Here to take ship for Italy. ; 

Leo. You heard ’ [Coynes forward. 

More than was true then, by the fear, or falsehood : 
And though I thought ndt to reveal myself 
(Pardon my manners in’t) to you, for some 
Important reasons ; yet, being thus character’d 
And challenged, know I dare appear, and do, 

To who dares threaten. 
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Jlfarc. I say he js not worthy 
I'hc name of man, or any honest preface, 

I'hut dares report or creciit such a slander. 

Do you, sir, say it? 
yll/f/t. Sir, f do say it. 

Odf. Ilokl ! — 

Is tiiis yon.r father, signor i^Iarc-Antouio ? 

’\'ou lur-e ill rccjuited me, thus to conceal liim 
From him would honour him, and do him service. 
Leo. ’Twas not his fault, sir. 

Enter' Eugenia. 

Eng. Where's my lord ? 

Gov. Sweetheart! 

Eug. Know you these gentlemen ? they are all 
the fathers 
Unto our friends. 

Gov. So it appears, my dove. 
ismc. Sir, I say nothing : I do want a sword ; 
And till 1 have a sword 1 will say nothing. 

Eug. Good sir, command these gentlemen their 
arms ; 

Entreat ’em as your friends, not as your prisoners. 
Where be their swords ? 

Gov. Restore each man his weapon. 

Sane. It seems thou hast not read Caranza, fel- 
low: ''/w.;"' 

I must have reparation of honour, ; 

As well as this ; I find that w'onaded. “ 

Gov. Sir, ” V 

I dirl not know your quality | if I had, 

‘Tislike I should have done you more respects. 

: . Sane. It is sufficient by Caranza’s rule. 

■ JS«g.Aknowitii*.,sir. ^ 

Sane. Have Caranza, lady? 

Eug. If him that writ upon the duel, 
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He was my kinsman. 

Sane. Lady, then you know, 

By the right noble writings of your kinsman, 

My honour is as dear to me as the king’s. 

Eng. ’Tis very true, six'. 

Sane. Therefore 1 must crave 
Leave to go on now with my first dependance.^ 
Eug. What ! ba’ you more ? 

Gov. None here, good signor. 

Sa7ic. I will refer me to Caranza still. 

Eug. Nay, love, I pr’y thee letme manage this! — 
With whom is’t, sir 

Sane, With that false man Alphonso. ' 
Eug. Why, he has the advantage, sir, in legs. 
Sane. But I 

In truth, and hand, and heart, and a good sword. 
Eug. But how if he will not stand you, sir ? 
Alph, For that, 

Make it no question, lady ; I wdll stick 
My feet in earth down b)' him, where he dare. 
Sane. Oh, ’would thou wouldst ! 

Alph. I’ll do it 1 
Saj7C. Let me kiss him. 

I fear thou wilt not yet. ' A 

Why»i gentlenien, 

If you’ll proceed according to Caranza, ; 

^ M If first dcpendance.] Dependafice is here used technically, in 
the language of the Ed. 177 B -!/' ' 

The ridiculous dependences of Fletcher's contemporaries, found- 
ed on the precepts of Caranza, are constantly the butt of dramatic, 
satire. Jn Massinger's Guardian for instance — 

I have read Caranza, and find hot in his grammar 
Of quarrels, that the injured man is bound 
To seek for reparation at an hour; , 

But may, and without loss, till he hath settled 
More serious occasions that, import him, 

For a day or two defer it." 

See also voL XII. p. 4^84. 
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r . Tilethiiiks an easier way v/ere two ijood chuirs ; 

Si) you would be content, sir, to l)c buuml, 

'Cause he is lame: I’ll lit yiiu with like weapons, 
Pistols an<l poniards, and even end it, if 
Tlie diftcrcnce between you be so mortal 
It cannot be ta'en up. ® 

S'lUiC. Ta’en up r take off 
This iieiid first! . 

Alj)iu Come, bind me in a chair. 

[i/e fs bound dom-n. 

Eug. Yes, do. 

Gov. What mean you, dove ? 

Eug. Let me alone; — 

And set 'em at their distance : When you have 
' done, 

Lend me two poniards; Til have pistols ready 
Quickly, [A.nY. 

JSJw^er PniLirpo. 

.Phil. She is not here. — Warc-Antonio, 

Saw you not Leocadia ? 

Hare. Not 1, brother. 

Pldi. Brother, let’s speak with you. You were 
false unto her. 

Marc. I was, but have ask’d pardon : Why do 
you urge it? 

Phil. You were not worthy of her! 

Marc. May be I was not ; 

' But 'tis not well, you teii me so, 

^ Phil. My sister 

; '' Is not so fair 

.\'^;g\Marc. It skills not. 

< ' * Anollicr technical terra, meaning, that tlie quarrel 

can be recontakd jewt^rras of honour, , 
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Marc. Yes, she must be as virtuous. 

PUL I would fain 

Marc. What, brother ? 

PUL Strike you. 

Marc. I shall not bear strokes. 

Though I do these strange words. 

Phil. Will you not kill me ? 

Marc. For what, good brother ? 

Phil. Why, for speaking well 
Of Leocadia. 

Marc. No, indeed. 

Phil. Nor iii :; .a::;f :'- 

Of Theodosia I; ;;' . ^ 

Phil. Fare you well, then ! 

Enter Eugenia, Leocadia, Theodosia, and 
Sermnt with two Pistols. 

Eug. Nay, you shall have as noble seconds too 
As ever duellists had. Give ’em their weapons : 
Now, Saint lago I 
feizc. Are they charged ? 

Eug. Charged, sir? 

I warrant you. ‘ : 

Alph. ’Would they were well discharged ! 

Sane. I like a sword much J^etter, I confess. 
Eug. Nay, wherefore stay ypu ? Shall I mend 
your mark? : 

Strike one another thorough these ? 

Myidve^^ 

y Alph. My ;TheodosiaI!g:^;y 
Sane. I ha’ not the heart 
Alph. Nor I. 

Eugi Why, here is a dependance ended. -% 
Unbind that gentleman. — Come, take here to you 
Your sons and daughters, and befriends ! A feast 
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Waits you witbin, is better than your fray.— 
Lovers, take yon your own ; and ail forbear, 
Under tny roof, either to blush or fear ! — 

My love, wljat say you ? could tiaranza iiimseif 
Carry a business better?’ 

Gov. it is well. 

All are content, I hope ; and we well eased, 

If they, for whom we havedonc alltliis, be pleased. 

could Car&me Mm$e^ 

Carry a business bciier fj See abovei p* 4l5« 
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From tlie prologue and epilogue, it appears that this tfagedyy 
which was first published in the folio of left unfinished 

at the death of Fletcher, and that some contemporary poet com- 
pleted it ; and whoever undertook the task deserves great credit 
for the execution, having very successfully imitated FletcheFs 
style. If there is any variation perceptible, it is in the two last acts. 
The editors of 177 b remark, as Shirley is said to have, sometimes 
assisted our authors, possibly his unfinished pieces fell into that 
writer’s hands, and therefore we may impute the alterations to 
him/’ As that poet undoubtedly had a hand in The Night-Walker, 
he certainly seems to have a claim in the present instance also. It 
* may, however, be observed, that the versification is far more musical 
than the rhythm in Shirley’s dramas generally is, and that it bears a 
much closer resemblance to that of Massinger, particularly in the 
frequent resolution of words into their component syllables, which 
his late editor has remarked as being peculiarly 'prevalent in his 
compositions. Add;to this, that we •rhay- discover in the prologue 
and epilogue the very striking modesty of that amiable poet ; and 
it will not be deemed a rash conjecture, that he completed the 
unfinished work of his friend, with whom he is known, from the 
unquestionable authorities of Mr Hehslowe’s papers, and Sir Aston 
" Cockayne, to have been concerned in the dramatic partnerships so 
usual at the time. 

The Lovers’ Progress, which has. been entirely laid aside for a 
long period, is founded, as Langbaine informs us, on a French ro- 
mance, entitled, Lysander and Calista, written by M. Daudiguier. 

The play may be designated by the epithet romantic. The story 
f/as well selected^ abounding throughout with interesting situa? 


tun-^\ rierfiic licinour, lote, and fjiendbliip, are tlie mcBt clia-* 
lat'U'ri^lic iHXuliaritks i4 and tise gmtte%t dii’ect yf 

tlit' liii^ inlrydacdon yf litioH C’kjniider uf 

h\% ihtdl\ llie bufrl afulugy in the genera! chhalrfais ni^>t of 
tlu‘ fftat The iangnageanfi veiMfscatiyn ate very bearitivi thryd;!h* 
on!* awl y)iTie ^4' the tnxquyiely HiKigineo .‘o.d iiii!;*,litdL 

Tliul uIh rc- Li^anher and Calisla are pkcrd m a Mtuaiue^ tJie must 
dangeious |y their virtue, k amaagetl with ecftial truth nud cha^te- 
yf cali>i»i}og* It i$ very similar, Ici mim iwls oi Ford^ 
grily, rutiik'fi^ Lyve\ Sacrifice; pc.riit|B Inferior* in tragical clfccfe 
ami iieep pallios, btil in other re«f)ecis infinitely mure nalurul ami 
delicate. From the general romantic naliire of the tragedy, it wifi 
miturally be fctippnsed that we must not search for great diversity or 
distinct coltmring among the characters* They either partake of the 
Ifopourabk* senli.nien.ts .and.devolkMial love of .ilie times of chivalry ji 
•rare slight skelclics of .liiiiiioii'r.or-of depravilj* 


PROLOGUE. 


A STORY, and a known one, long since ^vrit, 

(Truth must take place) and by an able wit ! 
(Foul*mouth'd detraction daring not deny 
To give so much to Fletcher’s memory ;) 

If so, some may object, why then do you 
Present an old piece to us for a new ? 

Or wherefore will your profest writer be 
(Not taxed of theft before) a plagiary ? 

To this he answers in his just defence, ^ 

And to maintain to all our innocence, 

Thus much ; though he hath travelFd the same way 
Demanding, and receiving too the pay 
For a new poem, you may find it due, 

He having neither cheated us, nor you z 
He vows, and deeply, that he did not spare 
The utmost of bis strengths, and his best care 
In the reviving it ; and though his powers 
Could not, as he desired, in three short hours 
Contract the subject, and much less express 
The changes, and the various passages 
That will be look’d for, you may hear this dsLj 
Some scenes that will confirm it is a play. 

He being ambitious that it should be known, 

Whafs good was^Fletcher% and what ill his owBa 


DEAMATIS PEilSONA-:. 


\ Kiuf!: 0/ France. 

4 (Oleander, himlmml to CoHsta. 

^Lillian, brat her to Calista, in lave with Olbula. 

%< 'lurangc, rivai to i.idian. 

^ Doriiaus, father tu Lktkm and Cnihia, a meny old 
i man. 

4 Lisamicr, to Cleandet, and lover to Calista. 

Alcidon, Jnend to Lidian. 

\ Beronte, brother to Cleander. ' 

|p-,einure, a ?wb/e courtier. 

f Leon, a viHaiu, lover of Clarinda. 

!Malfort, Cl foolish stttcard ofClcandcr. 

4 lancelot, servant to Lisander. 

“ *•«! « 

inar. 

Host’s Ghost. 

Chamberlain. 

Jasper, servant to Doriiaus. 

Servants. 


\ Calista, a virimm lady, wifis to Cleander. 
bOiinda, a noble maid, and rich heir, 7 nistress to Lhlian 
\ and Cki'angh. 

^Clarinda, a lustful wench, Calista s waiting-wo^nan. 
SCENE — Paris, and the neighbouring Country. 


The principal Actors were, 

Joseph Taylor, John Lowin, 

Robert Ben field, John Underwood, 

Thomas Polard, Richard Sharpe, 

‘ G^prg^ Birch, , John Thomson. 
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ACT I. SCENE I. 


Paris. A Room in the House of Cieander. 


Enter Leon ani Malfort. 

Malf And, as I told you, ; 

Glarii|ia’s'::stili.- pervei^||l8jj,|:;;yi;3^ 

Malf. She’s worse; ofcdurate. 

Flinty, relentless ; my love-;passions jeered at, 
My presents scorn’d I 
feon. ’Tis strange, a waiting-woman, 

In her condition,* apt to yield, should hold out, 

• The Loners’ Progress.] Progress, in this title, signifies Pilgrim’^ 

* & 5c;' condition.] Condition means here station of life.— 
^^OSOn. " 
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A matt of yottr place, reverend beard and shape, 
Besieginsf her. 

Mulf. You might add too, my wealtSi, 

Which shecotiteuins ; five hundred crowns per an- 
num 

(For which I have ventured hard, my conscience 
knows it) 

Not thought upon, though offer’d for a jointure ; 
This chafn,* which my lord’s peasants worship, 
flouted ; 

My solemn hum’s and ha’s, the servants quake at, 
No rhetoric with her ; every hour she hangs out 
.Some new flag of defiance to torment me: 

Last Lent my lady call’d me her Poor- John,'* 
Butmow I am grown a walking skeleton; 

You may see through and through me. 

lean. Indeed you are 
Much fall’n away 

Mlalf. I am a kind of nothing. 

As she hath made me : Love’s a terrible glister, 
And if some cordial of her favours help hot, 

3 This diaia.] Mr Steeveni^observtei that stewards ancicnilf 
wore a as a mark of superiority over other servants i in 

proof of which he cites the following authorities : — Dost tlioa 
think I shall become the siamrffs chair ? Will not these slemler 
Jhaunches shew w’ell in a ckam Martial Blaid, 

'' Fm* Is your chain right ? 

■ Bo5, It is both right and just^ sir ; ■ * / 

For though I am a steward, I did get It , ; 

With Bo.man^s \vr 0 ng/'---I 62 Vi. , ...f 

Kash, in his piece entitled, Have with You to Saffron WaMeii, 
I5d9, taxes Gabriel Harvey w’ith having $iokn a mhkmaffs 
^ Mrd*s chaio, ai Ms !ord*$ imiuiUng ai Windsor^ 

' - ' Sojn Middletoifs Mad World, my Master, l60S*~** Gag that 
gapiiig rascal, though he be toy graodsire^ chief gentleman in th« , 
chain of gold*^^^ See Notes ,m Twelfth Night*~fkci# 

* Foor^iMm.} Tbtli% dried and salted hake. 
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. Scene L] 

I shall, like an Italian, die backward, 

And breathe“iny last the wrong way. 

Leon. As I live, 

You have my pity ; but this is cold comfort, 
And, in a friend, lip-physic ; and, now I tBink on’t, 
I should do more, and will, so you deny not 
Yourself the means of comfort, 
ril be bang’d first: 

One dram of’t, I beseech you! . 

Lemi. You’re not jealous 
Of any man’s access to her ? 

Malf. I would not , . 

Receive the. dor; * but as a bosom friend 
You shall direct me ; still provided, that 
I understand who is the man, and what ’ 
His purpose that pleads for me. 

Leon. By all means. 

First, for the undertaker, I am he : 

The means that I will practise, thus 

Malf. Pray you forward ! 

Leon. You know your lady, chaste Calista, loves 
her, 

Malf. Too well ; that makes her proud. 

Leon. Nay, give me leave. 

This beauteous lady (I may style her so. 

Being the paragon of France for feature) : 

Is not alone contented in ‘herself 
To seem and be good, but desires to make 
All such as have dependence on her like her : 

For this, Clarinda’s liberty’s restrain’d, 

5 _• j muld mt 

Receive the dor J This word occurs in Lovers Pilgrimage, and 
A Wife for a Month, and in both these plays means balk, disap- 
pointment. In the text it may be used with the same meaning 
nearly ; Malfort intending to say— he did not wish to be forestal- 
led in the enjoyment of Ciarinda. 
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And thouirh her kinsman, the gate s shut against 
me : 

Kow if \<iw please to make yourself the door 
For my conveyance to her, thmigii you rim 
The hazard of a check for't, ’tis no matter. 

MalJ. it being for mine own ends ? 

Lecat. ril give it o’er, 

If that you make the least doubt otherwise. 
Studying upon’t r good morrow ! 

Miatf. Pray you stay, sir ! 

You are my friend ; yet, as the prpverb says. 
When love puts in. friendship is gone Suppose 
You should yourself affect her ? 

Leon. Do you think 
I'if commit incest ! for it is no less, 

She being my cousin-german. Fare you well, sir, 
AJaif, I had forgot that ; for this once, forgive 
me. . , ■ 

Only, to ease the throbbing of my heatt, 

(For 1 do feel strange pangs) instruct®© what 
You will say for me. 

Leon. First, PI! tell her that 
She hath so far besotted you, that you have 
Almost forgot to cast u^||gnt. 
hiere truth, aiiljP;.''- 

Leon. That of a wise and provident steward, you 
Are turnVl stark ass. 

Urge that point home ; I am so. 

Leon. Thatyou adore the ground she treads upon, 
And kiss her footsteps. 

AJaif. As 1 do when I find 
Their print i’ tlf snow. 

V Leon. A loving fool 5 I know it, 

By your,, bloodless frosty lips. Then, having re- 
Jated 

How much, you suffer for beij and how well 
Y ou do deserve ,, ; ■ .■■■■s;';' 
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Majf. How ? to suffer ? 

Leon. No, sir; 

To have your love return’d 

Malf. That’s good ; I thank you^ 

Lepn. I will deliver her an inventory 
Of your good parts ; as this, your precious nose. 
Dropping affection ; your high forehead, reaching 
Almost to the crown of your head ; your slender 
waist. 

And a back not like a thresher’s, but a bending 
And court-like back, and so forth, for your body. 
But when I touch your mind, (for that must take 

Since your outside promises little) I’ll enlarge it, 
Though ne’er so narrow ; as, your arts to thrive. 
Your composition with the cook and butler 
For the coney-skins and chippings j and half a 
share 

With all the under-officers o’ th house, 

In strangers’ bounties ; that she shall have all. 
And you as ’twere her bailiff. 

Malf. As I will be. 

Leon. As you shall, * so I’ll promise. — ^Thenyour 
qualities; 

As playing on a gittern, or a Jew’s trump- 

Malf. A little too o’ th’ viol. 


Leon. As you skall^ so Fliprdmup*] To restore lost puns laas 
been an office that critics have been laughed at rather than praised 
for ; bnt the original, be it bad or good, ought to be restored ; 
and therefore we should not drop a conundrum here intended® 
Leon should answer, . 

Ass you shall f so 1*11 promise m 

«, e, Pii promise you shall be made an ass of. — 8eward» 

Seward^s ingenuity in this case was very needless, for there is 
little probability that any pun was intended ; a kind of wit which 
Fletcher can seldom be charged with. 
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Leon. Fear you nothing.— 

Then singing her asleep with curious catches 
Of your own making j for, as I have heard, 

You arc poetical, 

Maif, Something given that way : 

Yet my works seldom thrive ; and the main reason 
The poets urge for’t is, .because I am not 
As poor as they are. 

Very likely. Fetch her, 

While I am in the vein. 

Malf. ’Tis an apt time, 

My lady being at her prayers. 

Leon. Let her pray on. 

Kay, go ; and if, upon my intercession, 

She'do you not some favour, III disclaim her. 

Ill ruminate on’t the while. 

A hundred crowns 
Is your reward. 

Leon, Without ’em. — Nay, no trifling. 

£A>i/ ItlAtFOST. 

That this dull clod of ignorance should know 
How to get money, yet want eyes to see ^ ^ 
How grossly he’s abused, and wrought upon r 
When he should make his will, the rogue’s turn’d 
rampant, 

As he had renew’d his youth. A handsome wench 
Love one a spital whore would run away from ? 
W’ell, master steward, I will plead for you 
In such a method, as it shall appear 
You are fit to he a property.’ 

^ ’ Tm are Jit to he a property.] That is, a person quite at the 
disposal of others, to be used at pleasure. So in Julius Csesar, 
speaking of Lepidus — 

** Do not talk of him 

l^ut iLS & property.’^ 
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jEn^er Malfort Cearinda. 

Malf. Yonder he walks, 

That knows ray worth and value, though you scorn 
it. 

C/ari. If my lady know not this — — 

Jfa^, I’ll answer it. 

If you were a nun, I hope your cousin-german 
Might talk with you through a grate ; but you are 
none, ^ .V,,, 

And therefore may come closer : Ne’er hang off ; 
As I live you shall bill; you maysalute as strangers. 
Custom allows it. — Now, now, come upon her 

[7b Leon. 

With all your oratory, tickle her to the quick. 

As a young advocate should, and leave no virtue 
Of mine unmention’d. I’ll stand centinel ; 

Nay, keep the door myself. (E,n7. 

Clari, How have you work’d 
This piece of motley ® to your ends ? 

Leon. Of that 

At leisure, mistress. [Kissing*, 

Clari. Lower; you are too loud; 

Though the fool be deaf, some of the house may 
hear you. 

Leon. Suppose they should, I am a gentleman, 
And held your kinsman ; under that, I hope, 

I may be free. . 

Clari. I grant it, but with caution ; 

But be not seen to talk with me familiarly. 

But at fit distance j or not seen at all, 

It were the better : You know my lady’s humour ; 

® This piece of motley.] i. e. this fool ; alluding to the motley 
m parti-coloured dress of fools. 
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She is all lioiwur, and composed of goodness, 

As she pretends; and you having no business, 
How jealous may she grow! 

Lem. 1 will be ruled ; 

But you have promised, and I must enjoy you. 
ChirL We sliail find time for that; you are too 
hasty ; 

Make yourself ht, and I shall make occasion ; 
Deliberation makes best in that business. 

And contents every way. , 

Leon. But you must feed 
This foolish steward with some shadow of 
A future favour, that we may preserve him 
To be our instrument. 

Clari. Hang him ! 

L&m. For my sake, sweet ! 

I undertook to speak for him ; any bauble, 

Or slight employment in the way of service, 

Will feed him fat. 

Ckri, Leave him to me. 

Enier Ma lfost. , „ , , ^ . '■ 

3fa!f. She comes ! 

My lady 1 - .• . ■ , 

Ciaf'L I will satisfy her. 

Malf. How far 
Have you prevail’d ? 

Leon. Observe. 

Clmi. Monsieur Malfort, 

I must be brief my cousin hath spoke much . 
In your behalf, and, to give you some proof 
1 entertain you as my servant, yon 
Shall have the grace-- — - . 

Jj:m. P]poa jour knee receive it : ; 

Ckri. And t&ke }t as a special favour from me— 
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To tie my shoe. 

Malf. I am o’erjoy’d. 

Leon. Good reason. 

Ckiri. You may come higher in time. 

Enter Calista. 

Leon. No more; the lady ! 

Malf. She frowns. 

Clari. I thank you for this visit, cousin ; 

But, without leave hereafter from my lady, 

I dare not change discourse with you. 

Pray ydu take v 

Your morning’s draught. 

Leon. I thank you : — Happiness 
Attend your honour ! 

[Exeunt Leon and Malfoet. 

Cal. Who gave warrant to 
This private parle ? 

Clark My innocence ; I hope 
My conference with a kinsman cannot call 
Your anger on me. 

Cal. Kinsman? Let me have 
No more of this, as you desire you may 
Continue mine ! 

Clari. Why, madam, under pardon, 

Suppose him otherwise ; yet, coming in 
A lawful way, it is excusable., 

::,v;^’Gh/.:vHow’s; ’this:?gi^ 

Clari. I grant you are made of pureness. 

And that your tenderness of honour holds 
The sovereignty o’er your passions : Yet yOu have 
A noble husband, with allow’d embraces 
To quench lascivious fires, should such flame in 
you. 

As I must ne’er believe. Were I the wife 


C)t‘ onr that could but zany brave Cleand 
Kveu in his least perfections, ^excuse 
!M)' n'er-bold inference) I should desire 
'1*0 nicer no other object. 

CuL p:r<>w saucy ! 

Do ! look further r 

Ciari. Xo. dear madam ; am! 

It is niy wonder, or astonishment ratlier, 

You could deny the service of Lisauder ; 

A njan without a rival, one the king 
Ami kingdom gazes on with admiration. 

For all the excellences a mother could 
"Wish in her only son. 

CuL DitI not mine honour 
Aiw! obligation to Cleander, force me 
To be deaf to his complaints ? 

€Ufin\ Ti.s true ; but yet 
Your rigour to commami him from your ] 

Argued Isut small compassion ; the groves 
Witness hi.s grievous sutferings ; your fai| name 
Upon tiie rind of every gentle poplar,* 

f ^ i)mx%\CkmHkrf 
ihm in /ik kmi perftctwm.] L €• Biilfainihi miinie liis vii* 
lues* Tim* old zmt^ was a nuimic or buHboiu— -Ed. 1778. 

* Upmi ike rind iifexer]; g€nik'pQ\‘^lUf 
jind aimmus myrtk-, {trees to Femm sacred.)] Our poet liaf 
either comiintted mi oversight, in making the popianmi the wipr* 
ik both sacred to Venus, or if be had any authority for so doing, 
I dt> not know it at present : Tis true, as the poplar delights In 
iiioislore, and grows upon the banks of rivers, and has leaves witii 
dark and white hldes,^ ll may be a pretty symbol of the unlinaited 
cciinmand of timl powerlul goddess, throughout tiie three allot-* 
ments ot Jupiter, Neptune, and Fhito. But, notwiiiistanding 
'1 am mclined to chink, that the reading and pointing was origi- 
nallf iliiis, 

^ we^ gmtk poplar, ^ 
omomm myrtle tree^ i& Ferns sacred^ 

By changing altering the affix theepi- 
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And amorous myrtle, (trees to Venus sacred,) 
With adoration carved, and kneel'd unto. 

This you, unseen of him, both saw and heard 
Without compassion ; and what received he ' 

For his, true sorrows, but the heavy knowledge 
That ’twas your peremptory will and pleasure, 
Howe’er my lord lived in him, he should quit 
Your sight and house for ever? 

Cal. I confess 

I gave him a strong potion to work 
Upon his hot blood, and I hope ’twill cure him : 
Yet I could wish the cause had concern’d others, 
I might have met his sorrows with more pity ; 

At least, have lent some counsel to his miseries. 
Though now, for honour sake, I must forget* him. 
And never know the name more of Lisander ; 
Yet in my justice I am bound to grant him, 
Laying his love aside, most truly noble : 

But mention him no more. This instant hour 
My brother Lidian, new return’d from travel. 

And his brave friend Clarangb, long since rivals 
For fair and rich Olinda, are to hear 
Her absolute determination, whom 
She pleases to elect. See all things ready 
To entertain ’em ; and, on my displeasure, 

No more words of Lisander ! 

Clari. She endures 




tHet sacred^* solely to the m^jjrtle^ and take away the confusion^ 
which before subsisted, of appropriating two trees to one deity, 
when in reality the case was very far otherwise, as any one knows 
who is the least versed in the classics. — Syni'pson* 

Mason approves of SympsOn^s reading tree in the singular, but 
not of connecting it with myrtle^ He at the same time observes, 
that the poplar was sacred to Hercules ; and if Fletcher, and the 
other old dramatists, (with the exception of Ben Jonson,) were 
not so very frequently erroneous in their classical allusions, his 
mode of altering the text would certainly have been adopted. 
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To hear him named by no tongue but her own : 
Howe'er she carries it, I know she loves him. 

[E>wV. 

Ctt/. Hard nature, Jiard condition of poor wo- 
men, 

That, 'where we are most sued to, we must fly most 1 
The trees grow up, and mix togetiier tVeciy, 

The oak not envious of the sailing cedar, * 

The lusty vine not jealous of the ivy 
Because she clips the elm ; the flowers shoot up, 
And wantonly kiss one another hourly, , , 

This blossom glorying in the other’s beauty, 

And yet they smell as sweet, and look as lovely : 
But we are tied to grow alone. Oh, honour, 
Thou hard law to our lives, chain to our freedom ! 
He that invented thee had many curses. 

How is my soul divided ! Oh, Oleander, 

My best-deserving husband ! Oii, Lisander, 

The truest lover that e’er sacrificed 
To Cupid against Hymen ! t)h, mine honour, 

A tyrant, yet to be obey’d ! and ’tis 

But justice we should thy strict laws endure, 

Since our obedience to thee keeps us pure. 

s The oak not envious q/' tie sailing cedai.} See vof l-V. p. 413 , 

wtere the same expressloja occti0. 
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SCENE II, 


Amth&r Apartment in the same. 


Enter Cleander, Lidiah, Clarakge. 

Cle. How insupportable the difference , , • 

Of -dear friends is, the sorrow that I feel ; 

For my Lisander’s absence (one that stamps * 

A reverend print on friendship) does assure me. 
You are rivals for a lady, a fair lady ; 

And, in the acquisition of her favours, 

Hazard the cutting of that gordian knot 
From your first childhood to this present hour, 

By all the ties of love and amity fastened. 

I am blest in a wife (Heaven make me thankful i) 
Inferior to none, sans pride I speak it; 

Yet if I were a freeman, and could purchase 
At any rate the certainty to enjoy 
Lisander’s conversation while 1 lived, 

(Forgive me, my Calista, and the sex .*) 

I never would seek change. - . ' 

iid. My lord and brother, 

I dare not blame your choice, Lisander’s woith 
Being a mistress to be ever courted ; 

Nor shall our equal suit to fair Olinda 
Weaken, but add strength to our true affection, 
With zeal so long continued. 

Clara. When we know 
Whom she prefers, as she can chuse but one. 

By our so-long-tried friendship we have vowed 
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Tlie other shall desist. 

Ck. Tis yet your purpose ; 

But how this resolution will liold 
In' him that is refused, is not alone 
Doubtful, but dangerous. 

Jlwfer Malfoet, 

Malf* The rich heir is come, sir. . 

Ck. Madam Olinda? 

Malf^ Yes, sir; and makes choice. 

After some little conference with my lady, 

Of this room to give answer to her suitors. 

Ck, Already both look pale, between your hopes 
To 'win the prize, and your despair to lose , 

What you contend for. 

Lid. No, sir; I am armed. 

Clara. 1 confident of my interest. 

Ck. ill believe you 
When you’ve endured the test. 

Enter Calista, Oj:.ik»a, and Ciaeinba, 

Malf. Is not your garter 
Untied? You promised^^at I should grow higher 
In doing you service. 

Clai'L Fall off, or you lose me ! Malfort, 

Ck. Nay, take your place ; no Paris now sits 

On the contending goddesses: You are 
The deity that must make curst, or happy, 

One of your languishing servants.* : 

Olin. I thus look ; ‘ 

With equal eyes on both ; either deserves 
A fairer fortune than they can in reason 
Hope for from nae : From Lidian I gspect, 

When I have made him mine, all pleasures that 
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The sweetness of his manners, youth, and virtues. 
Can give assurance of : But turning this way 
To brave Clarangfe, in his face appears 
A kind of majesty which should command, 

, Not sue for favour. If the fairest lady 
Of France, set forth with nature’s best endow- 
ments. 

Nay, should I add a princess of the blood. 

Did now lay claim to either for a husband. 

So vehement my affection is to both, 

My envy at her happiness would kill me. 

Cle. The strangest love I ever heard 1 
Cal. You can 

Enjoy but one. - < , 

Clari. The more, I say, the merrier. [Aside. 
Olin. Witness these tears I love both, as 1 know 
You burn with equal flames, and so affect me ; 
Abundance makes me poor ; such is the hard 
Condition of my fortune. Be your own judges ; 
If I should favour both, ’twill taint my honour. 
And that before my life I must prefer : 

If one I lean to, the other is disvalued ; 

You arefiery both, arid love will make you warmer. 
Clari. The warmer still the fitter. You’re a fool, 
lady. [^Aside. 

Olin. To w^hat may love, and the devil jealousy, 
spur you, 

Is too apparent ; my name’s called in question ; 
Your swords fly out, your angers range at large : 
Then what a murder of my modesty follows ! 
Clari. Take heed of that by any means. — Oh, in- 
nocent, [Aside. 

That will deny a blessing when ’tis offer’d ! 

Would I were murder’d so, 1 would thank my 
modesty. 

C/e, What pause you on ? 

Olin. It is at length resolved. 
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C%mi, We are on the rack ; -uncertain expec- 
tation 

The greatest torture ! 

‘ Xiti Comnwnd what you please, 

And you shall see how wiilingl)’ \vc will execute. . 

0//w. Then hear what, for your satisfaction. 
And to preserr'e your friendship, I resolve ‘ 
Against myself; and ’tis not to he alter'd ; 

You are both brave gentlemen, I’ll still profess it, 
Both noble servants, for whose gentle offers 
The undeserving and the poor Ohnda 
Is ever bound ; you love both, fair and virtuously; 
’Would I could be so happy to content both ! 
Which, since I cannot, take this resolute answer: 

00 from me both contentedly, and he 

That last makes his return, and comes to visit, 
Comes to niy bed. You know tny will; farewell! 
I^Iy heart’s too big to utter more. — Come, friend ! 
'Cal ni wait on you to your couch. 

rJEJ.re«?/# OiiNWA, Calista, am/ Claiunba. 
Cie, You both look blank ; 

1 cannot blame you. 

Lid. We have our dispatches, 

Clara. I’ll Irome. , 

Lid. And I’ll abroad again : Farewell! 

Clara. Farewell to yd ! 

[Exeunt Ccakange and Lidiax severally , 
Ck. Their blunt departure troubles me; I fear, 
A sudden and a dangerous division 
Of their long love will follow. 

Enter Calista. 

, , Have you took 

Your leave of fair Oil nda? 

Crd.'.She is'.gone, sir, . .. v ' ; ■ - 
Ck, Had you brought hews Lisander were re- 
turned too. 
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I were most liappy.^ 

Cal. Still upon Lisander ? 

Cle. I know he loves me, as he loves his health ; 
And Heaven knows I love him. 

Cal. I find it so ; 

For me you have forgot, and what I am to you, 
‘'C7e. Oh, think not so. If you had lost a sister 
You lockedallyour delights in, it would grieve you; 
A little you would wander from the fondness 
You owed your husband : I have lost a friend, 

A noble friend ; all that was excellent 
In man, or mankind, was contain’d within him. 
That loss, my wife 

Malfoet. ' 

Malf. Madam, your noble father 

A fee for my good news ! 

Cal. Why, what of him, sir? 

Mai. Is lighted at the door, and longs to see you. 
Cal. Attend him hither. 

Cle. Oh, my dear Lisander ! 

But I’ll be merry. Let’s meet him, my Calista. 

Cal. I hope Lisander’s love will now be buried: 
My father will bring joy enough for one month. 
To put him out of his memory. 

Enter Doeilaus; AzVcm in d Scarf . 

Dor. How do you, son ? 

Bless my fair child ! I am come to visit you. 

To see what house you keep ; they say you are 
bountiful ; - 

I like the noise well, and I come to try it. 

Ne’er a great belly yet ? How have you trifled 1 
If I had done so, son, I should have heard on't 
On both sides, by saint Dennis ! 
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('k. You are nobly welcome, sir! 

IVe Inive time enough for that. 

I hr. See how she blushes ; 

Tis'acotKi sign, you'll mend yourfault. — How dost 
thou. 

My good Calista? 

'(kil. Weil, now I see you, sir ; 

I hope you bring a fruitfulness along with you. 
Dor, Good luck, I never miss ; I was ever good 
at it : 

Your mother groaned for’t, wench; so did some 
other, 

But I durst never tell. 

Cut How does your arm, sir ? 

Cie. Have you been let blood of late ? 

Dor. Against my will, sir. 

C(tL A fall, dear father ? 

Dm\ No, a gun, dear daughter ; 

Ttvo or three guns ; I have one here in my buttock, 
Twould trouble a surgeon's teeth to pull it out. 
Cat. Oh, me ! oh, me ! 

Dor, Nay, if you fall to fainting, 

Tis time for me to trudge : Art such a coward, 
At the mere name of hurt to change thy colour? 
I have been shot that men might see clean through 
me, 

And yet I fainted not. Besides myself, 

Here are an hospital of hurt men for you. 

Enter Jaspee and other Servants, •wounded in se- 
verai places, 

Cle, What should this wonder be ? 

Cat. I am amazed at it. 

Dor, What think ye of these? they are every 
one hurt soundly, 
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Hurt to the proof ; they are through and through, 
I assure ye ; 

And that’s good game ; they scorn your puling 
scratches. 

Cal. Who did this, sir ? 

Dor, Leave crying, and I’ll tell you ; 

Arid-, get your plaisters, and your warm stupes 
ready : ^ 

Have you ne’er a shepherd that can tar us over? 
’Twill prove' a business else, we are so many. 
Coming to see you, I was set upon, 

I and my men, as we were singing frolicly ; 

Not dreaming of an ambush of base rogues, . 

Set on i’ th’ forest, I have forgot the name 

Cle. ’Twixt this and Fontainebleau ? in the wild 
forest? 

Dor. The same, the same, in that accursed forest, 
Set on by villains, that make boof* of all men ; 
The peers of France are pillage there. They shot 
at us, 

Hurt us, unhorsed us, came to th’ sword, there 
plied us, 

^ And ymr warm stupes read^,"] Stoops^ (for so it should be 
spelt) here signifies liquids to bathe their wounds : A stoop of wim 
is mentioned by Sijakspcare in Othello, and we believe in Twelfth* 
Eight. The like expression occurs in other old authors ^ and in 
this very play, act iii. where Dorilaus says, ^ . 

And forty stoops of drank at tkyfmeraL — Ed. 1778. 

This is a mdst gross specimen of the ignorance of the editors in 
the language even of the present day. A stupe (as they might 
have found in Johnson's, Dictionary) is, cloth or flax dipped in 
warm medicaments, and applied to a hurt or sc»re.'' 

^ Boo^.] i. e. Booty, So in the , Phoenix in her Flames, by Sir 
William Lower, a robber says, How commendable, therefore, 
is this course of life, how profitable unto us, as when wealth and 
rich boot is as it were every day offered to our possession, nothing 
. is required from us but a little valour to make us masters of infi- 
nite treasures." 
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Oppressed us with fresh multitudes, fresh shot still ; 
Hogues that would hang themselves for a fresh 


doublet, 

And for a scarlet cassock kill their fathers ! 

Cic. Lighted you among these ? 
iior. Among these murderers 
Our poor bloods were engaged ; yet we a*fuck 
bravely, 

And more than once or twice we made them shun 
us, 

And shrink their nigged heads j but we were hurt 
all. 

Cle. How came you off? for I even long to hear 
that. 

jDor. Afterourprayersniade to Heaven to help us, 
Or to be merciful unto our souls, 

So near we were — Alas, poor wench, wipe, wipe! 
See, Heaven sends remedy. 

€ai, 1 am glad ’tis come, sir; 

My heart was even a- bleeding in my body. 

Dwr, A curlkUiair gentleman stepp’d in, a 
stranger ; 

As he rode by, belike lie heard our bickering, 
Saw Our distresses, drew his sword, and proved 
He came to execute, and not to argue. 

Lord, what a iight’ning methought tlew about him, 
When he once tossed his blade ! In face Adonis,® 

‘ mfiice.'Adomst ■ 


Wkik peace ^ ^c.] These lines, though spoken by a comk 
personage, are almost worthy to cope with the famous passage m 
ShakspeaiVs Henry wliieh breathes the very spirit of Tyrtffiiis : ■ 

** In peace, thert^s iioihiiig so hecoroes a man 
, As modest 'anti humility : 

■■ ;."y, lliii ithem the bhist of war blows in our ears, 

, Then imitate the tctloo of the tyger ; 

’ Siifen the sfnew’s, summon up the blood, v 
^Bisgu^ fair -'Isfature with hard-favoory rage : 

Then lend the eye a ^mhle astect s ^ . 
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Scene II] 

While peace inhabited between his eye-brows; 
But when his noble anger stirr’d his mettle, 

And blew his fiery parts into a flame, 

Like Pallas, when she sits between two armies. 
Viewing with horrid brows their sad events. 

Such then he looked, and as her shield had armed 
' ■ him. 

*Cal, This man, sir, were a friend to give an age 
for. 

This gentleman I must love naturally ; 

Nothing can keep me off. I pray you go on, sir. 
Donl will, for now you please me. This brave 
youth. 

This bud of Mars, (for yet he is no riper) , 

When once he had drawn blood, and fleshed his 
sword, 

Fitted his manly metal to his spirit, 

How he bestirred him ! what a lane he made. 

And through their fiery bullets thrust securely, 
The hardened villains wond’ring at his confidence ! 
Lame as I was, I followed, and admired too. 

And stirred, and laid about me with new spirit; 
My men too with new hearts thrust into action, 
And down the rogues went. 

Cle. I am struck with wonder ! 

Dor. Remember but the story of strong Hector, 

" Let it pry through the portage of the head, 

Like the brass cannon ; let the brow o'erwheim it, 

As fearfully as doth a galled rock 
O'er-hang and jutty his confounded ba.se, 

. SwilFd with the wild and wasteful ocean. 

Now set the teeth, and stretch the nostril wide ; 

Hold hard the breath, and bend up every spirit 
To his full height Ed, 1778. 

^ ^lason has modernised the spelling, as the word evi- 

dently alludes to his sword. 


When like to llglit’ning he broke through his van- 
guard,’ 

How the Greeks frighted ran away by troops, 
And trod down troops to save their lives ; so this 
man 

Dispersed these slaves : Had they been more pnd 
mightier, 

He had come off the greater and -more wonder. ’ 
Cle. Where is the man, good sir, that we may 
honour. him? 

Cal That we may fall in superstition to him. 
Dor. I know not that ; from me he late departed, 
But not without that pious care to see safe : 

Me, and my weak men lodged, and dressed. I ur- 
' ged him 

First hither, that I might more freely thank him : 
He told me he had business, craved my pardon, 
Business of much import. 

Ck. Know you his name ? 

Dor. That he denied me too ; a vow had barred 
him. 

Cal. In that he was not noble to be nameless. 
Dor. Daughter, you must remember him whea 
I am dead, 

And in a noble sort requite his piety ! 

’Twas his desire to dedicate this service 
To your fair thoughts. 
ihl He knows me then ? 

Dor. I named you, 

^ Wien like to UgMmng he broke througli Ms vanguard^ Mr $e- 

ward sayS;, io brmkjrom his ’^■aiigiiarci is tiie true image f feui 
mj^nm would hurt the measure^ the corruption, says he, ** Is' pro- 
bably in the relative MtSf which should be i/ie or L e, the 
Grecku ^ vanguard/'' We think i t, means his om vanguard, and 
that TiiEouroK /mmngmrd conveys the same image as FRC)Mi4 
with more warmth of ej^ressiom*— -Etl. 1 f f 
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And named you mine : I think that’s all his know- 
ledge. 

Cle. No name ? no being ? 

Cal, Now I am mad to know him ! 

Saving mine honour, any thing I had now, 

But to enjoy his sight, but his bare picture 

Make me his saint ? I must needs honour him. 
Jasp. I know his name. 

CaL There’s fhy reward for’t ; speak it. 

[^Ghes a purse. 

Jasp. His man told me ; buthe desired my silence. 
Cal. Oh, Jasper, speak i ’tis thy good master’s 
cause too: 

We all are bound in gratitude to compel thee, 
Jasp. Lisander ? yes, I am sure it was Lisander. 
CaL Lisander? ’twas Lisander. 

C/e. ’Tis Lisander. 

Oh, my base thoughts, my wicked ! to make ques- 
tion 

This act could be another man’s ! ’tis Lisander.^ — 
A handsome-timber’d man? 

Jasp. Yes. 

Cle. My Lisander! 

Was this friend’s absence to be mourned? 

CaL I grant it ; 

I’ll mourn his going now, and mourn it seriously. 
When you weep for him, sir, I’ll bear you company. 
That so much honour, so much honesty, 

Should be in one man, to do tliihgS thus bravely ! 
Make me his saint ? to me give this brave service? 
What may 1 do to recompense his goodness ? 

I cannot tell. 

Ck. Come, sir, I know you are sickly ; ; 

So are your men. 

Dor. I must confess I am weak, 

And fitter for a bed than long discourses *. ; 


45 i : THE LOVERS’ [Act IL 

You shall hear to-morrow. — To-morrow Pro- 

vide surgeons.® 

€k Ltsander!^ 

■CtiL What new fire is this r Lisander! [Exeunt. 



ACT IL SCENE I. 


Btfore the House of Clarangfe. 


Enter Lisanbeb and Lancelot. 

Zis. Fr’ythee, good Lancelot, remember that 
Thy master’s life is in thy trust; and therefore 
Be very careful. 

La7i. 1 will lose mine own, 

Rather than hazard yours. 

Lis. Take what disguise 
You in your own discretion shall think fittest, 

To keep yourself unknown. 

* Ciea. You shall hear to-morrm, io-morrow provide surgeons. 
Dor. Lisander '— So aii former editions; but we think 
ih speakers and ihe punctuation wrong. The first line, we appre- 
hend, shouid come from the old man, Dorilaus ; and the pointing 
fee jE@ we have placed it in the text, which expresses his faintness : 
He is proceeding to speak, but is forced to desist, and to call for 
assistance. The esclamatioH^ “ tisander !” should then come from 

CfeaBder—rEd, 1778.'- 
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Lan. I warrant you ; 

’Tis not the first time I have gone invisible ; 

I am as fine a fairy in a business 

Concerning nigh t-work 

Lis. Leave your vanities. 

Wjth this purse (which delivered, you may spare 
You*: oratory) convey this letter to 
• Calista’s woman. 

Lan. ’Tis a handsome girl ; 

Mistress Cla'rinda. 

: Lis. I have made her mine. 

You know your work. 

Lan. And if I sweat not in it, 

At my return discard me. {Exit. 

Lis. Oh, Calista ! 

The fairest, cruellest 

Enter Claeange. 

Clara. So early stirring ? ' 

A good day to you ! 

Lis. I was viewing, sir, 

The site of your house, and the handsomeness 
about it : 

Believe me it stands healthfully and sweetly. 

Clara. The house and master of it really 
Are ever at your service. 

Xw. I return it : 

Now, if you please, go forward in your story 
Of your dear friend and mistress. 

Clara. I will tellit, 

And tell it short, because ’tis breakfast time, 

And (love’s a tedious thing to a quick stomach) 
You eat not yester-night. 

Lis, I shall endure, sir. 

(Llaxa. Myself and (as I then delivered to you,) 
A gentleman of noble hope, one Lidian, 


THE LOVERS’ 


[Act n. 


}bth brought «p from our infancy together, ^ 
Cine eoinpaiiy, one friendship, ** and one exercise 
Ever ai'Fecting, one bed holding us. 

One grief and one joy parted still between us, 

I^Iore than conipaiiions, twins in all t)ur actions, 

We grew up till we tvere men, held one heart still : 
Time euird us on to arms, we were one sul<lica/ 
Alike- we sought our dangers anti our honours, • 
Gloried alike one in another’s nobleness: 

W’heu arms had made us fit, we were one lover, 

Wt loved one Woman, loved without division, 

And wooed a long time with one fair aRectioii ; 

And she, as it appears, loves us alike too. 

At length, considering what our love must grow to 
And covet in the enti, this one was parted ; 

Rivals and honours make men stand at distance. 

We then wooed with advantage, but were friends 
still, 

Saluted fiiirly, kept the peace of love ; 

W’e could not both enjoy the lady’s favour, 

Without some scandai to her reputation ; 

%Ve put it to her choice; this was her sentence, 

To part both from her, and the last returning 
Should be her lord we obey’tl ; and now you 
know it: ' /i. 

And, for my part, (so truly I am touch’d witli’t) 

I will go far enough, and be the last too, 

Or ne’er return. 

Lk. A sentence of much cruelty, 

But mild, compared with what’s pronounced on me. 

r ' ' 

^ Om€ empanpf me frkmiiiipf kc*] In iliis description of lie 
ffwrtdsWp of Claraiig^ andi'Lldkiii our author seems to law iu- 
' ’imitation of the-, account of female frlemlslip 
iu Slafepeare’s Midsummel^^Night’s Dream ; to wliicii low* 
ever» cwmot fee eutitkei lo a eomparisoft* A mucli fectierj m the 
same sufe|4ct,;-w^ill- fee, nmx la 'The Two NoMe Kiasmeui act i» 
sceae 4 . ’ - , '■ 
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Our loving youth is born to many miseries. — 
What is that Lidian, pray you .^ 

Clara. Calista’s brother, * 

If ever you have heard of that fair lady. 

Lis. I have seen her, sir. 

^ Clara. Then you have seen a wonder. 

* J is. I do confess. Of what years is this Lidian ? 
Clara. About my years; there is not much be- 
tween us. 

I long to know him. 

Clara. ’Tis a virtuous longing : 

As many hopes hang on his noble head. 

As blossoms on a bough in May, and sweet ones... 
Lis. You're a fair story of your friend. 

Clara, Of truth, sir.-— 

Enter a Sermnt. 

Now, what’s the matter? 

Set’s. There is a gentleman 
At door would speak with you on private business. 
Clara, With me? 

Ser’o. He says so, and brings haste about him. 
Clara. Wait on him in. [Exit Sermnt. 

Lis. I will retire the while, to the next room. 

[Exit. 

Clara. We shall not long disturb you. 

Enter Ammon. 

Ale. Save you, sm ! 

Clara. The like to you, fair sir ! Pray you come 
near. 

Ak. Pray you instruct me, for I know you not: 
With monsieur Clarang^ I would speak. 

Clara. I am he, sir : 

You are nobly welcome. I wait your business. 
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Ak. This will inform you. 

[(tk.es him a ktter, lehkh he r^eads. 
Will you please to sit duftn.' 
ile -shall cmiimaiid me, sir; Eli wait upon him 
^fitiiin this liour, 

Aiv. You are a noble gentleman. 

Will't please you bring a friend? \vc are two of us, 
And pity cither, sir, should be unfunii.shed.' 
Ciii/'d. I have none now; and the time’s set so 
short, 

‘Twill not be possible. 

Jlc. Do me the honour : ■ „ 

I know you are so full of brave acquaintance. 
And worthy friends, you cannot want a partner; 
I 'WPidd be loth to .stand still, sir. Beside.s, 

You know the custom and the %'aiitagc of it, 

If yoti come in alone. 

Cinra. And I must meet it. ;* 

Jk. Semi ; well defer an hour, let ns be eqwal : 
Games w<m and lost on etjuui terms shew fairest 
€kra. 'Tis to no purpose t?) send any whither, 
Unie.ss men })e at home by revclatioa, 

So please you breathe a while, when I have lone 
with him 

You may be exercised too: I’ll trouble no man. 

* Unfimmketi*] Tliat is, unfurnislied with an antagonist ttis 
passage confirms the justness of ray explanation of Ba$sanio% speech 
IB The‘'Mercl3aiil of Venice, where he says*^ 

But her eyes ! 

liow coulil he see to do tliem i Having made one, 
Methinks, It should have power to steal both his, 

, 'And^kave itself unftiniished/' 

My dpItiSofi'is, iliat in this place mifurmked raeaiii, iiiifuriiislied 
with a fellow, or companion ;■ wWch| I confirmed hy the 

passage hefore 
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Enter Lisahdee. 

Lis. They are very loud. — Now, what’s the news? 
Clara, I must leave you, 

Leave you a while ; two hours hence I’ll return, 

*’ friend. 

£?>. Why, what’s the matter ? 

Clara. A little business. 

Lis. An’t be but a little, you may take me with 
you. 

Clara. ’Twill be a trouble to you. 

Lis. No, indeed; 

To do you service I account a pleasure. 

Clara. I must alone. . 

Xw. Why? 

Clara. ’Tis necessity. 

Before you pass the walks, and back again, 

I will be with you. 

Lis. If it be not unmannerly 
To press you, I would go. 

Clara. I’ll tell you true, sir ; 

This gentleman and I, upon appointment, 

Are going to visit a lady. 

Lis. I am no Capuchin ; 

Why should not I go ? 

Ale. Take the gentleman ; 

Come, he may see the gentlewoman too. 

And be most welcome ; I do beseech you take him. 

Lis. By any means ; I love to see a gentlewoman,. 
A pretty wench too, 

Clara. Well, sir, we will meet you, 

And at the place. My service to the lady. 

Ale. I kiss your hand. [Esit, 

Clara. Pr’ythee read o’er her letter. 

Lis, {Reading."} “ Monsieur, 
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•4*i0 

J kiunv you have considcr’fl* the (lark sentence 
Oj'iul.-jgaxcus; and that, however she (lifijruiscd it, 

if puink'd nwve at our swords’ eduvs than 

Our hodies’ hanishments : The last must enjoy her ! 
ir we retire, our youths are lost in wauderinf*- ; 

In emulation we shall grow old men aud'leeble, 
(Which is the scorn of love, ami rust of homriir,) 

And so return more fit to wed our sepulchres, 

I'han the saint we aim at} let us fV.erefore make 
Our journey short and our hearts ready, ami, 

Witli our swords in our ham!s, put it to fortune 
Which siiall be worthy to rec eive that blessing. 

Til stay )ou on the mountain, our old hunting- 
place. 

This gentleman alone runs the hazard with me; 

And so 1 kiss your hand. 

Your servant, Lidian.” 

is tiiisjnnir wench? You'll liml her a sharp mistress. 
What have i thrust myself into? Is this that Liciiaii 
" You told me of r 
Clara. The same. 

Lh\ My la«ly*8 brother ! . [Aside. 

No cause to heave my sword against but his ? 

1 o save the father yesterday, and this morning 
To help to kill the son ? This is most courteous ; 

The only way to make the daughter dote on me? 
Clara. Why do you muse ? would you go off? 

Lis. No, no ; 

I must on now. — ^This will be kindly taken; 

; No life to sacrifice, but part of hers? — ’ 

!/ i Do you fight straight ? 

C/aw. Yes, presently. '-■i 

I ' jCis. To-morrow, then, [Aside. 

I * 1 faOT ^ou hmt emsider'd, &c.l This letter has hitherto beeni 

j printed as prose i but we think it was intemlcd for metre, and is 

P assmooihverse«ijiMinSOliierpst^8g,esofparattthors.— Ed. 1778. 
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The baleful tidings of this day will break out, 
And this night’s sun will set in blood. I am trou- 
bled ! 

If I am kill’d, I am happy, 

Clara,. Will you go, fri nd ? 

« Zis. I am ready, sir.— -Fortune, thou hast made 
me monstrous ! 


SCENE IE 




J Room in Oleander’s Hou$e. 


Enter Malfort and Ceaeinda. ’ 


Alalf. Your cousin, and my true friend, lustv 
Leon, 

Shall know how you use me. 

Clari. Be more temperate. 

Or I will never use, nor know you more 
r th’ way of a servant : All the house takes notice 
Of your ridiculous foppery ; I have ho sooner 
Performed my duties in my lady’s chamber. 

And she scarce down the stairs, but you appear 
Like my evil spirit to me. 

Malf. Can the fish live 
Oiit of the water, or the salamander 
Out of the fire? or I live warm, but in' 

The frying-pan of your favour? 

Clari. Pray you forget ' 

Your curious comparisons, borrowed from 1 
The pond and kitchen, and remember what 
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my band is 
His slavering kisses 
Enough for once ; you’ll 


My lady's pleasure is for the entertaiuraent 
OHu'r noble dither. 

.J/t;//.' 1 tt'ouUliearn the art 
()t imnnorv in 3 'nur tahle-book.^ 
i'hiH, ’^’ery g( 30 {}, sir ! 

Nr> more hut up ami riiie’ 1 uppreiiciul 

Y<nir uu r. nint; ; soft fire makes sweet rnnit, siiv III 

Au'wer you in a fUDverb. . 

Jltiifl Rut tme kis-s from 
Thv honey lip ! 

t’tari. Vou fight too high 
A fair a.scent from my foot.- 
Spoi! me more gloveS' 
surfeit 
With too much grace. 

Have you no employment for me ? 

Ckri, Yes, yes; go .send for Leon, and convey 
„ him 

Into the private arbour ; from his month 
1 hear your praises with more faith. 

' I am gone. 

Yet one thing ere I go ; there’s at the door , 

I’hc rarest fortune-teller — he hath told me 
The strangestthi ngs! he knowsyou are my mistress, 
And uniter seal delivered how many children 
I shall beget ou you ; pray you give him hearing, 
He’ll make it good to you. 

Clari, A cunning man 

Of your own making ! hovvsoe'er, I’ll hear him 
At your entreaty. 

Ma^'. Now I perceive j.'ou love me. 

At nay entreaty — Come in, friend : Remember 
To iipeak as I directed. 


s TaiJe^ooft,] The oM word for a memorandum-book. 

Yol. VI. p. |>*'67^ ■ 


See 
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Enter Lancelot like a Fortune4elkr, xvith a Purse 
and two Letters in it. 


He knows his lesson, 

And the right way to please her : This it is 
To have a head-piece ! [Esit. 

CiarL ’Tis said you can tell 
Fortuned to come. 

Lan. Yes’, mistress, and what’s past; 

Un-glove your band. By this straight line I see 
You have lain crooked. 

Clari. How! lain crooked? jf 

Lan.Yt%; 

And in that posture played at the old game, » 
(Nobody hears me, and Til be no blab) 

And at it lost your maidenhead. 

Clax'i. A shrewd fellow ! 

’Tis truth, but not to be confessed. — In this 
Your palinestry deceives you. Something else, sir. 

Lan. You’re a great woman with your lady, and 
Acquainted with her counsels. 

Clari. Still more strange ! 

Lan. There is noble knight, Lisander, loves 
her, 

Whom she regards not ; and the destinies, 

With whom I am familiar, have dehvered 
That by your means alone he niust enjoy her. 
Your hand again ! Yes, yes, you have already 
Promised him your assistance, and, what’s more, 
Tasted his bounty ; for which, from the sky 
There are two hundred crowns dropp’d in a purse ; 
Look back, you’ll find it true. Nay, open it ; 

’Tis good gold, I assure you. 

Clai"i. How I two letters ? 

The first indorsed to me ? this to my lady ? 


THE LOVERS’ 


[Act II. 


4 ;) 4 ‘ 

Sah'.rniwd Lisantier.'* 

L'itL And the fortune-teller 
liis s^er'raiit Lancelot. 

('itti't. How h;u! I lost my eyes, 

Tltaf I cnuhlnotkiiowtheel Nut a word o’ tlv loss 
i)f my virginity ! y: ' 

f.i/n Sm who I am. 

diin'i. i'l! use all speedy means for your dispatch 
With a welcome answer; hut till you receive it 
t'ontinue thus disguised. i^Ionsieur Malfoit 
(You know the way to humour him) shall provide 
A lodging fur you, ami good eirtertainment; 

Nay. since we trade both one way, thou shalt have 
Some feeling with me : take that. 

Lhh. ilotintiful wench, 

.\lavsl thou ne’er w^ant employment ! 

C'litrL Nor such pay, boy ! 

' "* Clart, iiotiff tan idten f 

Wr, fiftt ittdorwd to »«w f iik <# iad^ f 
' Subtertbed l,kuKdtr,1 ll was ll>e practice wf ancient times, be» 
* fore the esUbSishiaoBtof posts, for the writer of a letter to set <lown 
in the superscription not only his name, but the relation in which 
he stood with icespect to the person to whom it was addressed. — 
Miasm. 

Svropwm, who did not know this, proposes alterations, because 
Clai iiuhi could not know, according to his opinion, from whom her 
lady’s letter came (though, even without adopting .Mason's expla- 
nation, she might know Lisander’s band, or else find in her own let- 
ter that the otlier came from him also,) and tile last editors endea- 
vour to rec^fy the t«t fay punctuation. . t, ' f. 
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SCENE III. 


A hilly Country. 


Enter severally, Ci-DiAi^s and Alcidov, Lisawder, 
and Clarange. 

Lid. You are welcome. ' 

Ale. Let us do our office first. 

And then make choice of a new piece of ground 
To try our fortunes. 

Lis. All’s fair here. 

Ale. And here : 

Their swords are equal; 

Lis. If there be any odds 
In mine, we will exchange. 

Ak. We’ll talk of that 
When we are further off. Farewell ! 

Lis. Farewell, friend ! 

{Exeunt Lisander and Aicidon-. 

Lid. Come, let us not be idle ! 

Clara. I will find you 
Employment, fear not. 

Lid. You know, sir, the cause 
That brings us hither. 

Clara. There needs no more discoursing ; 

No time nor place for repetition now. 

Lid. Let our swords argue; and I wish, Clarange, 
The proud Olinda saw us. 

Clara. ’Would she did I 
Whatever estimation she holds of me. 

She should behold me like a man fight for her. 

VOL. XIII. So 
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Lid. ’Tis BoWy said. Set on. Love and my for- 
tune. ■ \TheyJ/ght. 

dam. The same for me! Come iiome,' brave 
Lidian! 

"Ihvas manly thrust : This token to the latly ! 

\if'riuiidy fdjih ' 

You iiave it, sir ; deliver it. lake breath ; 

I sec you !>Iced apace ; you shall have fair play. 


JJtifer Lisandkiu 


« 


Lis. You must lie there a while; I cannot help 
you.* 

Lid. Xay, then my fortune’s gone; I know I 
. must die: 

Yet dearly will I sell my love. Come on both, 
And use your fortunes ; I expect no favour : 
Weak as 1 am, my confidence shall meet yon! 
Ciara. Yield up your cause, and live. 

Lki. What, dost ithon hold me 
A recreant, that prefers life before credit? 
Tiiough I bleed hard, ray honour finds issue ; 
That's constant to ray heart. 

Clara. Have at your life then ! 

Lis. Hold, or i’ll turn, and bend my sword 
against you ; 

My cause, Clarangh, too. View this brave gentle- 
man, 

That yet may live to kill you ; he stands nobly, 
And has as great a promise of the day 


s You must Ik there, &c.] These words are addressed to Alcidon 
mthout, whom Lisander has overcorae. — Ed. 1778. 

It must be recollected, that t!ie seconds as well as the prfncfpals 
in, those times fought, and that it was not held derogatory to ho- 
nour for the second, who had overcome his antagonist, to assist his 
principal, and thus to turn the odds against the rival. See The 
Little French lAWyer, vol. V. p, 152, and The Island Princess, 
vol. VI. p. 225,'/' 'i'' ' 
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•' As you can tie unto yourself; he’s ready;* 

His sword as sharp : View him with that remem- 
brance . } 

That you delivered him to me, Ciarangfe, 

’ And with those eyes ; that clearness will become 
" you: 

View him, as you reported him ; survey him ; 

Fix on your friendship, sir. I know you are noble, 
And step but inward to your old affection, 
ijjPxamine but that soul grew to your bosom, 

And try then if your sword will bite ; it cannot, 
The edge will turn again, ashamed and blunted. — 
Lidian, you are the pattern of fair friendship, 
Exampled for your love, and imitated ; 

The temple of true hearts, stored with affections. 
For sweetness of your spirit made a saint : 

Can you decline this nobleness to anger ? 

To mortal anger? ’gainst the man you love most ? 
Have you the name of virtuous, not the nature ? 
£id. I will sit down. 

Clara. And I’ll sit by you, Lidian. 

Lis. And I’ll go on. Can Heaven be pleased 
with these things ? 

To see two hearts that have been twined together. 
Married in friendship, to the world two wonders,’ 

^ He^s ready. 'I TJbe editors of 177B say Aal; we should read^ — 
as ready ; but, as the text may be an abbreviation o£M as ready ^ 
it needs no alteration, 

^ have been twined together^ 

Married in friendship^ to the vvorld^ to wonder,] The editors 
of i750.^ropose reading, 

that have been twinn'd together ^ 

Married in friendship, to the world a wonder* 

Have hem twieteb is clearly the true reading; the whole, we ap- 
prehend, should run thus : 

To see two hearts, that have been twined together. 

Married in friendship^ to the world two wonders, 1 77^^ 


or one growth, of one nourishment, one health, 
Thus mortally divorced for one weak woman? 
i'lan !,o%'e he pleased r Love is a gentle spirit ; 

1110 wind that Idows the April llowers not softer; 
tsinfs drawn with doves to shew Imr peacefulness; 
Lions and bloody pards are Mars's servants. ' 
Would you serve Love ? do it witli humbUmess, 
^Vithunt a noi.se, with still prayers, and soft mur- 
murs ; • 

Upon her altars ofl'er your obedience, j| 

And not your brawls; she’s won with tears, no*, 
terrors ; 

That fire yon kindle to her deity, 

Is only grateful when it’s blown ■with sighs,® 

A*nd holy incense flung with white-hand innocence; 
Yon wound her now ; you are too superstitious : 
No sacrifice of bbmd or death she longs for. 

Lid. Came he from Heaven? 

Ciiiru. He tells us truth, good Lidian. 

!.«■. That part of noble love which is most sweet, 
And gtve;s eternal being to fair beauty, 

Honour, ye hack a-pieces with your sworfls ; 

And that ye fight to crown ye kill, fair credit! 
Ciara. Thus we embrace ; no more fight, but all 
friendship ! , 

And where Love pleases to bestow his benefits, 
Let us not argue. 

Lid. Nay, brave sir, come in too, 

You may love also, and may hope ; if you do, 

And not rewarded for’t, there is no justice. 
Farewell, friend ! here let’s part upon our 

age : ^ ' - 

Tt must be so, Cupid draws on our sorrpi^f 


* {F/«n it Wows tdth This is the reading of the first fo- 

lio, which Sympsott follows. Oar lection is from the second folio, 
—Ed. 177 ». 
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And where the lot lights 

Clara. I shall count it happiness. 

Farewell, dear friend ! 

Lis. First, let’s relieve the gentleman ■ ’ 
That lies hurt in your cause, and bring him off. 
And takelome care for your hurts ; then i’ll part 
' too, 

A third unfortunate, and willing wanderer. 

\Exeunt. 




SCENE IV. 



Paris. — A Poora in Gleander^ House. 

Enter Olinda awd' Calista. 

Olin. My fears foresaw ’twould come to this. 
Cal. I would 

Your sentence had been milder. » 

Olin. ’Tis past help now. 

Cal. I share in your despair, and yet my hopes 
Have not quite left me, since all possible means 
Are practised to prevent the mischief following 
Their mortal meeting ; My lord is coasted one way; 
My father, though his hurts forbade his travel, 
Hath took another ; my brother-in-law Beronte, 
A third ; and every minute we must look for 
The certain knowledge, which we must endure 
With that calm patience Heaven shall please to 
lend us. 
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KiitiH' Dorilaus md Cleaxdee, setersHs/, 

* Dm\ Dead both ? 

Ck, Such is the rununir, aud 'tis general. 

Oihh I hear my passing-bell. 

(’fiL i am in a fever. 

Cie. 'rhey say, their seconds too; but wha2 they 
are ' * 

Is not known yet ; some worthy fellows certain. 
Dor. Where had you knowledge ? 

Ck. Of the country people ; 

’Tis spoken every where. 

Dor. I heard it so tooj 
Ami ’tis so common, I do half believe it. — 

You have lost a brother, wench ; he loved you well, 
And might have lived to isave done his country 
ser%dce; ■ 

Rut he is gone. Thou fell’st untimely, Lidian, 
But by a valiant hand, that’s some small comfort, 
And took’st him with thee too; thoulov’dst brave 
company. 

Weeping will do no good : You lost a servant, 
i fc might have lived tohave been younnaster, lady; 
But you Feared that. 

Olin. Good sir, he tender to me ; 

The news is bad enough, you need not press it : ® 
1 loved him well, I loved ’em both. 

Dor. It seems so. 

How many more have you to love so, lady? 

They were both fools to fight for such a fiddle I 
Certain there was a dearth of noble anger, • 
When a slight woman was thought worth a quarrel, 
OUn. Pray you think nobler. 

■ you i^d not press »f#3 i. e. Make it vto-mt'^Sympson, 
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Dor. I’li tell thee what I think ; the plague, war, 
famine, 

Nay, put in dice and drunkennessj (and those 
You’ll grant are pretty helps) kill not so many • 
^(1 mean so many noble) as your loves do, 
•Rather your lewdness, I crave your mercy, women ! 
Be not offended, if I anger ye : 

I am £.ure ye have touched me deep. I came to be 
• merry; 

And with my children ; but to see one ruin’d 
By this fell accident 

D«fcr Bebonte Axcibon; Claeinua follm - 

ing. 


Are they all dead 

If they be, speak. 

CZe. What news ? 

Ber. What dead ? Ye pose me ; 

I understand you not. 

Ck. My brother Lidian, 

Clarang^, and their seconds. 

Ber. Here is one of ’em ; 

And sure this gentleman’s alive. 

Ale. I hope so ; 

So is your son, sir ; so is brave Clarang^s : 

They fought indeed, and they were hurt suffici- 
ently; 

We were all hurt ; that bred the general rumour ; 
But friends again all, and like friends we parted. 
Ck. Heard you of Lisander ? 

Ber. Yes, and miss’d him narrowly ; 

He was one o’ th’ combatants, fought with this 
gentleman, 

Second against your brother ; by his wisdom 
(For certainly good fortune follows him) 

All was made peace, I’ll tell you the rest at dinner, 
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.For vrt* arc haagrv. 

JtV. J, before f eat, 

Must pay a vow I am sworn to. .My life, madam, 
W.'|s at Lisumifr's merry, I live hy it ; 

Aud, for tlie noble favour, lie ilcsircti nu; 

'Fu kiss your fair band for him, oflcring" 

This second service as a sacrifice 
At the altar of your virtues. 

Dor. (’ome, joy on ail .sides ! 

Heaven will not sutler honest men to perish. 

Ck. Re proud of such a friend. 

J)or, Forgive me, madam ; 

It was a grief might have concerned \ ou near too. 

Ck. No work of excellence but still Lisander? 
Go, thy ways, worthy ! 

OUn. Well be merry too. 

Were i to speak again, I w'ould he wiser. 

Ctii, 'J'oo muclKof tills rare cordial makes me 


However, 1 obey you. 

lEavutii all but Calista and Clarinda. 

Clari. Now or never 

Is an apt time to move her.—MatlamJ ’ ''iP*'' 

Cal. Who’s that? 

Clari. Your servant: I would speak with your 
ladyship. 

Cal. Why dost thou look about ? 

CkrL I have private business ^ 

That nohe must hear but you. Lisander 

C«/. Where? 

Clari. Nay, he’s not here, but would entreat 
this favour ; u 

Some of your balsam from your owm hand given, 
For he’s much hurt, and that he thinks would cure 
him. 

Cal He shall have all, my prayers too. 

Clari. But conceive me, 
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It must be from yourself immediately : 

’Pity so brave a gentleman should perish ! 

He is superstitious, and he holds yoiir hand 
Of infinite power. I would not urge this, madam,- 
But only in a man’s extremes, to help him. 

Cal Let him come. 

Good wench ! ’tis that I wish ; I am happy in’t : 
My husband his true friend, my noble father, 

The faiY OlincTa, all desire to see him ; 

He shall hkve many hands. 

Clari. That he desires not, 

Nor eyes, but yours, to look upt>n his miseries ; 
For then he thinks ’twould be no perfect cure, 
madam : 

He would come private. . 

Cal How can that be here ? 

I shall do wrong unto all those that honour him. 
Besides my credit. 

Clari Dare you not trust a hurt man 
Nor strain a courtesy to save a gentleman ? 

To save bis life, that has saved all your family 
A man that comes, like a poor mortified pilgrim, 
Only to beg a blessing, and depart again ? 

He would but see you ; that he thinks would cure 
him : 

But since you find fit reasons to the contrary. 

And that it cannot stand with your clear honour, 
(Though you best know how well he has deserved 
of you) 

Til send him word back (though I grieve to do it, 
Grieve at my soul, for certainly ’twill kill him) 
What your will is. 

Cal Stay! I will think upon’t. 

Where is he, wench ? 

Clari. If you desire to see him, 

Let not that trouble you*, he shall be with you, 
And in that time that no man shall suspect you : 
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Your honour, madaro, is in your owa free keeping ; 
Your care in me, in him all honesty ; 

If you desire him not, let him pass by you, 

And all this business reckon but a dream ! 

Cal. Go in, and counsel me; I would fain sec 
him, 

And willingly comfort him. 

Clari. Tis in your power ; '' 

And, if you dare trust me, you shall do it Safely. 
Read that, [Giving a Letter-I and let that tell you 
how he honours you. - ■ [Exeunt. 


ACT III. SCENE!. 


A Hall m the same House. ' 


Enter CLAitnsvf^ and Leon, 

Leon. This ha})py night [Kisses her. 

Ckri. Preserve this eagerness 
Till we meet neai'er ; there is something done 
Will give us opportunity. 

Zem. Witty girl! the plot? 

Clari. You shall hear that at leisure. 

The whole house reels with joy at the report 
Of Lidian’s safety, and that joy encreased 
From their affection to the brave Lisander, 

In being made the happy iastmraeftt to componad 
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The bloody difference. 

Leon. They will hear shortly that 
Will turn their mirth to mourning : He was then 
The principal means to save two li ves ; but, since,- 
There are two falfn, and by his single hand, 

For which his life must answer, if the king, 
’Whose arm is long, can reach him. 

Ckiri. We have now 

No spare time* to hear stories : Take this key ; 
’Twill make your passage to the banqueting-house 
In the garden free. 

Leon. You will not fail to come? 

C/ari. For mine own sake, ne’er doubt it. — Now 
for Lisander ! [jF.rzV Leon. 

Ln^er Dorilaus, Cleander, and Servants with 
Lights. 

Dor. To bed, to bed ! ’tis very late. 

Ck. To bed all ! 

I have drank a health too much. 

Dor. You’ll sleep the better ; 

My usual physic that way. 

Cie. Where’s your mistress ? 

Clan. She is above, but very ill and aguish ; 
The late fright of her brother has much troubled 
her: 

She would entreat to lie alone. 

Cie. Her pleasure. 

Dor. Commend my love to her, and my pray rs 
for her health : 

I’ll see her ere I go. ^Eseunt all but Glarinda. 

Clari. All good rest to ye ! — , , x, 

Now to my watch for Lisander J when hes fur- 
nish’d, . 

For mine own friend I Since I stand centinel, 
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I love to laiigli in the evenings too ; and may, 
TJic privilege of my place %viU warrant it. 


SCENE IL 


Before the Geo'ien^ 


LKjfer Lisahdee Lancelot. 

Lis. You have done well hitherto. Where arc 
we now ? 

Lan. Not far from the house, I hear by th’ owls ; 
there are 

Many of your Welch falconers about it. 

Here* were a night to chuse to run away with 
Another man’s wife, and do the feat ! 

Lis. Peace, knave ; 

The house is here before us, and some may hear us. 
The candles are all out. 

Lan. But one i’ th’ parlour ; 

I see it simper hither.* Fray come this way. 

Lk. Step to the garden-door, and feel an’t be 
open. 

La7i. I am going ; luck deliver me from the saw- 
pits, 

* I sec it simper We suspect this to be a corruption, 

and that we should read glimmer. Simper, we apprehend, never 
occurs in this sense ; and Lancelot, though a servant, is not made 
a Sjieaker of barbarisms. — Ed. 1778. 

There is no occasion to charge Lancelot with barbarism, though 
he ludicrously applies the word simper to the iliciesring light in tlj« 
parlour, , , 



Scene II.] 


PROGRESS. 


477 ' 


Or I am buried quick ! I hear a dog ; 

No, ’tis a cricket. Ha ! here’s a cuckold buried 
Take heed of his horns, sir. Here’s the door; ’feis 
open. 

Clari. the Door. 2 Who’s there ? 

* Lis. A friend. 

CkrL Sir ! Lisander ! 

Lis. X. 

Clari. You are welcome ; follow me, and make 
no noise. 

Lis. Go to your horse, and keep your watch 
with care, sirrah, 

And be sure you sleep not. 

lEreunt Lisander and CzAniNJiA. 
Lan. Send me out the dairy-maid, ’ 

To play at trump* with me, and keep me waking. 
My fellow horse and I now must discourse, 

Like two learn’d almanack-makers, of the stars, 
And tell what a plentiful year ’twill prove of 
drunkards. 

If I had but a pottle of sack, like a sharp prickle, 
To knock my nose against when I am nodding, 

I should sing like a nightingale ; but I must 
Keep watch without it. I am apt to dance ; 
Good Fortune, guide me from the fairies’ circles ! 

k;.,.. {Exit. 

* Trump.l This was an ancient gime at cards, which is often 
alluded to in old plays. 
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SCENE m. 


J Bed- Room in the Home. 

Enter Ciaeinba, (with a Tnper,) and Lisander. 
Caeista sitting behind a Curtain. 

Ciari, Come near ! I’ll leave jou now ; draw 
. but that curtain, 

And have your wish, Now, Leon, I am for 

thee: 

We that are servants must make use of stofn hours, 
Ami be |;Iad of snatch’d occasioiis. [Exit. 

Lis. She’s asleep ; [Draws the Cnriain. 

Fierce Love hath closed his lights, (I may look on 
lier) 

Within her eyes he has lock’d the Graces up ; 

I may behold and live. How sweet she breathes! 
The orient morning, breaking out in odours, 

Is not so full of perfumes as her breath is ; 

She is the abstract of ail excellence. 

And scorns a paralieL 
Cal Who's there? 

Lis, Your servant, [Kneels. 

Your n)ost obedient slave, adored lady, 

That comes but to behold those eyes again, 

And pay some vows I have to sacred beauty, 

And so pass by : I am blind as ignorance, 

And know not where I wander, how I live, 

Till I receive from their bright influence 
Light to direct me, For devotion’s sake, 
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(You are the saint I tread these holy steps to, 
And holy saints are all relenting sweetness) 

Be not enraged, nor be not angry with me; 

The greatest attribute of Heaven is mercy, 

And ’tis the crown of Justice, and the glory, 
JV'here it may kill with right, to save with pity. 
Cal. Why do you kneel ? I know you come to 
moclf me, 

To upbraid me with the benefits you have given me, 
Which are too many, and too mighty, sir, 

For my return ; and I confess ’tis justice. 

That for my cruelty you should despise me ; 

And I expect, however you are calm now, 

(A foil you strive to set your cause upon) 

It will break out : Calistais unworthy. 

Coy, proud, disdainful, (I acknowledge ail) 
Colder of comfort than the frozen north is, 

And more a stranger to Lisander’s worth, 

His youth and faith, than it becomes her grati- 
tude ; 

I blush to grant it : Yet take this along, 

(A sovereign medicine to allay displeasure. 

May be, an argument to bring me oif too) 

She’s married, and she’s chaste ; how sweet that 
sounds ! 

How it perfumes all air ’tis spoken in! 

Oh, dear Lisander, would you break this union ? 

Lis. No ; I adore it : Let me kiss your hand. 
And seal the fair faith of a gentleman on it ! 

Cal. You a,re truly valiant : Would it not afflict 
you 

To have the horrid name of coward touch you ? 
Such is the whore to me. 

Lis. I nobly thank you : 

And may I be the same when I dishonour you. 
This I may do again. [Kissing ker ham. 
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Cal* Y<ni may, anti worthily ; 

Such comforts maids may grant with modesty, 
And neither make herpoor,nor wrong her bounty.^ 
KobU* Lisander, how fond now am 1 of you ! 

I heard \ ()n were hurt. 

Lis. You dare not heal me, lady? 

I am Imrt here. How sweetly now she bluslies i 
Excellent objects kill our sight ; she blinds me : 
The roses in the pride of May shew pale to her. 
Oh, tyrant Custom, and, oh, coward Honour 1 
How ye compel me to put on mine own chains ! 
May I not ki.ss you now in superstition? 

For you appear a thing that 1 would kneel to ; 
Let me err that way ! \^Klsses her. 

Cal. You shall err for once ; 

I have a kind of noble pity on you. 

Among ycHjr manly sufferings, make this most, 
I'o ert no further in desire ; for then, sir, 

Yon add unto the gratitudes I owe you; 

And after deatii, your dear friend’s soul shall bless 
you. 

Lis. I am wond’rous honest. 

Cat. I <lare try. • [Kiss. 

Lis. I have tasted 

A blessedness too great for dull mortality : 

Once more, and let me die! 

Cai. I dare not murder : 

How will maids curse me, if I kill with kisses, 

^ Male lier pmr.^ nor tcrong tier bounty,] As her Ims riotliiiig 
to refer to but wmhk in %\i<& line above, wc miisfc certainly cbiinge 
iiic number, and write^ 

make iliem pmr^ mr 'xrong their 

The inisrtike is not likely to been acdilenlaL Fletcher 
is often guilty of greater grammatical errors than timl in the text, 
and the eliange oC plural to singular, nr vke ww, is very fr€» 
quent in old authors. , ^ ' 
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And young men fly the embraces of fair virgins ! 
Come, pray sit down ; but let’s talk temperately, 
Lis, Is my dear friend a-bed ? 

Cal. Yes, and asleep, . • 

Secure asleep : ’Tis midnight too, Lisander ; 
Speak not 'so loud. 

' You see I am a statue ; 

I could not stand else as I had eaten ice, 

Or took into my blood a drowsy poison, 

And Natur.e’s noblest, brightest flame burn in me. 
Midnight? and I stand quietly to behold so? 
The alarum rung, and I sleep like a coward? 

I am worn away ; my faith,' and dull obedience. 
Like crutches, carry my decayed body 
Down to the grave ; I have no youth within me. 
Yet happily you love too ? 

Cal Love with honour. 

Lis. Honour ? what’s that ? ’tis but a specious 
. title 

We should not prize too high. 

Cal. Dearer than life. 

Lis. The value of it is as time has made it, 
And time and custonr^ve too far insulted ; 

We are no gods, to he^ways tied to strictness ; 
’Tis a presumption to shew too like ’em;’ 

March but an hour or two under love’s ensigns ! 

We have examples of great memories 

Cal But foul ones too, that greatness cannot 
cover! 

That wife that by example sins, sins double. 

And pulls the curtain open to her shame too. 

Methinks, to enjoy you thus 

Lis. ’Tis no joy, lady : 

A longing bride, if she stop here, would cry ; 

The bridegroom too, and with just cause, curse 
Hymen. 

VOE. XIII. Sh 
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Hut yield a little, be one Hour a woman, 

(I do not speak this to compel you, lady) 

.And f^ive your will but motion, let it stir, 

But in the taste of that weak fears call evil ; 

Try it to umlerstand it. (we’ll do nothin^-) 

You’ll ncMT come to know pure good else. 
e«/. Fy, .sir I ^ 

Lia. I have found a way; let’s slip into, this 
error 

As innocents, that know not what we did ; 

As we were dreaming both, let us embrace ; 

The sin is none of ours then, but oiir fancies’ — 
What have I said ? what blasphemy to honour ? 
Oh, my base thoughts ! Pray you take this, and 
shoot me. 

My ’villain thouglits ! ^ Pistol. 

CgL f weep your miseries, [Noise zviikm. 

And ’would to Heaven VHiat noise? 

Lk. It comes on louder. 

Kill me, and save yourself ; save j'our fair honour, 
And lay the fault on me ; let my life perish, 

My base lascivious life ! Shoot ({uickly, lady ! 
i'aL .Not for the world. Retire behind the 
hangings, 

And there stand close. — My husband ! close, Li~ 
Sander 1 [He n/im. 

Efiter Cleander ^dth a Taper. 

Ck. Dearest, are you well ? 

Cal Oh, my satl heart ! 

Mj head, my head ! 

Ck. Alas, poor soul ! what do you 
Out of your bed ? you take cold, my Calista. 

How do you ? 

Cal, Not so well, sir, to lie by yoit; 

My brother’s fright-*— - . ' 
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C/e. I had a frightful dream too, , ' 

A very frightful dream, my best Calista: 

Methoiight there came a dragon to your charabery 
A furious dragon, wife ; I yet shake at it. 

Are aii things well ? 

[Ft'om behind the Hangings.'] Shall I shoot 
him? ; 

C«/, No. All well, sir. ' ■ ' ^ 

’Twas but your care of me, your loving care, 

Which always watches. 

C/e. And methought he ca,me . 

As if he had risen thus out of bis den, 'h _ , , , i 

As 1 do from these hangings— ^ ; 8 

Lis, Dead? . . , > . . • ^ 

CaL Hold, good sir ! 

C/e. And forced you in. his arms thus; 

Cal. ’Twas but fancy 

That troubled you ; here’s nothing to disturb me. 

Good sir, to rest again ; and I’m now drowsy. 

And will to bed. Make no noise, dear husband, 

But let me sleep ; before you can call any body 
I am a-bed. 

C/e. This, and sweet rest dwell with you ! 

l^Kisses her, and exit. 

Cal. Come out again ; and, as you love, Lisan- 
der, 

Make haste away! You see his mind is troubled : 

Do you know the door you caoie in at? 

Lk. Well, sweet lady. . 

CaL And can you hit it readily? 

Lis. I warrant you. 

And must I go ? must here end all my happiness, 

Here in a dreamj as if it had no substance ? 

Cal. For this time, friend, or here begin our 
ruins ; 

We are both miserable. - - 

Lis. This is some comfort . ; 
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In my aiillctions, tliey are so full already* 

They can liiul no encrease. 

. Cfii. Dear, speak no more ! 

• Lia. You nni&t he silent, then. 

Cal. Fareu'cll, Lisander, 

Thou joy of man, farewell ! 

Lis. Farewell, bright lady, 

Honour of woman-kind, a heavenly blessing! 

Cal. Be ever honest 1 ‘ 

Lh. I will be a dog else ! 

The virtues of yoiir mind FlI make my library,* 
In which I'll study the celestial beauty; 

Your constancy, my armour that I’ll fight in ; 
And on my sword your chastity shall sit, 

Terror to rebel blood. 

Cal Once more, farewell ! mihin. 

Oh, tiiat my modesty could hold you still, sir ! 

Iff comes again. 

Lis. Heaven keep my hand from murder, 
Murder of him I love ! 

Cal. Away, dear friend, 

Down to the garden-stairs ; that way, Lisander ! 
We are betrayed else. 

Lk. Honour guard the innocent ! [Exit 

Enter Cleasdek. 

Cie. Still up ! I feared your health. 

Ckil. [j^skk.j He has missed him happily. — 

I am going now ; I have done my meditations, 
BJy heart’s almost at peace. 

Cle. To my warm bed then ! 

Cal I will } pray you lead. 

{J Pistol shot within, 
Qe. A pistol shot F th’ house ? 

At these hours? Sure some thief, some murderer 1 
Rise, ho ! rise all 1 I am betray’d* 
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Cal. Oh, Fortune ! {Asia 

Oh, giddy thing! He has met some opposition, 
And killed! I am confounded, lost for ever ! 

Enter DoviiLAvs. 


Dot, Now, what’s the matter ? 

Cle. Thieves,' my noble father, 

Villains and- rogues. 

Do7\ Indeed, I heard a pistol : 

Let’s search about. 

Efiter Maefost, Clarinda, and Servants. 

Malf. To bed again ; they are gone, sir, 

(I will not bid you thank my valour for’t) 

Gone at the garden-door ; there were a dozen. 
And bravely armed ; I saw ’em. 

Clari. I am glad. 

Glad at the heart. 

Sero. One shot at me, and missed me. 

Malf. No, ’twas at me ; the bullet flew close 
by me. 

Close by my ear : Another had a huge sword. 
Flourished it thus, but at the point I met him ; 
But the rogue taking me to be your lordship, 

(As sure your name is terrible, and we 
Not much unlike i’ th’ dark) roared out aloud, 

“ It is the kill-cow * Dorilaus !” and away 
They ran as they had flown.— Now you must love 


3 KilUotu.l An allusion to the story of Guy Earl of Warwick. 
— Ed. 177S. 

Another allusion to this adventure has occurred in Bonduca 

See voL VL p» 47t 
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Or iVar me for my courage, wench. 

{Aside io Clarixda. 

■ €'-l<trL Oil, rogue ! 

Oh. lying rngne — Lisander stumbled, madam, 
At the stairs’ head, and in the fall the shot went 

AVas gone before the}' rose. /, 

Cat. I thank Heaven for’t I b , 

Ciari. I was frighted too ; it spoiled my game 
with Ledn. -V"':'--,-, 

Oe, You must sit up ; an they had come to your 
chamber. 

What pranks would they have played r — How came 
the door open ? 

Malf. I heard 'em when tliey forced it; up I rose, 
Took Durindana"* in my hand, and like 
Orlando issued forth. 

Ckri. I kofnv you are valiant. 

€k. To bed again, 

And he you henceftirth provident ! At sun-rising 
Wc must part for a while. 

Dor. When you’re a- bed, 

Take leave of lier; there ’twill be worth the ta- 
king, 

Here ’tis hut a cold ceremony. Ere long 
We'll find Lisander, or we have ill fortune. 

Cle. Lock all the doors fast. 

Mttlf. Though they ail stood open, 
hly name writ on the door, they dare not enter! 

* J)urinihna.] The name of Orlando’s sword. The heroes in the 
•Id romanci’.s gave names to their swords.— -Ed. 177S> 
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- The Country. B^ore a Monastery, 

Enter Clarange, Briar with a Better, and a 
Novice^ ’ 

Clara. Turned liermit ? 

Friar. Yes, and a devout one too ; 

I heard him preach. 

Clara. That lessens my belief ; 

For though I grant my Lidian a scholar. 

As far as fits a gentleman, he hath studied 
Plumanity, and in that he is a master, 

‘Civility of manners, courtship, arms, 

Bnt never aimed at, as I could perceive, 

The deep points of divinity. 

Fj'iar. That confirms his 
Devotion to be real, no way tainted 
With ostentation or hypocrisy. 

The cankers of religion ; his sermon 
So full of gravity, and with such sweetness 
Delivered, that it drew the admiration 
Of all the hearers on him ; his own letters 
To you, which witness he will leave the world, 
And these to fair Olinda, his late mistress. 

In which he hath, with all the moving language 
That ever expressed rhetoric, solicited 
The lady to forget him, and make you 
Blessed in her embraces, may remove, . 

All scrupulous doubts. 
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Clam. It strikes a sadness ia me ! 

I know n<*t what to think oft 

. I^hir. Ere he entered 

H'ts saiitarv cell, he penned a ditty, 

His Ions: last farewell to love and women, 

.So feelingly, that I confess, however 
It stands not with my order to be taken 
Wit!} such fjoetical raptures, I wa| moved, ' 

And strangely, with it. , 

Clam. Have you the copy ? , 

Friar. Yes, sir: 

My Novice too can sing it, if yon please 
To give him hearing. 

Clara. And it will come timely, 

For I am full of melancholy thouglits, 

Against which I have heard, with reason, music 
To he the speediest cure ; pray you apply it. 

A SOXG, % the Mvicc. 

Adieu, fond kve / faretedl, you n'antm Powers f 
I am free again ; 

Thou dull disease of blood and idle hoursg 
Bat ifching pain, 

Fly to thejmls that sigh away their time ! 

My nobler love, to Heaven climb, 

And there behold beauty still young, 

Thai time can ne'er eorrupt, nor death destroy / 
Immortal sweetness by^ fair angels sung, 

And honour'd by eternity andji.y I 

There lives my lure, thither my hopes aspire 

Fond love deelines, this heavenly love grmvs Agher, 

Friar. How do you approve it? 

Clara. To its due desert ; 

It is a heavenly hymn, no dhtty, father j 
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It passes througb my ears unto my soul, 

And works divinely on it. Give me leave 
A little to consider; — Shall I be .• 

Out-done in all things ? nor good of myself,' 

Nor by example? shall my loose hopes still, 

The viands of a fond affection, feed me 
As I were a sensual beast ? spiritual food 
Refused by my sick palate ? ’tis resolved. — 

How far off, father, doth this new-made hermit 
Make his abode ? 

Friar. Some two days’ journey, son. 

Clara. Having revealed my fair intentions to 
you, 

I hope your piety will not deny me 
Your aids to further ’em. 

Friar, That were against 
A good man’s charity. 

Clara. My first request is. 

You would some time, for reasons I will shew you, 
Defer delivery of Lidian’s letters 
To fair Olinda. 

Friar. Well, sir. 

Clara- por what follows. 

You shall direct me. — Something I will do, 

A new-born zeal and friendship prompts nie to. 

\Exmnt. 
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SCENE „V. 


A Country /««. 

Enter Bortiaus, Ckmikcrlain ; a 

Table, Tapers, and Chairs. ' 

Ck. We have supp’d well, friend : Let our beds 

^ he ready ; 

We nuist be stirring early. 

Cham. They are made, sir. 

Jhir. I cMniiot .sleep 3'et. Where’s the jovial host 
You told me of? 'T lias been iny custom ever 
To parley with mine host.* 

^ *7' Ms km mg emi&m tw 

To parkutiiik mim kmi*2 familiarity of Ixosts with tlielr 
guests .•ret iiib iif have been greater in the days of Fletcher than we can 
conceive. Of this we haw many iasfances hi old plays^ 
and one has him already noticed mTheCaptain, (vol IX, p, 214^) 
wliere lla? Host gels drunk with his gucj^is, and sptTiks lo ihem in 
Ifingnage which sounds very strange to our cars* The same may 
feeobhtUYtd! .reopening mine llc»tot the Garter, in The Merr} \Vi\cs 
of Windsor^ anil Blague^ the merry Host of the Ckn'Wge at Waltliarsiy 
ill The Meng Devil of Edmonton* Both address knights ami coun** 
try gcntieroeii in a slyk of the utmost faiiiiliiirity. It svems to 
lutvo iiceii one of the qualMeatiom expected of iin innkeeper at tlic 
lime, imt only to see that his guests were well aeeuinniodutedj bus 
to amuse them with tales and jokes, and lo address them in a pecu- 
liar ttyle of lumioiir, intermixed with cant-phrases and terms of 
ciKkarmeriS not ah^ays very dclicale* The practice is thus satiri- 
cally notkeci fn A Character of England, Lorici I &>5| purporting 
(probjibly fakely) to have been ** presented in a Ict|ey io a noble- 
mmi in ■ . . ■ ' 
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Ck. He’s a good fellow, 

And such a one I know you love to laugh with. — . 
Go call your master up. v- 

Cham. He cannot come, sir, ' " ' 

Dor. Is he a-bed with his wife? 

• Cham. No, certainly. 

Dor. Or with some other guests ? 

Ch'am, Neither, an’t like you. 

How new it appeared to me to see my confident host set him 
down cheek by joul by me, belcbin|[ .and puffing tobacco in my 
face, you may easily imagine j . till 1 afterwards found it to be the 
usual style of this country ; and that the gentlemen, who lodge at: 
their inns, entertain themselves in their company, and are much 
pleased with their impertinences/* - ' 

There is a lively description of one of these ancient hosts at 
Rockland, in Kempe's Nine Days* Wonder, quoted by Warton, 
(Hist, E. Poetry, lY. 

He was a man not over spare^ 

In his eyebals dwelt no care : 

Aiim^ anon, and coming, friend. 

Were the most words he usde to spend ; 

Saue, sometime he would sit and tell, 

What wonders once in Bullayne fell j 

Closing each period of his tale 

With a full cup of nut-brpwne ale: . . 

Turwyn and Turney’s siedge were hot, 

Yet ail my hoast remembers not: 

Kets-field and Musseleborough fray 
Were battles fought but yesterday,, . .. 

^ O *twas a goodly matter then, \ 

To see your sword and buckler men ! 

They would lay here, and here and there^ 

But I would meet them every where, &c/ 

By this some guest cryes ho, the house ! 

A fresh friend hath a fresh carouse. 

Still will he drink and still be dry, 

And quafie with euery company. 

Saint Martin send him merry mates 
To enter at his hostry gates ! 

For a blither lad than he 
Cannot an innkeeper be/"*- 
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€!c, V'hjr then he sliaii come, by your ka%-e, my 
friend ; 

I-ll %tch him up myself. 

Chim. ln<icef{ youll fail, sir. 

Dor, Is he i' ih’ house? 

Cham. No, but he is hard by, sir ; 
lie is fast in’s grave ; he has been dead these three 
weeks. . ^ . 

Dor. Tlien o’ my conscience he will come but 
lamely, ^ ^ 

And discourse worse. , 

Ck. Farewell, mine honest host then, ' 
iMine honest merry host! — Will you to bed yet? 
Dor. No, not this hour ; I pr’y thee sit and chat 
’ by me. 

Ck. Give us a quart of wine then ; we’ll be 
merry. 

Dor, A match, my sou.— Pray let your wine be 
living, • 

Or lay it by your master. 

Cham. It shall be quick, sir. [D,«V, 

Dvr. Has not mine isost a wife ? 

Ck. A good old woman. 

Dor, Another coffin ! that is not so handsome ; 
Your hostesses in inns should be blithe things, 


Pretty and young, to draw in passengers ; 

She’ll neVr fill her beds wtdl, if she be not beau« 
teous. 

Ck, And courteous too. 

Dor. Ay, ay ; and a good fellow, 

That will mistake sometimes a gentleman 
For her good man. 

Enter Cbamberhin mih Wine, 

Well doiibi Here’s to Lisander ! . 

Ck, Aly full love meets it,— Alake fire in our 
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We’ll trouble tbee no farther.— Chamberlain. 
To your son ! 

Dor. Put in Clarangfe too ; off with’t. I tlrnnk' 
you. 

This wine drinks merrier still. Oh, for mine host 
how! 

'Were he alive again, and well disposed, 

I wc’ild so claw his pate ! 

Cle. 'You’re' a hard drinker. 

Dor. I love to make mine host drunk; he will 
lie then 

The rarest, and the roumJesfi of bis friends, 

■ His quarrels, and his guests ; and they’re the best 
bawds too. 

Take *em in that tune, - , 

Cle. You know all. 

Dor. I did, son ; ■ 

But time and arms have worn me out. 

Cle. ’Tis late, sir ; 

I hear none stirring, [A lute is struck withinl 
Dor. Hark ! what’s that ? a lute ? 

’Tis at the door, I think. 

Cle. The doors are shut fast. 

Dor, ’Tis morning ; sure, the fiddlers are got up 
To fright men’s sleeps. Have we ne’er a piss-pot 
ready ? 

Cle. Now I remember. I’ve heard mine host 
that’s' dead " 

Touch a lute rarely, and as rarely sing too, ■ 

A brave still mean.® 

Dor. I would give a brace of French crowns 
To see him rise and fiddle. 

Cle. Hark ; a song ! 

« A brave still mean.] The mean is what we now call tenor. 
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A Song xcithin, 

, *' late and cold ; stir up the fire ; 

Sk ckhse, a/id draw the table Higher; 

Be merrg, and drink wine that's aid, 

A hearty medicine 'gainst a cold / 

J "our beds of xcantou dmn the best, 

IV here pou sfudl tumble to pour rest ; 

J could xcish pou wenches itw. 

But / im dead; and emmi ife* 

Call for the best the house map ring, .. - i... 

Sen k\ white, and clarets kt them bring. 

And drink apace, while breath pou have ; 
^You'll find but cold drink in the gr'ure : 

Flora', partridge. Jbr pour dinner. 

And a capon J or the sihicr, 

You shafi Jhul readp when pou re up, 

And pour horse shall have his sup : 

IVekemc, welcome, shall fip round. 

And I sfudl smik, though under ground, 

Ck. Now, as I live, it is bis voice ! 

'Dor. He sings well; 

The devil has a pleasant pipe, 

C/t'. The fellow lied, surei 

Enter the Host's Ghost. 

He is not dead ; he’s here. How pale he looks ! 
Dor. Is this he r 
€k. Yes. 

Host. You are welcome, noble gentlemen i 
]\fy brave old guest, most welcome ! 

Ckd Lying knaves, . 

To tell ws yoii were dead. Come, sit down by tis. 



, ' ■ ' • f 
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We thank you for your song. , . » 

Host. ’W ould ’t had been better I . • 

Dor. Speak, are you dead ? t 

Host. Yes, indeed am I, gentlemen ; . ' . 

I have been dead these three weeks. 

Dor. Then here’s to you, . 

. ^ To comfort ydur cold body ! 

■ C/e.^. What do you mean ? 

^ Stand further off. - 

Dor. I will stand nearer to him. 

Shall he come out on’s coffin to bear us company, 

And we not bidhira weiiQOjmeJ*'?-?G@me, mine host. 

Mine honest, host, here’s to you 1 ' ' '.r;; 

Host. Spirits, sir, drink not. , 

OI?. Why do you appear ?■' . 

Host. To wait upon ye, gentlemen;" 

(’T has been my duty living, now my farewell) 

I fear ye are not used accordingly. 

Dor. I could wish you warmer company, mine 
host, 

Howe’er we are used. 

Host. Nejtt, to entreat a courtesy ; 

And then I go to peace. 

Cte. Is’t in our power ? 

Host. Yes, and ’tis this ; to see my body buried 
In holy ground, for now I lie unhallow’d, 

By the clerk’s fault ; let my new grave be made 
Amongst good fellows, that' have died ;be me, 

And merry hosts of ray kind. 

Cte. It shall be done. , , 

Dor. And forty stoops of wine’ drank at thy 
funeral. 

Ck. Do you know our travel ? 

Host. Yes, to seek your friend% ^ 

’ stoops Part of the not^ of the last editors, 

p, 449, comes ia here more appositely. 
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Thar in afflictions wander now. 

Ck, Aias! 

• ihgi. Seek Vm no farther, but be confident 
Thin* shaH return in peace. 

/J«r. There’s comfort vet. 

Ck. Pr;n \ ou one word more : Is’t in your ptnvcr, 
mine host, 

(Answer me softly) some hours before my death, 
To ijive me warning'? 

limf. I cannot tell you, truly ; 

But if I can, so much alive I lowed you, 

I will appear again. Adieu? , . lEziL 

Dor Adieu sir. - 

Ck. I am ti oubled j these strange apparitions are 
For the most part fatal. 

Dor This, if told, will not 
Find credit The light break.s apace ; let’s lie down. 
And take some little rest, an hour or two, 

Then do mine Host’s desire, and so return. 

I do belie've him. 

(Gfe. So do I. To rest, sir * [iJa-CttwA 


SCENE VI. 


Paris, A Room in Cleander’s House* 


Enter Calista Ciaeinda. 

'■ Cal _Ckrinda *.''}■ 

Ckri, Madam, 

Cat. I».,t&e,hottse well order’d f . 
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The doors lock’d to, now in your master’s absence? 
Your care and diligence amongst the servants ? 
Ciari. I am stirring, madam. 

Cal So thou art, Clarinda, 

More than thou ouglit’st, I am sure. Why dost 
, thou blush ? 

Ciari. I do not blush. 

Cal. Why dost thou hang thy head, wench ? 
Ciari. Madam', you are deceived, I look upright; 
I understand you not. — She has spied Leon: 
Shame of his want of caution ! \^Aside. 

Cal. Look on 
What! blush 'again? 

Ciari. ’Tis more than I know, madam ; . 

I have no cause that I find yet. . 

Cal. Examine then. 

Ciari. Your ladyship is set, I think, to shame me. 
Cal. Do not deserve’t. Who lay with you last 
night? 

What bedfellow had you ? none of the maids came 
near you. 

Clai'i. Madam, they did. 

Cal. ’Twas one in your cousin’s clothes then. 
And wore a sword ; and sure I keep no Amazons. 
Wench, do not lie ; ’twill but proclaim thee guilty : 
Lies hide our sins like nets ; like perspectives. 
They draw offences nearer still, and greater. 
Come, tell the truth. ' ; , ' ' 

Ciari. You are the strangest lady 
To have these doubts of me ! how have I lived, ma- 
dam, 

And which of all my careful services 
Deserves these shames ? 

Cal. Leave facing, ’twill not serve you : 

This impudence becomes thee worse than lying. 

voE. XIII. Si 
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I tl’uijght you liad lived well, and I was proud oft; 
IJiu \mi are p!cas»ed to abu.se my thoughts. W!io 
wa.s’r ? 

il'fnu’st repentance yet will make tlte fault k\ss. 
i'inri. Do you cuinpel user doNuu stami so strict 
too? IJjkiKt, 

Kay, fluni hare at you. — I shall rub that .sore, ma- ' 
dam. r 

.Since you provoke me, will but vex your iadysliip : 
Let me alojie ! .. 

Cal I wil! khowr’"'''"' ' 

Chin. For your own peace, 

The peace of your own conscience, ask no further: 
Walk in. and let me alone. 

No; I’ll know all. 

Ckiri. ^Vhy, then. III tell you ; Twa.s a man I 
lay with, 

(Never admire ; lis easy to be done, nuuiaui, 

And msua! fof>) a proper man I lay with, 

(Why should you vex at that r) unuigas Lisander, 
And able to{> I I griHige not at your pleasure, 
Why should you stir at minc.^ 1 steal none from 
you.' 

CaL Ami dost thou glory in this sin.- 
Clari. I am glad on’t ; 

To glory in’t is for a mighty lady, 

That may command. 

Cal. Why didst thou name Lisander." 

Clark Does it anger you ? does it a little gall 
you r 

I know it tioes. Why would you urge me, lady.* 
Why woulfl you be .so curious to compel me? 

I named Lisander as my precedent, 

The rule I erred by ; You love him, I know it ; 

I pudged not. at it, but am pleased it is so; 

And, by aay care ami diligence, you enjoyed him. 
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Shall I for keeping^ counsel have no comfort ? 

Will you have all yourself r eugross, all pleasure? 4 - 
Are you so hard hearted r Why do you blush now, 
madam? ' 

Cal. My anger blushes, not my shame, base wo- 
’ man! 

Clari. I’ll make your shame blush^ since you put 
, me tok: 

Who lay with you t’other night? 

CaL With me, you monstei ! 

Clari. Whcjse sweet enikraces circled you? not 
your husband’s. ' ^ " ' 

I wonder you dare touch me in this point, madam ? 
Stir her against you in whose hand your life lies ? 
More than your life, your honour? What smug 

Was that I brought you? that maid had ne’er a 
petticoat. 

Cal. She’llhalfpursuademeanonlamaheasttoo; 
And I mistrust myself, though I am honest, 

For giving her the helm. — Thouknow’st, Clarinda, 
Even in thy conscience, I was ever virtuous ; 

As far from lust in meeting with Lisander, 

As the pure wind in welcoming the morning ; 

In all the conversation I had with him, 

As free, and innocent, as yon fair Heaven. 

Didst not thou persuade me too? , 

Clari. Yes, I had reason fort; 

And now you are persuaded, I’ll make use on’t. 

Cal. If 1 had sinned thus, and ray youth en- 
ticed me, 

The nobleness and beauty of his person, 

Beside the mighty benefits I am bound to, 

Is this sufficient warrant for thy weakness? 

If I bad been a whore, and craved thy counsel 
In the conveyance of my fault, and faithfalness, 
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Thy secrecy anti truth ‘m hiclhi" of it, 

■ Is4t thy justice to repay me thtts? 

T(s.*he the nnister sinner to conjpei nie, 

Aiul huilfi ihv lusts security on mine hnnourr 
Ciari. They that love this sin love their security : 
Prevention, madam, is the nail J knock d at, 

And I have hit it home, and so I’ll hold it. 

And you nni&t pardon me, and be-silent too, 

Ami suffer what you sec, ami suffer patiently ; 

1 shall do worse else. , ' 

CaL Thou canst not touch my 
Truth will not suffer me to be aiuised ^s. 

ClarL Do not you stick to Truth, she’s seldom 
hear<l, madam ; 

A pnor w«ak ttnyyaie she has, and that is hoarse too 
With pleadine: at the bars ; none understands her: 
Olytf yon hat! Irer, what can she sa) for you t 
Musi she not swear he came at inidnip;!!! to you. 
The door left open, and your husband cossened 
With a feigned sickness r 

CaL But, by my soul, I was honest 1 
Thou know'st I was honest. 

Ciari. That's, all one ivhat I know; 

What I will testify is that shall vex you ! 

Trust not a guilty rage with likelihoods, 

And on apparent proof ; ^ take heed ot that, ma- 
dam : 


’ Trmt mt a guiU^ rage with likelihootk, 

^itd un apparmt proof -] *>» iwasense as it stands. 

What is tlw> guilty rage Ctarinda advistns t'alista not to trust f i 
hafe no doubt we should read'— , 

. V Trust not a guilty age vrjUi likelihoods, &c. 

The kie seems to require thM ornendraeiit, and what ClarintU 
says afterwards confirms the Justaess ot it— _ 
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If you were innocent, as it may be you are, 

(I do not know ; I leave it to your conscience) 

It were the w’eakest and the poorest part of you, 
Men being so willing to believe the worst, 

So open-eyed in this age to all infamy, 

To put your fame in this weak bark to the venture. 

Cal. What do I suffer ! Oh, ray precious honour, 
Into what box of evils have I lock’d thee ! . 

Yet, rather than be thus outbraved, and by 
My drudge, my footstool, one that sued to be so, 
Perish both life, and honour ! Devil, thus 
I dare ihy worst, spit at thee 1 

And in my virtuous rage, thus trample on thee ! 
Awe me, thy mistress, whore, to be thy bawd ? 
Out of my house ! proclaim all that thou knowlst. 

If you were innocent* as it may be you are 
(i do not know ; 1 leave it to your conscience) 

It were the weakest, and the poorest part of you. 

Men being so willing to believe the worst, 

So open-eyed in this age to ail infamy, 

To put your fame in this weak bark to the venture. 

The weak bark is innocence. Those who are guilty themselves 
are ahvays the most inclined to think others so, and the most in- 
credulous of virtue. — Miason. 

This note' is a very plausible one ; but I can by no means con- 
ceive the text to be nonsense, and the concluding part of the 
note serves to conhrm the propriety of it. Clarinda's whole speech 
is meant to intimidate her mistress, and to prove, that, whether 
she be innocent or not, the likelihoods and apparent prouts which 
she can bring forward, will be sufficient to condemn her. From 
these premises, which are supported by Calista's answer, the pro- 
priety of the word which Mason would alter becomes apparent* 
Clannda begins and concludes her speech in the same manner. 
She says—** No matter what i know ; you shall be vexed or con- 
demned, not by the truth, but by what construction 1 shall put 
upon your conduct. Beware how you trust a guilty rage, (allu- 
ding to her own irregularities, with which she had been upbraided,) 
which may retaliate, by insinuating likelihoods on apparent proof 
against the accuser/^ 



Or malice caB invent; fetch jealousy 
From Iseil, and like a fury breathe it in 
The bosom of u'v ford ; and to thy utmost 
Blast my fair faivte ! yet thou shale feel, vitli horror 
To tin' scared conscieiiee. nn truth is built 
Oil such a fum base, that ifeVr it eiiu 
Be forced, or undermined by thy t>ase scandals, 
Heaven ktt'|is no guard on inuoci'iice ! ''[E.rit. 

Clari. I am lost, 

In my own ho{iies forsaken ; and must fail 
(The greatest tornient to a guilty ivoinan) 
Without levenge. 'i'iil I eaii tiisbion it, 

I must submit, at least apf*ear as if 
I did re[.n ut, and wuuit! ofiVnd no farther. 

BhmsK ur fieriinte. my hnuf bother, is 
Obiigeti unto me for a psivate tavmir; 

T'i.s be n-nst mediate for me ; Itut nhen time 
And oppetriuuity bids me strike, my wreak* 

Shall pour itself on her nice chastity 

Like to a lon eut ; deeds, not words, shall speak me ! 
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A Hall in the same House. 


Enter Alcidon and Beronte, severally. 

Ale. You are opport«ndy;HJefc'‘''''' ';’;S"r,-.,- 

Rer. Your countenance ' t 

Expresses haste mixed with some fear. 

Ale. You’ll share , 

IcSahfted wil^he^use : jryoTbve ^ 

Be in yonr brother’s house. 

Ber. Upon my knowledge 

’ iTZilnl 1 fj” ‘TfiriRte Jp‘»5 mS! 

— if ijtm toe Virtue y ^ 

Indanger aught to succour it.^ pnpson. 

This is plainly a broken ?entence|^a^,wet^ in feSeVof its se- 
arc a The old reading is, far better than 

curity, when It IS in cian„ei . 

the proposed alteratnm. b 1 ^ if you love virtue in 

B,liOUld leatij, as tie editors ol i/o P . P 

“sy'Ifpl <.!»=.,», « »» -» •"f'"" 

in the play. 
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Ik’ not there. 

Jlc, I am giaci on’t. 

■fkr. Why, goo(i sir? 

Without offence I speak ft, there's no place 
In which S)e is more hoiunircd, or nKjrc safe, 

Than with his fiiciul Cleunder. 

J/c. In your votes* 

I grunt it true ; but, as it now stands with Aim, 

1 can give reason to make satisfaction 
Xn- wb.at I speak : You cannot but remember 
Tiie ancient diftefence between Lisancler 
And Cloridon, a man in grace at court. 

Bcr. I do ; and the foul plot of Cioridon’s kins- 
men 

Upon Lisander's life, for a fall given 
To Cfondoti 'fore the king, as they encounter’d 
At a solemn tilting. 

Jh'. It is iu>w revenged, 
in hiief, a challenge was brought to Lisandcr 
By one Chrjsanthesj and, as far as valour 
Would givtf him leave, clechiicti by bold Usander : 
But peace refused, and braves on braves heaped 
on him, 

Alone he met the opposites, ending the quarrel 
With both their lives. ; 

Bbk I am truly sorry for’t. , 

Jic, The king, incensed for his favourite’sdeath, 
Hath set a price upon Lisander’s head, 

As a reward to any man that brings it. 

Alive or dead: To gain this, every where 
He is pursued and laid for ; and, the friendship 
Between him and your noble brother known, 

His, house in reason cannot pass unsearched ; 

I grani ii\ trm.) If thk' readmg fee must Imm 

signify wishs, m I77i* ^ 
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And that’s theprincipal cause that drew me hither, 
To hasten bis remove, if he had chosen 
This castle for his sanctuary. 

Ber. ’Twas done nobly, _ ■ 

And you nrost welcome. This night pray you take 
,A lodging with us ; and, at my entreaty, 

Conceal this from my brother : He is grown 
Exceeding sad of late ; and the hard fortune 
Of one* he values at so high a rate, 

Will much encrease his melancholy. 

Ale. I _ , 

Pray you lead the way. * 

Ber, To serve you, I will shew it. lExemt. 


SCENE II. 


A Boom in the same. 


Enter Cleander, mth a Book. 

Cle. Nothing more certain than to die ; but when 
Is most uncertain : If so, every hour 
We should prepare us for the journey, whi 
Is not to be put off. I must subniit 
To the divine decree, not ajpe it, 

And chearfully I welcome it : ^ . 

Disposed of my estate, confes>sed^®y 

And have remission trom ny ghostty^|^^^^^^ 

Being at peace too here, ^he appantK>“ 

Proceeded not from fancy ; ^onUus 

Saw it, and heard it with me ; it made answer 


[Act IV. 


m THE LOVERS’ 

To our dmands, and promised, if ’tvere not 
Denial to Istm by Fate, be woubi foixHvarti me 
Of niy appioachintr end. i feel iiosunptom 
• Of •sickness ; yet, I knovc not how, a dulness 
Invadeth tne all over. — Ha ! 

Enter the Spirit (if the Host. 

# 

Host. T come, sir. 

To keep my promise j and, sk far as spirits 
Are sensible of sorrow for the living, 

I grieve to be the messenger to tell you, 

Ere many hours pass, you must resolve 
To till a grave. 

€k. And feast the worms ? 

Hast. Even so, sir, 

€k, I hear it like a man. 

Host. It we!! heeomes you ; 

There’s no evathiig it. 

Ck, Can you discover 
By whose means 1 must die ? 

Host. That is denied me : 

But my prediction is too sure : Prepare 
To make your peace with Heaven ; so farewell, sir ! 

,<• [A'.-kV. 

etc. I see no enemy near ; and yet I tremble 
Like a pale coward 1 "iMy sad doom pronounced 
By this aerial voice, as in a glass 
Shews me my death in its most dreadful shape. 
What rampire can my human frailty raise 
Against the assault of Fate ? I do begin 
To fear myself j my inward strengths forsake me; 
1 must call out for help. — Within there ! haste, 
And break in to, my rescue ! 





Scene II.] 


PROGRESS. 


Enter Dokilats, Calista, Olinda, Beeonte,^ - 
Aj.CfCos, Servants, and Clakinda, at several 
doors. ■ , 

Dor. Rescue? where? 

She'v me your danger. 

CaL- I wiil interpose 

Mv luvai breast bet^veen you and all hazard. 

'Ber. Yolir brother’s sword secures you. 

Alc^ A true friend , 

Will die in , 

Cle. I' thank ye ! ' 

To all my thanks ! Encompass d thus with friends. 
How can 1 fear ? And yet 1 do ! I am wounded, 
Mortally wounded. Nay, it is within; 

Lm hurt in my mind. One word- 
Dor A thousand. 

Cie, I shall not live to speak so many to 
Dor. Why ? what forbids you ? 

Cie. But even now the spirit^ ^ 

Of my dead Elost appeared, and told me, that 
This night I should be with him. Did you not 
meet it ? 

It went out at that door. 

Dor. A vain chimera _ 

Of your imagination ! Can you tmnk 
Mim Host would not as well have spoke to 

now, ,.1 

As he did in the inn? These waking dreams 
Kot alone trouble you, but a strange 

Distraction in your family. See the teais^ 

Of my poor daughter, fair OUndas sadnes , 
Youv^rothefs and ydur friend s grief, serv 

Good son! bSrup ; you have many years to live 
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A rmvifort to us all. Let’s in to supper. 

CiiiO'its never walk till after midnight, if 
] may believe my graunam. We will wash 
■These thtniglifs away with wine, 'spite of hoh- 
gohiiiis. 

Ck. Ytni reprehend me justly. — Gentle madain,. 
And all the rest, forgive me ; I'll endeavour 
To Ir' merry with you. 

/hr. That's well said. 
i?tT. I have . 

Procured your pardon. ' [2<? Ccakikda. 

Cal Once more I receive you . 

Into my service ; but take special care 
You fail no further. 

Ciari. Never, madam. — Sir, IJpart. 

When you shall fmd tit time to call me to it, 

1 will make good what i have said. 

Ber, Til! when, 

Upon your life he silent ! 

Dor. We will have 
A health unto Li sunder, 

Ck. His name, sir, 

Somewhat revives me j but his sight would cure 
me. 

However, let’s to supper. 

Oiin. ’Would Clarang^ 

And Lidian were here too ! as they should be, 

If wishes could prevail. 

Cai. They are fruitless, madam. [ExcunL 



f 



Scene III.] PBOGRESS, 


The Garden. Night. 




Leon. If that report speak truth, Clarinda is 
Discharged her lady’s service, and what burden 
I then have drawn upon me is apparent. 

The crop she reaped from her attendance was 
Her best revenue, and my principal means 
Clarinda’s bounty, though I laboured hard for’t, 
A younger brother’s fortune. Must I now 
Have sour sauce, after sweetmeats? and be driven 
To levy half-a-crown a week, besides 
Clouts, sope, and caudles, ^ for my heir apparent. 
If she prove, as she swears she is, with child ? 
Such as live this way, find, like me, though wench- 
ing 

Hath a fair face, there’s a dragon in the tail of’t. 
That stings to th’ quick. I must scalk here, until 


5 Clouts, sope, and candles.J In the Chances, (vol. VI, p. 22,) 

Don John says, 

But to raise a dairy 

For other men^s adulteries^ consume ffty self in candles, 

And scow^ring work$^^ ~« — • 

The editors of 1750 alter candles to caudles ; we have rejected 
their variatioa, in which we think ourselves justified by what Leon 
here says, which proves candles right,-— Ed. 177 S. ^ 

Sympsoifs variation is seli-eyident in both passages. 
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5 ID THE LOVEES’ 

I am resr>!vccl : How my heart pants, between 
SI}’ liopes amt fears ! She’s come. — 

CtAIilXDA. 

Are we i’ the port r ' '• 

If not, let's sink together. 

Ckri 'rhings go better 

Than yon deserve ; you carry things so openly, 

I must bear every wayj" once more 
In my lady’s grace. ' 

Leon. An<i I in yours? 

CiarL It may be ; 

But 1 have sworn unto my lady never 
To sin again. 

Lean. To be surprised. The sin 
Is in itself excusable ; to Iw taken 
Is a critm', as tlie poet writes. 

€km. You know my weakness, 

Anti that makes you so confuient.— You have got 
A fair sword : Was it not Lisander's ^ 

J^ean. Yes, v’ench ; 

And I grown 'raliant by tlie wearing of it: 

It hath been tlie death of two. With tiu^ Lisander 
Slew Cloridon and Cbrysanthes: 1 took it up, 
Broken in the handle, but that is rebjimed ; 

And DOW', in my possession, the late master 
Dares never come to challenge it. I'his sword, 
And all the weapons that 1 have, are ever 
Devoted to thy service: Shall we bill? 

I am very gamesome, 

Vkm. I must first dispose of 
The fool Malfort; he hath smoked you, and is 
not. 

But by some new'' device, to be kept from me ; 

1 have it here shall tit him. You know udtere 
You must expect^me-i:' witht'aU- possibic silence 
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Get thither. 

Leon. You will follow ? 

<7«;7. Will Hive? 

She that is forfeited to lust must die, 

That humour being un-fed. Be gone ; here comes 
My champion, in armour. [Exit Leon. 

Enter Malfort, m Armour. 

BLalf What adventure 
I am bound upon 1 know not, but it is 
jMy mistress’ pleasure that 1 should appear thus, 
I may perhaps be terrible to others, 

But, as I ain, I am sure my shadow frights me ; 
The clashing of my armour, in my ears 
Sounds like a passing- bell ; and my buckler puts 
me 

In mind of a bier ; this my broad sword, a pick-axe 
To dig my grave. Oh, love ! abominable love ! 
What monsters issue from thy dismal den 
Clarinda’s placket, which I must encounter, 

Or never hope to enter. 

ClarL Here’s a knight-errant ! — 

Monsieur Malfort. 

M(i^. Stand, stand, or I’ll fall for you. 

ClarL Know you not my voice ? 

Mal-L Yes, ’twas at that 1 trembled. 

But, were my false friend Leon here 

ClarL ’Tfs he. 

Mal^'. Where? where? 

Clari. He is not come yet. 

Malf. ’Tis well for him, 

I am so full of wrath, 

ClarL Or fear. — This Leon, 

Howe'er my kinsman, hath abused you grossly, 
And this night vows to take me hence perforce,. 
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Aiui miUTV me to another: Twas for this, 

• Fr.csuniinj^ on your love, I did entreat you 
Tf) ])ut your armour on, tiuit vvitii more safety 
Y<ni defend inc. 

jMiilf. And rU do it bravely. 

Clan, must stand here to heat him nlf, and -, 
sutler "*■ 

No hutnan thing to pass you, though it apjwar 
In my lord’s shape or lady’s : Be not coxifu d 
With a disguise. "'V; ^ 

Malf. I have been fool’d already, . , 

But now I am wise. '"'V- 

C/m'i. li’ou must swear not to stir hence. 

J/tr/f. Upon these lips. 

C/ari Nor move until I call yoti. 

JMf, I'll gntw here rather. 

Chrl This niglit’s task well ended, 

I am yours to-morrow. Keep sure guard. 

Maif. Afiieu ! 

My honeycomb, how sweet thou art, did not 
A nest of hornets keep it ! what imptjssihilities 
Love makes me undertake 1 I know myself 
A natural coward, and, should Leon come, 

Though this were cannon proofs I should deliver 
The wmnch before he ask’d her. 1 hear some foot- 
ing ! 

’Tis he : Where shall I hide myself? that is 
My best defence. 

Enier Cleander, 

Ck, I cannot sleep ; strange visions 
Make this poor life i feared of late to lose, 

A toy that i grow weary of, 

Jifl//'. ’Tis Leon,' / 

.Ck, What’s that? _ ' ^ 

Ma^l If you'ai^;taswDae|' air, -for Clarinda, 
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I am glad I hav^e her for you ; I resign 
My interest : You’ll find her in her chamber; 

I did stay up to tell you so. 

Cie. Ciarinda? 

And Leon ? There is something more in this ' 
Than I can- stay to ask. [Em: 

Malf. VYhat a cold pickle, 

And that none of the sweetest, do I find ' 

My pcn>r,seif in*! 

“Cle. llVithiH-l Yield, villain ! 

Enter Clabinda and runnings Ci.eandee 

G/an. ’Tis my lord ! 

Shift for yourself. 

Leon. His life shall first make answer 
For this intrusion. [Kills Cleander. 

Malf, I am going away ! 

I am gone already ! [Falk in a moon. 

Cle. Heaven take mercy on 
My soul 1 too true presaging Host ! [Dies. 

Clari, He’s dead, 

And this wretch little better. Do you stare ■ ’ 
Upon your handy-work? 

Lemi. I am amazed. 

Clari. Get o’er the garden-wall ; fly for your life, 
But leave your sword behind; enquiry not why : 
I’ll fashion something out of it, though I perish, 
Shall make way for revenge. 

Leon. These are the fruits 
Of lust, Ciarinda! 

Clari Hence, repenting milk-sop ! [iJa'ifLEON. 
Now ’tis too late. — Lisander’s sword B Ay, that, 
[Puts the Sword in Maxfokt’s Hand. 
That is the base I’ll build On. So; I’ll raise 
vox. XIII. 2 k 
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fAcT IV 


The house. — Help ! murder i a most horrid mur- 
der ! 

Monsieur Beronth ! nohlc Horiiaus ! 

Ah Iniried in sl'-ep' Ah me! a murder ! 

A most uuijeard-ot’ murder ! 

Enter DoiiiLAVs, as Jhmi bed. '• 

Dor. 3d«re lights, knaves ! * - ' 

Bcrt>nte, Aiddon, moreligius ! 

jEffter Bii K 0 \ r k, A x.c i no.v , and Servants with LigkU. 

Clari. By this 
I vsee too much. 

Dm\ .\ly son Cleander bathing 
III his own gore! The devil to tell trutli 
r th’ siiape of an Host I 
Ikr .\Iy brother? 

J/((7/, I isave been 

r th’ other world, in hell I think, these devils 
'W ith fire-hraiuis in their paws sent to torment me 
(Though 1 ne'er did the deed) for my lewti pur- 
{•use 

To he a wiroreinaster. 

Dor. Who's that r 
Ak. ’'Tis one 

In. armour, A bloody sword in’s hand. 

Ihr. Sans question, 

The murderer. 

Matf Who? I? you do me w^rong ; 

I never hat! the heart to kill a chicken ; 

Kor tlo I know this sword. 

Ale. I do, too well. 

Bur. 1 have seen Llsander wear it. 

^This confirms ^ [lb Bebonte, 

' What yestefrSigbt I ..whisper’d Tikt it w'ork ; 
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Scene IL] 

The circumstance may make it ffood. 

My Icrd ? 

And I bis murderer ? 

Bcr. Drag the villain hence ! 

The rack shall force a free confession from him. 
Malf. I am struck dumb; you need not stop 
my mouth. 

Away with him ! [Malfort carried off. 

Enter Cahsta and Olinda. ‘ 

Cal. Where is my lord? 

Dor. Ail that 

Remains of him lies there. Look on thif object, 
And then turn marble. ; 

Cal. I am so already, 

Made fit to be his monum,ent : But wherefore 
Do you, that have both life and motion left you, 
Stand sad spectators of his death, and not 
Bring forth his murderer ? 

Ber. That lies in you ; 

You must, and shall produce him. 

Dor. She, Beronte? 

Ber. None else. 

Dor. Thou liest 1 I’ll prove it on thy head, 

Or write it on thy heart. ' _ [Draxes. 

Ale. Forbear! there is ; ' 

Too much blood shed already. ' * 

Ber. Let not choler 

Stifle your judgment ! Many an honest father 
Hath got a wicked daughter. If I prove not, 
With evident proofs, her hand was in the blood 
Of my dear brother, (too good a husband for her) 
Give your revenge the reins, and spur it forward. 

Dor. In any circumstance but shew her guilty, 
I’ll strike the first stroke at her. • 
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Bfr. Let me ask :• 

7 . A ({uestion calmly : Do you know this .sword r 
llave you not seen Lisander often wear it ? 

• •.■■Dor. The same with which he rescuetl me. 

Cal Icto: 

What inference from thi.s to make me guilty? . 
Ber. Was he not with you in the house to-night ? 
Ca/. No, on my sou! ! ^ " 

Ber. Nor ever heretofore 
In private with you, whettyou feigned' a sickness, 
To keep your husband absent?' 

Cal. Never, sir, 

To a dishonest end. 

Ber. Was not this woman 
Your instrument r Her silence does confess it. 

. Here lies Cleandcr dead, and here the sword 
Of false Lisander, too long covered with 
A mask of .seeming truth. 

Dor, And is tins ail 

The proof you can alletige? Li-sander guilty, 

Or my poor daughter an aduitcres.sr 

Suppose that she had changed discourse with one 

To whom she owed much more ? 

Cal, Thou liast thy ends. 

Wicked Clarinclal ISfieJhiiHs. 

Olin. Help ! the lady sinks ; 

Malice hath killed her. 

Dor. I would have her live, 

Since I dare swear she’s innocent ’Tis no time 
Or place to argue now ; this cause must be 
Decided by the judge ; and, though a father, 

I will deliver her into the hands 
Of justice: If she prove true gold when tried, 
She’s mine ; if not, with curses !'!! disclaim her. 
Take up your part of sorrow ; mine shall be 
Eeady toji|swer with her life the tW:t 
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That she is charged with. ^ 

Ber. Sir, I look upon you > 

As on a father. 

Dor. With the eyes of sorrow, • ■' 

1 see you as a brother.® Let your witnesses 
jde ready. 

Ber. ’Tis my care. 

Ale. ‘ I jam fop Lidian : 

This accident, no doubt, will draw him from 
His hermit’s life. 

Clari. Things y et g<|: right ; persist, sir. 

{Exemit with CAi-isf a, and Cleandee’s Body. 

^ Take u]^ your part of sorrow \ mine shall he 
Ready to answer with her life the fact 
That she is charged with.'^ By Berontfe's part of sorrow, Do- 
riktis means the body of (jieander ; by his own, Calista.~Ma^o^* 

^ 1 see you m a brother, j i. e. As a partaker in sorrow^ if the 
place is right : Otherwise, to make an antithesis^ it ought to be, 

I see you as a son ; 

Berontci having before led the way by saying, 

J look upon you as a father,— Syjwpson* 

Admirable explanation !— Mr Sympson must have forgot that 
Beront^ was the brother of Cleander ; and it is not clear that he 
remembered Dorilaus was CaUsla*SJfe^^er.— Ed. 1778. 

The editors justly reprobate Sympson’s explanation of this pas- 
sage, and seem to have understood it themselves, though they have 
not sufficiently explained it. Beront^ means to say that he con- 
siders Dorilaus as the father of Calisla, bound, as such, to support 
her innocence : to which Dorilaus replies, that he considers Be- 
ronte as the brother of Cleander, whose duty it was to revenge 
his death.— ^ , 
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: SCENE' IIL 


A For ts t. 


Enter Lisandkr and Lancelot, 

Z«. Arc the horses dead ? 

^ Lun. Oat-riii'ht If you rifle at this rate, 

You nniht resolve to kill your two a tiay, 

And that's a large proportion. 

Lis. Will you please, 

At any priee, asul .speedily, to get fresh onc.s ? 
You know s«y slatiger, and the penalty 
That follows it, slnmld I be apprchendcji : 

Y'our duty in oheyitig my coumuusds 
Will in a better language speak your service, 
Than }our unnecessary aad untimely care 
Of my expence. 

Ltm. i am gone, sir. ‘ \ExH. 

Lis, In this thicket 

I will c.xpect you.— Here yet I have leisure 
To call myself unto a strict account , ■ 

For }ny pass’d life, how vainly spenY* ^ would 
I stood no further guilty ! but I hat^ 

A heavier reckoning to make ! This hand, 

Of late as white as innocence, and unspotted, 
Kow wears a purple colour, died in gore ; 

My soul of the same tincture! Purblind passion. 
With flattering hopcsi would keep me from dc- 
spair,'._, ,, 

'Pleading i was brdivokeil to’t; bTit mv rp^enr. 


/ ^ 

Scene IIL] PROGRESS. 5l§ 

Breaking such thin and weak defences, tells me, ■ ■ 
I have done a double murder ; and for what? 

Was it in service of the king? his edicts ^ 
Command the contrary : Or for my country ? . 

. Her genius, like a mourning mother, answers, 

' - hi Cioridon and Chrysanthes she hath lost 

Two hopeful sons, that might have done their parts 
To guard her from invasion. For what cause then ? 

To keep'the opinion of my valour upright 
1 ’ th’ popular breath ; a sandy ground to build on ! 
Bouo'ht with the king’s displeasure, as the breach 
Of Heaven’s decrees, theloss of my tfjie comforts, 

In parents, kinsmen, friends 5 as the fruition 
Of all that I was born to, and that sits 
Like to a hill of lead here. In my exile, 

(Never to be repealed, if I escape so) 

1 have cut off all hopes ever to look on 

Enter Lidian, like a Hermit. 

Divine Calista, from her sight and converse 
For ever banished ! 

Lid. 1 should know this voice. 

His naming too my sister, whom Lisander 
Honoured, but in a noble way, assures me 
That it can be no other : I stand bound 
To comfort any man I find distressed,; _ 

But to aid him that saved my life, religion, ^ 

And thankfulness, commands ! and it inay be 
High providence for this good end hath brought 
him 

Into my solitary walk. — Lisander ! 

Noble Lisander i 

Lis. Whatsoe’er thou art, _ ^ 

That honourable attribute thou giv st me, 

I can pretend no right to. Gome not near me ; 

I am infectious ; the sanctity 





520 


THE LOVERS’ 


[Act IV. 


Of tliy profession (for thou appcar'^t 
A revervful liermit) if thou fly nut from me, 

Ah iVoin the plaijHe, or leprosy, cannot keep tbee 
From beintt poliutetl. 

IJd. With g(MK} counsel, .sir, 

And holy prayers to bout, i may cure you, 
Though both ways so infected. You look wildly, 
(Peace to your conscience !) sir, 4 ikI .stare upon 
me, 

As if you never saw me; 'Hath, my habit 
Altered my face so much, that yeC you hnow not 
Your servant Lidian ? 

Lis. 1 am amazed ! 

So young, and so religious? 

^Lid. I purpose 

(Heaven make me thankful for’t!)to leave the 
world : 

I have made souse trial of my strengths in this 
My solitary life ; and yet I find not 
AVaintness to go on. 

Lis. Above belief! 

Do you inhabit here? 

Liif. .Mine own free choice, sir: 

I live here poorly, but contentedly, 

Because I hud enough to feed my fortunes ; 
Intlccd too much : These wild fields are my gar- 
dens, 

The crystal rivers they afford their waters, 

And grudge not their sweet streams to quench af- 
flictions ; 

T!ie hollow rocks their beds, which, though they 
arc hard, 

0'hc emblems of a doting lover’s fortune) 

Yet they are quiet ; and the weary slumbers 
The eyes catch there, softer than beds of down, 
'’ffitad'; 

The birds my 'belfto call me to- devotions ; 


ScEjTE III.] PROGRESS. 

My book the story of my wand’ring life, 

In which I find more hours due to repentance -- 
Than time hath told me yet. 

Lis. Answer me truly. 

^ Lid. I will do that without a conjuration. 

Lis. r th’. depth of meditation, do you not 
Sometimes think of Olinda ? 

Zi/d.v.X.endeavour 

To raze her from my memory, as I wish 
You would do the whole sex ; for know, Lisander, 
The greatest curse brave fiMh cah labour under, 
Is the strong witchcraft of a woman’s eyes, ' 
Where I find men, I preach this doctrine to ’em: 
As you’re a scholar, knowledge make your misHeas, 
The hidden ’ beauties of the Heavens your study ; 
There shall you find fit wonder for your faith. 
And for your eye inimitable objects ; ■ 

As you’re a profess’d soldier, court your honour ; 
Though she be stern, she’s honest, a brave mistress! 
The greater danger you oppose to win her, 

She shews the sweeter, and rewards the nobler ; 
Woman’s best loves to hers mere shadows be. 

For after death she weds your memory. .T'fi 
These are my contemplations. 

Lis. Heavenly ones ; * 

And in a young man more remarkable. 

But wherefore do I envy, and not tread in 
This blessed track? 'Here’s in the heart no false- 
hood 

To a vowed friend, no quarrels seconded 
Whth challenges, which, answered in defence 
Of the word reputation, murder follows. 

A man may here repent his sins, and though 

7 The hidden beauties.] That is, the beauties that are hidden 
from common obsorvation, and are only discovered by study and 

coiiteaiplation.—^iawj. 
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. i' r 

j o2i, 

1 iis I’.iinrl; like mine, bcsiaincti in blood, it may be 
;• \V.hh penitence uiul true contrition washed oil"; 
You have proved it, Lidian f 
■ -Jl'Jd. Ami you'll tind it true, 

If you pei'i-evei'. * 

Lis. Here then emis my tiiglit, 

And here the I'ury of the king shall fint! me 
Prepaicd for Heaven, if 1 am marked to die^ 

For that I truly grieve for. 

js. , I,;' -.V V',', >, , ' 

Enter Frinr, a in! CtARAxoE in a'' Wriafis Habit . 

Frkr. Keep yourself 
Cmt«|f:a!ed ; I am instnicted. 

Viara. How the sight 
. ()tf my dear friend confirms me ! 

IJs. What are these ? 

Ltd. Two reverend friars ; one I know. 

Frnin, To you 
This journey is devoted. 

Ltd. Weieome, father ! 

Frhtr. I know your resolution so well groundetl, 
And your adieu unto the world so constant, 

I'hat though I am the unwilling messenger 
Of a stnaige accident to try your temper, 

It cannot shake you. You had once a friend, 

A noble friend, C’larar.gi^. 

Lid. And have still, 

I hope, good father. 

Frm\ Vonr false hopes deceive you ; 

He’s dead. 

• I’mtnr.] Su this word was proiioanc&I at ihc time. An 
apptsHe Histana* nwy be quoted from the Jlartyrc-d Soidier, by 
Mwiry Shirley ; " , 

“ Tty heart's a Christian ; to death /jewArcr, 

And thoh''«niioy-^^ «|Iit of aagtti* ever." 



Scene IlL] 


PROGRESS. 


5S3 


Lis. Claran^^ dead ? 

Friar. I buried him. 

Some said he died of melancholy, some of love, 
And of that fondness perish’d. 

^ Lid. Oil, Clarang^ ! 

Clara. Hast thou so much brave nature, noble 
Lidian, 

So teuderly to- love thy rival’s memory? 

The bold Lisander weeps too. {Aside. 

Friar. I expected 
That you would bear this better; ' 

Lid. I am a man, sir, 

Amd, my great loss weighed duly . , ’ ' 

Friar. Biis last words were, ‘ i. 

After confession, “ Live long, dear Lidian, 
Possessed of all thy wishes !” And of me 
He did desire, bathing my hand with tears, 

That with my best care I should seek and find you, 
And from his dying mouth prevail so with you, 
That you a while should leave your hermit’s strict- 
ness, 

And on his monument pay a tear or two, 

To witness how you loved him. ' ‘ 

Lid. Oh, my heart ! 

To witness how I loved him ? ’Would he had not 
Led me unto his grave, but sacrifici^ 

His sorrows upon mine ! He was my friend. 

My noble friend ; I will bewail his ashes. 

His fortunes and poor mine were born together, 
And I will weep ’em both : I will kneel by him, 
And on his hallowed earth do my last duties. 

I’ll gather all the pride of spring to deck him ; 
Woodbines shall grow upon his honoured grave. 
And, as they prosper, clasp to shew our friendship, 
And, when they wither, I’ll die too. 

Clara. Who would not , ' 

Desire to die, to be bewailed thus nobly r 


/ 


/ SU THE'LO%'ERS’ [Act iV. 

Ih'ar, There is a legacy he hath hequeathi'cl 
you ; 

.Ihit of ^vhat value I must not discover, 

I'Htd those rites and pious ceremonies 
Are duly temiered. 

/,iV. I am too full of sorrow 
To he inquisitive. 

/j'x. To think of his, 

I do forget mine, own woes. 

Enter Alcidon. 

Ak. f Entering.} Graze thy fill, now 
Tkou iiast done thy business. — Ha! who have wc 
here r 

Lisimtier ? Lidian ? anti two reverend friars? 
What a strange scene of sorrow is ex pressed 
In ddlVrent ptistures, in their iook.s and station ? 
A common painter eying these, to help 
His dull invention, might draw to the life 
The living sons of Priam, as they stood 
On the pale walls of Troy, when Hector fell 
Under Achilles’ spear- 1 come too late ; 

Aly iicmse, though good and strong, moved like a 
tortoise: 

III news had wings, and hath got here before me. 
Ail Pythagoreans? not a word?® 

Lid. Oh, Alcidon ! 

Deep rivers with soft murmurs glide along, 

The shallow roar. Claraag^ I 

_ S' Atl Pythagoreans f not « zeerdfi Alluding to the five years’ 
silence enjoined fey Pythagoras to his disciples, before they were 
admitted to his conversation, or, as some say, even to the light of 
' hm.~~.Mmd, 

'i'tie sameiiatniession occurs in Bea Jonson's Silent Woman, on 
theewianctt or %niiii>U'to MofC^: “Fishet? l\^t!wg»reaiu f 
alludina to Uieir muteness i*eitowiito.-_Ka 1 77 R. 
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SCEKE IIL] 


PROGRESS. 


Lis, Cioridon! 

Clirysantbes ! Spare my grief, and apprehend 
What I should speak. * '' 

Ale. Their fates I have long since 
For your sake mourned : Clarang^’s death (for so 
,Your silence doth confirm) till now I heard not : 
Are these the bounds that are prescribed unto 
The swelling seas of sorrow ? 

Xwv.Tlie bounds, Alcidonr* 

Can all the winds of mischief from all quarters, 
Euphrates, Ganges, Tigris, Volga, Po, 

Pstviiig at once th^ir . 

iSIake it swell higher ? I am a murderer, “I 
Banished, proscribed : Is there aught else that can 
Be added to it? ' 

Lid. I have lost a friend. 

Prized dearer than my being, and he dea( 

IMy miseries* at the height contemn the 
Of Fortune’s malice. 

Ale. How our human weakness, 

Grown desperate from small disasters, makes us 
Imagine thmn a period to our sorrows, 

When the first syllable of greater woes . , . ^ ^ 

Is not yet written ! r' ■ 

Lid. now ^ 

Lis. Speak it at large : ; ; . 

« The bounds, Alcidon^ ' ■ " • - 

Can all ihemnis if mischief from aU quarters, 

Euphrates, Ganges, Tigris, Volga, Po, wishes 

Payins at once their tribute to ths ocean.] Mr Seward Wishra 

to xeJjltods for M, which Mr ^ 

■but puis the two last lines in a wini 

rcqXes no assistance, and that the simp e sense % ^ neither 
nor wafers can add to this sea of calamrty. — Co. 177 
» My misery's of the height contemn, &c.3 So the 
The text is from the second. 


THE LOVERS* 


J2n 


[Act IV. 


Since ^n-ief must break iny heart, I .'un uinhiliuus 
]< '.ijtntltl be esquisiitc 
■ Jk, It iinsst he toki ; 

, ere you l;e.ir if, with .ili care put oa 
Tlie surest armour, anvitki in the shaj) 

Of passive Ftirtitiidi*. The guud Cleaiuiei. 
friend, is murdered. 

/. ' ris u ten tide panaj, 

Aiid ya It wiil not do; I Jive yet.' Ae1-cn: 

The torturerT part; if that there he a hiuw 
Beyoiul thK 5t. and at on?®- dispatch liic. 
y//r. Your .sword, dieri in ins ireirt-blwd, was 
found near him ; ■ 

li’our private conference at midnijfht ur«fcd 
With fair (‘alisfa; which by iier, whose pure truth 
Would never learn tr? tell a he, being granted, 
She f»y enrageti Reroute is accused 
Of nnirder and adultery, and you 
(Oowever 1 d:|rc .swear it false) concluded 
Her piincipal agent. 

Liti. \S avc upon wave rolls o'er me ! 

]\Iy .sister ! my dear sister ! 

Cifira. Hold, great heart ! 

Fi-itir. Tear npen his doublet. 

Lis. Is this wound too narrow 
For niy life to get out at? Bring me to 
A carmon loaded, and some pitying friend 
Give fire unto it, while 1 nail my brea.st 
Unto his thundVing mouth, that in the instant 
1 may be pierc*meal torn, and blown .ho far 
As not one joint of iny dismembered limbs 
hlay ever be, by search of man, found out, 
Cleander! Yet why name I him? Ihnvever 
His fail deserved an earthquake, if compared 
With vfhst true honour-’in Cahsta suffers,. 

Is of no moment. My good angel, keep me 



PROGRESS. 


6i7 


SCEXE III.] 

From blasphemy, and strike me dumb, before, 

r th’ agony of my spirit, I do accuse 

The powers above, for their unjust permission • 

Of virtue, innocent virtue, to be branded 

'VI ith the least vicious mark ! ’ 

, C/ara I never saw 
A man so far transported. 

/11c. Give it way ; 

’Tis iv>v: no time to stop it. 

Enter Lancelot. 

Za?i. Sir, I have bought y . 

Fresh horses ; and, as you respect your life, 
Speedily back ’em ; the archers of the king’s guard 
Are every where in quest of you. 

Lis. My life ? ■ Lancelot. 

Perish all such with thee that wish it longer ! 

Let it but clear Calista’s innocence, ' , 

And Nestor’s age to mine was youth.' I’ll fly 
To meet the rage of my incensed king, 

And wish his favourite’s ghost appeared in flames. 
To urge him to revenge. Let all the tortures 
That tyranny e’er found out circle me. 

Provided Justice set Caiista free ! ' 

Aic. ru follow him. 

[Ea^emt Alcidon, md Lancelot. 
Lid. I am rooted here.* /^ t '.;f^:' a 
Friar. Remember 

Your dear friend’s last request, your sister’s dan- 
gers, - 

With the aids that you may lend her. 

Lid. Pray you support me ; 

My legs deny their oflSce. [Eafcunt, 

'Clara. I grow still , 

Further engaged unto his matchless virtues, ' 


THE LOVERS* 


And I am rlead inciccjj, until I pay 
The dcfjt I tmc him in a noble wav. 


Afi- V 


\£.rie. 


ACT V: S.CENE I 


' . ' ! 




Pam, An ApaHment m Cieandcr’s House’ 


Enier DoniLAOS mtd iSerremt 


.Dor. I'hJHs hast him safe ? 

<Sh\ As fast as locks can make him ; 

He must break through three tloors, and cut the 
' throats 

Of ten tali fellows, if that lie escape us. 

Besides, as far as I can apprehend, 

He hath m> such intention,* for his looks 
Are full of penitence. ' ■ ;> 

£>«»r. Trust not a knave’s looks ; 

They are like a whore's oaths. How does my poor 
daughter 

Brook her restraint? 

Sen\ With such a resolutip^l- 
A* well becomes your lordship* child. 

..^^Kmck mitkim, 
-Dw. Who’s that? W 


» Fspcl i»w!8{ki».3 Mr Seward 'coacumd wiUi.ine in tbe 

' . . 'tC', 
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Enter Leiiube. 

Serv. Monsieur Lemiire. • 

Ihr. This is a special favour, 

,4nfl may stand an example in the court 
For courtesy : It is the client’s duty 
To wait upon his patron ; you prevent me, 

That aij your humble suitor. 

Le7/i. My near place 

About the king, though it swell others, cannot 
Make me forget your, worth and age, wbiclymay 
Challenge much more respect: And ! am sorry 
That my endeavours for you have not met with 
The good success I wished ; I moved the king 
Wit!) my best advantage, both of time and place, 
r tlf favour of your daughter. 

Dor. How do you find 
His majesty affected ? 

Lem. N ot to be 

Swayed from the rigour of the law ; yet so far 
The rarity of the cause hath won upon him, 

That he resolves to have in his own person 
The hearing of it ; her trial will be noble. 

And to my utmost strength, where I may serve 
her, 

My aids shall not be wanting. 

Do7\ I am your servant * , 

Xot. One word more : If you love Lisander’s 
life, 

Advise him, as he tenders it, to keep 
O.ut of the way ; if he be apprehended, 

This city cannot ransom him. So, good morrow. 

Dor. Ail happiness attend you ! Go thy ways ; 
Tliou hast a clear and noble soul. For thy sake, 
YQ)L. xio. S t- 


THE LOVERS’ 


[Act V. 


ril bold that man mine enemy, who (l^res mutTer 
The cnurt is not the sj>heie where Virtue moves, 
Humuiiity and nobleness wasting on her, 

EnUr Servant. 


S(Tv. Two gentlemen (Init what they jsre i know 
not, 

Their faces are so mnftktl) press to see ye«, 

Aistl will ssot be denie<i. X-.,. 

Dut\ Whale^ef they are, 

1 am too oltl to fear. 

Serv. ‘Ihey need iso nsher ; 

They nsake their own wav. 


Enter Lssanper and ALCinojf. 


thr. Take you yours. — Lisamlcr ! 

[Edit •Bimini. 

My jo}" to vsee yots, and my sorrow for 
The danger you are in, cosstetni so here, 

(Though cisfferent passions, nay, opposed is na- 
ture) 

1 know' not which to entertaio. 

£k, I’our hate 

Should win the victory from botir : With justice 
You may look on me as a homicide, 

A roan whose life is forfeited to the law ; 

But if, howe’er 1 stand accused, in thought 
I sinned against Cleander s life, or live 
Guilty of the dblionour of your daughter. 

May ail the miseries that can fail on man 
Here, or hereafter, circle me ! 

Iter. To me 

This 'protestation’s useless ;; I embrace you, 

As the’pwservcr of my life, the man 
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To wliom niy soa owes his ; with life, hi^honour : 

And howsoever your affection 

To my unhappy daughter, though it were 

( 1 'or I have sifted her) in a noble way, ^ 

, H i til ]3rinted soine taint on her fame, and brought 
Her life in question ; yet I would not purchase 
The wish’d recovery of her reputation, 

With strong assurance of her innocence 
Defoie the king’ her judge, with certain loss 
Of my Lisander, for whose life,'^ if found, 
There’s no redemption ; jV|^,excess of love 
(Though to enjoy you one short day would leagdien 
My life a dozen years) boldly commands me, 
Upon my knees, which yet were never bent > 

But to the king and Heaven, to entreat you ” 
To fly hence with ail possible speed, and leave 
Calista to her fortune, 

Lis. Oh, blessed saints ! 

Forsake her in affliction ! Can you 
Be so unnatural to your qwn blood, 

To one so well deserving, as to value 
Illy safety before hers ? Shall innocence 
In iier be branded, and my guilt escape 
Unpunished ? Does she suffer so much for me, 
For me unworthy, and shall I decline 
Eating the bitter bread of banishment. 

The course of justice, to draw out a life ? 

A life ? I style it l^lse, a living death, 

W’hich, being uncompelled laid down, wilt clpar 
her, 

And write her name a-new in the fair . legend 
Of .the best women. Seek not to dissuade me ! 

I will not, like a careless poet, spoil 

* For whole life, if found.] Whose is the right reading, the other 

a jnaiiifest error of the press.-— 

Both folios read whose ! ! !— Ed» 177^- 


THE LOVERS* 


Act V. 


. _ The iaJ^i’act of iny play, till now npphuKitai, 

!1\ trivisig tliP \vosi(i jus? cati*te to say I feared 
Deufh. more than loss uf iionour. 

Df-r. Iit.it Aupi'ittse 

' llcavets hath iksiu'ut’d •'fimc other saving' incan> 
I'dr her fieliveratirc • -■ 

tif. '"nher oieaiJ.s r Th.at is 
A iiiisehief iihove all I ii.ive «^'ro;uu*ii tuuler : 

Shall un\ other pay my tUdif, while I - /■ 

Write luvsdt’ Inwkruntr or Calista owe 
The iwast belrokfihtrtu’Rs f«flrtml.^:which ^Iie, 

Oji all the iwnds of o-ratitiuic I scal'd to, 
May challenge from me to fn* freely tender'd? 
Aveit it. merry ! Tli jojo to my grave 
•WitiunSt tile curses of my creditors; 

^ rU vindicate her fair name, and so cancel 
My (diligatioii to her: To the king, 

To whom I .stand accoimlafde for the lass 
C Jf two of his loved subjects’ lives, i'll offer 
Mine own in saiisfactioii ; to Heaven 
ri! pay my true repentance; to the titues 
lh-e.sent and future, TH be regi.stere<} 

A m«.*nio,r:*ble preeedeni to admaiiish 
fotiuTs, however vahant, not to trust 
To their abilities to dare and do ; 

And much less for the airy words of honour, 

And foise-.sti.mpVI reputation, to shake off 
The chuin-s of their religion uiyd allegiance, 

The principal means appointed to prefer 
^ .Societies and kingdoms,* [E.r/h 

Ihr. Let's not leave him ; 

■ ,jcHis mind's much troubled, 

eippmttkii I# priifer 

“ Tiie nf l?SO tiiiiik it prolalilb* \\t 

' , . ' ' prru^nr nl' Wi; lint €Hiir.vlvi» imy 

, viirtaiiun nmiotB tkt ifittnht mil icf/- 
. fyit If/ ' suckikM'^ 1 7 ?i* ' 



i 
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Were your daughter free, 

(Since from her dangers his distraction rises) 

If is cause is not so desperate for the slaughter 
, Of Cloridon and Chrysanthes, but it may ‘ 
Find passage to the rnercy of the kins. ' 

motives urged iii his defence^ that forced liioi 
To uet that bloody scene. 

Dor. Heaven' can send aids, 

When they are least expected. Let us walk ; 
The hour of trial draws near* 

J ic. 2^1 ay i t end well ! ■ ‘ ' [Eo'^unt. 


S C E N E II. 


Another Roojn in the same. 


Enter Ounda and Lidian. i ^ 

Olin. That for my love you should turn hermit, 
Lidian, ^ 

As much amazes me as your report 
CJarange’s dead. ?■ 

Lid. He is so, and all comforts ■ 

Ify youth can hope for, madam, with him buried ; 
Nor had I ever left my cell, but that 
He did enjoin me at his death to shed 
Some tears of friendship on his monument ; 

And, those last rites performed, he did bequeath ^ 
you, 

As the best legacy a friend could give, 

Or I indeed could wish, to my embraces. 


.3^4 ^ THE LOITERS’ [Act V. 

OiiN, "Hs still inoru strange; is there no fuui 
play in it? 

. confess I am not sorry, sir. 

tor your fair Ibrtuiu*; yet 'tis tU I yiicve 
The most untinst-ly death nf such a gesuleuKm ' 
He was niy w«>rf!jy serviuii. 

JJd. And fur this 

Aekaowledgment, if I could pri/c y»*o pi. 

A higher rate, I shouldt he was ni) futnd, 

My ^i»resf"fnenf!. ' ■ 

0/w. But horv .should I be ussur’Wi .jyr, 

(For slow belief is the Ijcs? friend of truth)., 

Of thi.s gentleman's «leath ' if I should credit it, 
'And afterward it fall out contrary. 

How uni I .shamed! how is your vtrfue tainteti ! 

£itl There is a friar that came along with me, 
Ills hushje.ssj, to deliver vou a letter 
I’nnn dead ( ' iaraugc : Ie'ou shui I hear hi.'s lesi imony. 

•Enti'r Clamakof, rw « Fthir,irith «awr/jc>* Fmr. 

Father! my reverend flit her !— Look upon him; 
Surh holy men are authors of no fable-. 

Oihi, They should not be; their lives and their 
opintouR. r ' 

Like brightest purest flames, .dsould si ill hum up- 
wards. — 

To me, sir ? [Ci.-urri-vcn ikitvirs a ivikr. 

Citim, If you arc the fair Olinda. 

Friar/'l do not like these crass points. 

" Ckra. Give me leave ; 

„1 am nearest to myself: What I have plotted 
Shall be pursued ; you must not over-rule me. 

i)o you put the first hand lo your own 
’‘■''■■■.’.w. undoing? ' 

Play but this letter ! 



Scene II.] PROGRESS. ^ ’ 53S 

mi ■ 

“ Lady, I am come to claim your noble ptomise : 

, [Reads. 

Ji you be mistress of your word, you are minej 
I am last returned. Your riddle is dissolved, ' ' 
4 ud I attend your faith. Your humble servant 

Clarang^.” 

Is this tlie triar that saw him dead ? 

Lid. "rishe;, 

Clarang^j'oii my life ! I am defeated ! 

Such reverend habits juggler my true sorrow 
For a false friend, not worth a fear, derided ? 
Friar. You have abused my trust. . 

Oim. It is not well, 

Nor like a gentleman. , 

Clara. All stratagems 

In love, and that the sharpest war, are lawful. 

By your example, I di<l change niy habit, 

Caught you in your own toil, and triumph in it ; 
And what by policy’s got, I will maintain 
With valour ! No Lisander shall come in 
Again to fetch you off. 

Lid. liis honoured name. 

Pronounced by such a treacherous tongue, is 
tainted. 

Maintain thy treason with thy sword ? With what 
Contempt I hear it ! in a wilderness 
1 durst encounter it, and nyould, but that 
In my retired hours, (not counterfeited 
As thy religious shape was) I have learn’d. 

When justice may determine, such a causO, 

And of such weight, as this fair lady is,-^; 

Must not be put to Fortune. I appeal 
Unto the king; and he, whose wisdom knows 
To do bis subjects right in their estates, 

As graciously with judgment will determine ■' 

111 points of honour. 

Oiin, Fii steer the same course with you. 


THE L0¥EIIS' 


[Act V. 



i'ii/rfi. ni stuifi the trial. 

. K'.'iir. hat lifive you doner nr wliat 
Intend vt>»? 

' •Citiru, Ask not j Til come off' with honour. 

f £.rnwf, 


S.CE’NX in. 

A Court ef Justice. ^ ■ '"'d; 

iuntir HeroktTj CtAiuKPA, iHfaiFORT, i-umkd, 
<md Ojh'ccrs. 

Jkr, Ik’ consttant in your proofs: Khnultl you 
shrink hark now, 

VoiJr life must im.swer it ; nor am i sufe, 

'M « Inmoiu being engaged to make that good 
Whirh yoii aflinn. 

( ‘iuri. 1 ant ctjufident, so dearly 
I lumoured my dead lord, that no respect, 

Or of my tady’N hounf ie.n. (a hieh were great ones, 
1 must eonfeiss) nor of her former life, 

(For u hiie that she was chaste, indeed ! hn’cd her) 
Shall hinder me from lending my assititance 
Unto your just revenge— mine own I mean. 

If Lenn keep tar otf enough, all’s secure : [Aside, 

' Listnder dates not come in ; modest blushes 
Farted with nte long since, and iniptulencc, 

Armed yvith my hate unto her mnocence, shall he 
The weapon 1 will fight with now, ■ 

Ber, The ' 
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Being presented to you, you’ll roar out 
What you conceal yet. 

A/rf//; Conceal? I know nothing 
But that 1 shall be banged, and that I look for-.“ 
It is my destiny; I ever had 
A hanging look ; and a wise woman told me, 

1 hough I had not the heart to do a deed 
Worthy the lialter, in my youth or age, 

I shouXd take a turn with a wry mouth ; and now 
Tis come about. I have penft’d mine own ballad 
Before my coudemnatiwn, iu fear 
Some rhymer should prevent me. ' , 

Enter Dokilaus, Calista, Olinda. ^ 
Here’s my lady : 

WYould I werein Heaven, ora thousand miles hence, 
That i might not blush to look on her ! 

Dor. You ^ 

Behold this preparation, and the enemies 
Who are to fight against your life ; yet if 
You bring no witness here, that may convince you 
Of breach of faith to your lord’s bed, and hold up 
Unspotted hands before the king, this trial 
You are to undergo will but refine, 

And not consume, your honour. 

Cal. How confirmed ; ! ? 

I am here, whatsoever fate falls on me, 

You shall have ample testimony. Till the death 
Of my dear lord, (to whose sad memory 
I pay a mourning widow’s tears) j lived 
‘Too happy in my holiday trim of glory, 

And courted with felicity ; ^ that drew on me, 


3 Courted mth. felicity. 1 Sympson would read, “ Sported with 
felicity;” but the editors [of 1778] properly observe, that the te.Kt 


- • 1 HE LOVERS' [Act v. 

' *■ 

^ Wifb (ithtir helps of nature, as nf forniitf , 

-Tim cDv}', nul the love, eif most kiu***v use ; 

1 his tn.uir me to presvur.e tw? mucii periiaus 
l''<o proud Imi i um huiirbled : Asu! rf noiv 
I do make it apparent, I can hear 
Afiversity with such a cun«.!awt patience 
Ah will set ntl’ my innociitee, 1 hope, sir. 

In sour flectinina ane, wiicii I shouhi live 
n coiiitciri tfi }tHi, yini ^ImlHiavc im ciiiist". 
Howe’er hmumr 

ShipwreeKctl in such a 

0/,7.>. Oh, best friend ! " ^ 

Mv iumour’s at the stake too: for- — - 
•M.t. Ilcsik’i’t: 

The king ! 



Eiih'r Kii.^n Ltmiim', umi J^tcndr^ilst 

I.riii, Sir, if you please to look upon 
The pristmer, ajid the many services 

Her father hath done for ytnt 

Khii*. W45 must look on 

The cau^e, and notthe persons. Yet'heholdiiiir, 
With an impartial eye, the excelling frcautics 
Of tlsis fair lady, (which we did believe 
Upon report, but till now never saw 'em) * 

It moves a stiaiigc kind of compassion in me. 

Let us survey you nearer ! hhe's a hook 

. “ weans enurte! feikUy,” atui Mason says justly, thiit *' u ilh i« 
tljistfinsi* friqueiitlj, occurs both in thisse plays a»4 thuse wj Shat- 
sjpeatc. So in the last net ol' Antony and CUiopaira, siin says toj 
'' _AUj^tU9, 

‘ — .„ . ■ ■ ■ — «» And say, ' ,,,, ■ 

„ Some nohlnr token I haw kept a|«irt / 

‘'•■.for Livia and Octavw, to induce 

TWt^wediation ? Must I be uofuldfd 
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To be with care perused ; and *tismy wonder, v 
If such mishapen guests as Lust and Murder] 

■ At any price, should ever find a lodging • 

In such a beauteous inn ! Mistake us not ; ’ 

* Though we admire the outward structure, if 
1 lie rooms be foul within, expect no favour. 

I were no man, if I could look on beauty 
l)Lsr|essed, ‘without some pity ; but no king, 

If any superficial gloss of feature 
Could work me to dgciine.tbfeiiourse of justice. 
But to the cause,' Oleander’s deatiTlrfoai^>roofs 
Cun you produce against her? ■ v 

JBer. Royal sir. 

Touching that point, my brother’s death, we build 

On suppositions 

King. Suppositions ? how ? 

Is such a lady, sir, to be condemned 
On suppositions? 

Ber. They are well-grounded, sir ; 

And if we make it evident she is guilty 

Of tlie first crime we charge her with. Adultery, 

Ttiat being the parent, it may find belief ■ 

That murder was the issue. . 

King. We allow 

It may be so ; but that it may be, must not 
Infer a necessary consequence ; 

To cast away a lady’s life. What witnesses 
JTo make this good ? 

J ■ Ber. The principal, this woman. 

For many years her servant ; she hath taken 
4 Her oath in court. — Come forward ? 

King. By my crown, 

A lying face ! 

CkrL 1 swore, sir, for the king ; 

And if you are the party, as I do 

Believe you are, (for you have a good face, ' 

However mine appears) swearing for you, sir, 





* 4 «ni 4 'hr to have my natii pasi. 

K'iii'- Inipuiknif 
WciK.Hhar havi* yon >»wcsrn? 

'ttu‘ri That ti’.i'i I:uiy was 
A ;^<indiy ffn’ptinir !u«iy, :;s sitt> is : 

Ik)'.' ibiuk's your nMjfsty ' Ai**! I Iwr s<>rv;uit, 
!!<’i‘ niUi trr, as tmt: woubl say. am! fuHU'fi 
With iKf I lasfht ch.'imhcr-stTvjce ; tifm L!i.i},micr 
Was .1 I’nu'-tinbserta! ge!iticmi|S!, and active; 

That he 

To make a imiy nicrry ; liiat This pair, 

A vfiy I'lving i''>np!c, mutTiaiiy 

AliVitrii cno ajsnfiicr: So much Ibr them, .Ar! 

!. simple wait in;>u-tni!. til, liaviiiy; taken 
My iu'dlly oaUi. the firsr nigi;f uf aTinhtlmu'C 
Info her tmiyshiji’s sciviee, uri her .sltfjpers, 
t/ritat was the luiok : to serve lier will m ail thittgs, 
Am! to kijmv no rehtfion htft her picasiire, 

C'Tis !iul, yet iuit of' tasitioii rvith stjine iudirs) 
Thai I, as the premisCH siiew’, U-ini' cmmnaiuied 
'fo tlt.i niy fuHCtiini, in trou’.'eyam'c ot" 

J..i'.u5ficr to her chamber, (my h.ini absent, 
t)u u pnM'ejultai sickness) did ibc feat, 

(It. cannot he denicil) ami ai dead miduigfst 
Left 'em together : What they did, some Jicrc 
Can easily imagine. I have said, sir, 

, : Ihr. The devil’s oratri.v.! 

A'hig. 'rben you contiess 
Ynu were her bawd r 
Chn. That’s coarse ; Iser agent, sir. 

Kmg, Ho, gtwiiy Agent ! And you think there is 
No ptinishment due for your agenlship ? 

■ ■ (lari. Let her suffer first. 

Being my better, for adultery, , 

;■ And ill endpre the mulct imposed on bawds, ' 
CalUt by the'^ja^ie. v;:-: t " 

Oil Live I ‘ 





Scene III,] PROGRESS.^, 

Hif 

King. Take her aside. — Tour ansWr to this 
lady. 

" Cal. Heaven grant me patience ! To be thus con- 
fronted .■ 

(Oh, pardon, royai sir, a woman’s passion ') * * ' 
Tv one (and this the worst of my misfortunes) 
lhat was my slave, but never to such ends, sir 
n ould give a statue motion into fury. ’ 

Let pasf iifc^ my actions, nay intentions. 

Be by niy grand ac.cuser justly censured 
yyr her i sconi to 
1 leid any proM-bility of truth 
In that she urges, then I will confess 
A guilty caiise. The people’s voice, which is 
1 he voice of truth, my husband’s tenderness ' 

In his aftection to me, (that, no dotao-e 
But a reward of humblkess) the fiSfdship , 
Lchoed through France between him and Liknder 
A I make against her. For him, in his absence ' 

( \V hatever imputation it draw on me)‘ ' 

1 must take leave to speak : ’Tis true, he loved me 
But not m such a wanton way ; his reason ’ 
Mastered his passions : I grant I had ■' 

At midnight conference with Mm ; but if he 
Ever received a farther favour from me 
1 han what a sister might give to a brother 
May I sink quick I And thus much, (did he know 
Ihe shame 1 suffer for him, with the loss 
Of his life for appearing) on my soul, 

,;Tle would maintain. 

Knler Lisander and Alcidon'. 


Zu'. And will, thou clear example 
■ Of women’s pureness ! 

King. Though we hold her such, 


.TOIE LOVERS’ [Act V. 

\\y 

Thou r'lfprefl.set! fhysrU’a (h’spcrate i’uo!, 

^'I'o thntxt fh) lifiiti Han's jaws, 

Tilt’ jusriiw «f thy king. 

I ranii.' jirciiaied iHr’t, 

And idViT ijjt a guiify HtH fr» rU;ur 

Her innurtiiiw : ‘I’ht* oatli sIh: tuak, I swi'ar ; 
And Hh t ‘it*andi‘f's ♦k'aih, fa purge niVicir 
Fioiii ;i:iy erdaur maliec can puinl on uie, 

Or that sill* Had a hand in't, I can |>r’n*c •<, 

That tafal iiighi whiMi he Jti4|is tnrii ijiui’s;* fell, 
And was it 

A long fi.yv's juiiruey. 

(.'iati. I am caught. 

Ikr. U 

IloV catuc} uur sword into tiiis steward’s hands ?— 
Stand i'orth. 

ilfttif. I ha.'e heard nothing that you spake : 

I know I must die; and what kind nt’ death 
Pray you resolve me; I sindl go aw.ay else 
In a rjualrrf; I am very {‘aiui. 

A'hig. Larry him tdi'; 

Ills fear wiU kill him. [.Malfokt m carried i>£. 
Sir, 'tsvas iny .imhition, 

My tiaugiuer’s repufeitHin hein^ wuuiukul 
I' tld getieral opinion, to have it 
Cured by a public trial ; I ha«l else 
Forborne your majesty’s troufde. 

Enter Lkox, Servants, and Guard, 

:• ^ ^ ra bring forth 

Cleander's murderer; in a wood I heard him, 

As I rode sadly by, unto hitnstdtj 
, With »oine.,compiinction, though this devil had 

'’-v:'. none, • ■ ' " ' _ ; JtS/' 

Lament he had done, cursing her lust 
That drew hi jn^te that bloody faei. 
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ScEi-E HI.] PROBress. -4 . 

Leon 'To lessen 

■ P“''“S ™gue. 

|wSrL^f?’;rii;u:v™r 

Jh<it I cii<» liiireveiigecL ^ 

And I have nope t- 1 w&s bjlSfel^ftw 
Lisander met with CloridoJ and Chry^^ :: 
W as an ear- witness when he tnua^hf 
Nay, begged it upon colder termf tha * « 

Almost aSd credit, his Zt deeTc* 

u. reasons, severally 

I;™ ; b“« sxoh was his good fortune 

WjTt Lf “If"- . ^P™ ®y death ’ 

UU It uncompelled, that they were ouiltv 
( their own violent ends ;. and he a4ns? 

I IS wili, the instriinigiit* ^ ^ ^ 

Jic. ’This I will swear too • ^ - 1 

W i was not tar off. ’ , ' 

Dor, They have aliedged 

.ImdcfeuM? 

K ^ CtARityDA fahn amu guarded. 

,£> ,*•“ ^*rte own hand, lady 

-ake you from the bar, and do myself 
ojiounce you innocent. 

.d/4 Long live the King ! 

And, to confirm you stand high in our fa- 


%* 

X 




A'h! .1^ some recom|K'nce Jur wiiat you huvi; 

\Vi|ij fno nuich rr^our in your trial sitti'cr'd, 

A''k w'h:it \uu nifrise, becuininj^ me to 
Asiiit'i'e urt. 

('tii bir, 1 (lin- not jioabt Iku.ct:, 

Yuui royal prHinisff ; in a kin^ it is 
A stronjj ; ihat enrbohUnis nu' 


I'jitir. my Inuniiie knees to niake iny imou 
Lisanticr’s partiim ! 

’‘IJf.r, Jiih* nood ECO 

Did 

/j •\ yimr tcct 
I .verond I'lcr petit km. 

Never kin" ■ 

Pouresi torth his jnerey <m a worthiei suhjci'u 
I'U'r. To witness my repentance, i»r the tivroim 
In my unjust suspiricin i uifi hath, 

I join in the same suit. 

' iJs. The iite you j»ive, 

StiU ready to lay down hir your seiwiee, 

Shall be iigaitist your enetides employed, 

Kof hiiyardcd in brawls. ■* 

Ail. .Mercy, dread sir ! 

Khyy, So many pressing; me, ami with siu:li rca- 

siiifs 

Moving compassion, I hope it wdll nut 
Be censured levity in me, thougi! I borrow 
In this justice, to relieve my mercy; 

I grant ins pardon at your Iniercessiun, ^ 
But still tm this amdition ; yam, LisnisileriT 
111 exptatiorr of your guilt, shall lmi 1 d y, 

A mutuum, cut for my Cloridon and Chrysantiies • 
And never Itencelbrth draw a s\v<»rd, but when* 
By us y uu are eoinmauded, in defenee of 
The Fiower-<le-Luee : and, after one i earTiiOrruut 



SCEXE III.] 


PROGRESS, 


.Marry Calista. . • 

Lis. On your sacred band, 
I vow to do it seriously. 
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Enter himA'n. 

Lid. Great sir, stay ! . . 

Leave not your seat of justice, till you have 
GivsjH senfence in a cause as much important 
As this you have determined. 

, King. Lidian = __ __ 

Lid. , 

Your htiinblest subject I accuse CtarangS 
Of falsehood in true friendship at the height ; 
We both were suitors to this lady, both * 
E„j„i„eao..epe„a„ce- 

Enter Clakange md Friar, 


Clara. Trouble not the King 
With an unnecessary repetition. 

Of what the court’s familiar with already. 

King. Clarangh? 

Dor. With a shaven crown ? ? * 

Olin. Most strange! ■ 

Clara. Look bn tby rival — ^your late servant, 
madaniv' 

But now devoted to a Dhtter mistress, 

-S’he Church, whose orders I have took upon me ; 
iL^l liere deliver up my interest to her,'* v' 

And what was got with cunning (as you thought) 
I simply thus surrender. Heretofore, 

You did outstrip me in the race of friendship ; 


* Inieregi to /leK] Tliat Is, I deliver up all I have in 'her? 

to herself. The last; editors needlessly read-*— Interest her. , .. 

. 2'M- ■ v-.-'-vf:. 



t 


\ 






EPILOGUE. 


StHl cloubifalj and perpjex^d too, whelfeer It® 
liatli ilone J'letchcr ri i;ht ia__tius history, 

The poet 

desires that you would shew IS ' 
By iCttie accustomed sign ; if from our tclioa, 

Or ills endeavourSi you meat satisfaction, 

With ours he hath his ends ; v!C hope the hest^ 

To make that certainty iii you doth rest* 


END OF THE TH.mTEElS3^TH TOLIJMK 
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